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Do you know how many people in the United States believe in angels? Somewhere in

the vicinity of 178 million. That’s about half. Half of these United States. Wow. That seemed 
kind of high, but I checked. Well, I googled it to make sure, and still, the numbers kind of 
check out. Wow again! 

We all got a chuckle out of that. We talk about it on our days off; we chat about this and 
that. And sometimes what you guys do comes up. Actually, it always comes up, because 
we just do what we’re supposed to. But you guys, hoo boy! You almost never do what 
you’re supposed to. I mean, you do sometimes but almost never. And what you do actually 
do? Oh my God… 

Oops, sorry. Not supposed to do that. Almost never. Except when its high praise or awe. 
There’s lots and lots of awe around here. We almost never talk about the awe, but we do 
experience it. You guys say everything is ‘awesome.’ Like, ‘Hey man, I had an orange today 
and it was awesome.’ Or, ‘Did you see Jerry’s new phone?’ ‘Yeah, it’s awesome!’ 

Nope. It wasn’t awesome. It was pretty, or useful, or expensive. But it wasn’t awesome. A 
rainbow spontaneously igniting and dropping stone flower petals on four hundred foot tall 
glowing paramecium? Now that’s awesome. And ordinary. I get to see stuff like that all of 
the time. But only on my days off, back in the dormitory with the others. Looking at the 
awesome spectacle is one of the best things I get to do on my days off. That, and talking 
with the others. 
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David N. Zimmer 
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My best friend is Allen, with an ‘E.’ He’s pretty cool. He has these pointy, grey suede loafers 
with tassels that, when they catch just the right light, are so close to awesome that it’s 
almost awesome. On our days off, we talk about you guys and the things you do that make 
us laugh or cry or shake our heads—mostly shake our heads. We shake our heads so much 
it’s good that we don’t have bells tied to our heads or the noise would give us killer 
headaches. Shake, shake, shake, all day long. 

But we don’t shake our fingers. That’s not our job. Omar might shake his finger, but he is 
pretty far up the ladder and he gets to judge a lot. Every morning he climbs Jacob’s Ladder 
and shakes his fingers at you guys. Lol. Climbs the ladder? Too much. That one isn’t 
actually mine. Alan came up with that one. Alan with an ‘A.’ He’s real funny, but only when 
he’s not working. Mostly, Alan scares the hell out of us. Lol. That’s another one of his. 

I am so grateful for my days off. My job takes everything out of me. I should sleep more, 
but that isn’t part of the job either. Nor is it a part of my days off. My days off consist of 
not doing my job, and that’s it. I mostly talk to Allen or Alan. And we mostly talk about you 
guys. We never talk about our jobs. Not because they’re boring. Oh heavens no. Lol. Alan 
again. I don’t remember when he came up with that one, but we use it all of the time now. 
Oh my heavens, yes. (Thank you Alan)! 

I guess I can tell you about my job… I stipple sunlight. It’s not as easy as it sounds. And it 
changes from day to day. At night, I stipple starlight, or moonlight, or even the errant solar 
flare. A couple of times a year, I get to stipple eclipses. The variations are, of course, infinite. 
Infinity is not my purview either. That would be Omicron X. I have to fall to my knees when 
I say that so I almost never do—keeps my knees safe. But I get to muse on infinity. I have 
a lot of time… When I’m not stippling. 

Allen is my bestie. He dapples sunlight. I guess that’s why we are such good friends. He 
spends a lot of time lying on his back beneath oak trees. When the sun peeks out from 
behind a cloud (that would be Siu Ming, a real artist of subtlety and extreme glaring when 
the situation calls for it—he does all of the ‘sun peeking out from cloud’ styles), Allen 
dapples the leaves. It’s a lot of green, but there is, of course, an infinite variety of greens. 
There are more Greens in Nature than any other colour. Perhaps, an infinite number of 
green shades. And Allen can dapple them all. 

I’m not boasting. It’s not in my nature. Allen is the master of dappling. He dapples animal 
fur as well but that isn’t his main task. He dapples. And no one else dapples. And I stipple. 
And no one else stipples. Again, I’m not boasting. It’s just what I do, what we do, that’s all. 
He dapples and I stipple. It is exhausting. I’m not complaining, heaven forbid (Alan again!). 

So, you guys have some funny ideas about us. I mean so many of you believe in us, and 
that’s nice, but it’s also weird. What do you believe anyway? I mean, here we are. And 
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we’re doing our work every day, but we’re not helping your sports team win or lose, or 
getting you a new car, or winning lotto ticket, or almost anything like that… 

If you want stupid stuff done, then maybe you should spend more time believing in 
demons. Of course, they exist too, and I don’t know much about them. You could ask 
Daoud the Mighty, but I can’t even bring myself to look upon his terrible fierce and mighty 
countenance. I’ve heard he’s quite handsome, but he’s not my type. 

Okay, there are both angels and demons. And we’re everywhere. And we’re doing our 
thing all day and all night. I already told you that I stipple and Allen dapples, but still you 
persist in asking for all kinds of things. You guys can invent television sets that fit into your 
pockets. Isn’t that enough? Mostly we produce wonders most delightful. And you say that 
you can commune with us? I don’t think so... 

You need to look to your artists! That’s right, you heard me. Artists mostly produce wonders 
most delightful too. Them we commune with. Well, not me, or Allen, or Alan, even though 
he can slip a quip into some Henny, Benny or Lenny’s night club routine. You should 
commune with your musicians, your visual artists, your writers. They beseech us. They take 
us into their hearts. And we can sit down with them. And we can help them with their 
dilemmas. How do they spin dross into gold? Inspiration! They ask not with their mouths but 
with their hearts, with their desire to create works most wondrous. And they often do. 

Do you want to believe in angels and demons? Then read, go to art galleries, listen to 
music, watch films—all of that. That’s where you’ll find them. Excuse me, the sun just 
peeked out from some impressive clouds and both Alan and Siu Ming are working their 
butts off. And here I go, stippling again. 

Dedicated to all of the wonderful contributors to Þ (‘Thorn’) Literary Magazine. 
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e smoked cigarettes all through the night, and when we ran out, we 

pulled off the two lane highway to purchase more. We went through towns 
with names like Bixby, Allegra, and Church Falls—small towns with faded 
clapboard homes and churches, lots of churches, and trees that stood tall 
with brilliant colours like fireworks that had burst and were frozen in time. 
We sang along to the music on the radio, George and I, until our throats 
went raw, or the static kicked in, whichever came first, and I thought no one 
names their children George anymore, or Scott or Harold or Gary. 
 
We stopped at a roadside diner and ordered coffee. George took his black, 
“Like my soul,” he liked to joke, and the line never failed to make me smile. 
 
I missed the days of being able to smoke in diners. They took that away too. 
No more Harrys and Lindas and Bettys or smoking inside diners. What did 
we do to deserve that? 
 
On the television behind the counter, the President was speaking at yet 
another fucking press conference because—God knows—we need yet 
another presser. He was going on and on about something, but the sound 
was off, so it didn’t matter either way. 
 
A server with sad eyes brought our coffees and before she walked away, her 
eyes lingered on me for what seemed like a second or two longer than was 
necessary, and I suddenly felt uneasy. Was she passing a message to me? 
Was this a cry for help? ‘Don’t be ridiculous,’ I thought to myself. I always 
had a habit of reading too much into things, the product of an overactive 
mind. 
 
“Earth to Debra,” George said, and I couldn’t help but think, there’s another 
name long gone. It made me feel old. But I’m not old. Twenty-eight isn’t old, 
right? Depends on who you ask… 
 
George looked at me. He was handsome and kind, the sort of boyfriend I 
hadn’t deserved. We smoked in the parking lot, leaning against the car. The 
night air felt cool against my skin. I watched the ghostly-white light of the 

W 
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moon sliver its way down through the treetops on the wooded lot behind 
the diner. 
 
“You ready?” George said, flicking his cigarette away. I watched him climb 
back behind the wheel as I took my last drag and slowly exhaled the smoke. 
 
We drove the next eighteen miles in silence. I thought about the world I’d 
left behind, my baby, Erin—no one named their children Erin anymore, 
except me—and I knew she was in good hands with the family I’d left her 
with. I’d observed them for weeks, a nice, wholesome couple, who lived in a 
one-story ranch with a dog named Bandit. How surprised they must have 
been when they discovered baby Erin on their doorstep with a note pinned 
to her blanket. 
 
“What are you thinking about?” George asked, and I wanted to tell him, 
‘What do you think I’m thinking about?’ But I didn’t. I just glanced at him 
with a half-smile and said, “Nothing.” 
 
We drove another six miles in silence. 
 
Then: 
 
“We’re running low on cash,” he said. 
 
“Ok.” We were always running low on cash. 
 
We pulled into the parking lot of a convenience store two miles from the 
highway. Ours was the only vehicle there except for an old Honda. I imagine 
it belonged to the old clerk I saw through the storefront glass. 
 
George kept the engine running. He placed a hand on my knee. “It’s all going 
to be fine,” he said, and I watched him get out and reach toward the spot 
beneath his coat where he kept his gun. 
 
‘It’s all going to be fine,’ I thought, his words, not mine. ‘We’ve done this a 
million times,’ also his words. 
 
There was that familiar rush, a feeling that surged through me as he glided 
nonchalantly into the store, and I couldn’t help but hold my breath and 
close my eyes. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Michael Lacare is an emerging writer whose work has been published in The 
Rumpus and Able Muse as well as Salon. He lives in Florida with his wife, Lori. 
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Celestial Bodies 

We lay under the night sky, that inky cloche dotted with tiny pinpricks of 
light. The woollen blanket beneath our backs blocks the cool earth-damp 
from rising, as summer’s breath settles on us. My eyes follow your graceful 
fingers as they arc above me, describing constellations, revealing the 
knowledge of ancients hidden in plain sight over our heads. I am in awe of 
you; at seventeen, you have somehow acquired a lifetime of learning that 
I, six months your junior, was utterly blind to. 

You point out the belt of Orion; the handsome hunter stalking the skies. 
What’s he hunting for, I ask. You roll to face me, and walk two fingers from 
the notch in my collarbone over my sternum and down towards my belly 
button. Who says Orion is a him, you reply, your eyes fixed on my torso. 

I squirm, ticklish, nervous. Tell me more, I say. 

Over there are the Pleiades, you say. Seven sisters, being chased by Orion. 
Always hunting them, always wanting them. Your fingers are at the 
waistband of my shorts now. I grab your hand and pull it upward, 
stretching out your finger to point at another star. 

What’s that one? 

That’s not a star, it’s a planet—Venus. 

Your fingers return to their tango up and down my chest. They are smooth; 
the fingertips of someone more used to snapping them than labouring with 
them. Each time they change direction, I shiver. Venus is the planet of love, 
I know that much. So many years I’ve quietly orbited you, watched as 
others changed their trajectories to cross your path. Now our two celestial 
bodies have finally aligned on this still night and for all my waiting, when 
we could at last go supernova; I hesitate. Do I love you? 

I gaze up at Venus, Orion, all the stars moving endlessly across the galaxy. 
Do they ever find each other? When their paths cross, are they changed 
forever? 

I push your hand off again. This time I feel you and I spinning away from 
each other, our atmospheres parting as the east horizon pales towards 
dawn. 

Featured Author: Amanda McLeod 

Flash Fiction & Poetry
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Breath 

a single one weighs more than a leather bound volume, filled with a thousand 
different ways to be 
and yet there is none that holds such wide appeal as that which is escaping  
from my burning lungs 
even though I might take seven hundred million more before life fades from  
where it dwells within 
and I had taken maybe three hundred and forty million without considering  
the act of breathing in 
have I taken half the breaths that life assigned to me upon my arrival  
on this blue-green orb 
and what words inscribed on the pages of my book of existence will tell me 
when I breathe my last? 

The Architect 

The Architect drew themselves into existence. One moment there was nothing; the 
next, a few simple lines sketched into the linen texture of air. A pencil. A hand. Finer 
detail emerged—fine channels on skin, threadlike hairs, raised veins that carried Life. 
The Architect considered the vast emptiness before them, and decided to fill it. At 
first the design was just an array of basic shapes. The Architect considered space, 
distance, darkness, and light. They moved things around, erased and redrew, until 
the balance was perfect. Then they began filling things in. New things were 
conceptualised in the voids and the Architect devised every kind of wonder with 
gentle certainty, coaxing them to life with deft strokes and shading. The sky was 
crafted from billowing smudge-edged clouds and pinprick stars. The Architect 
thought it so beautiful they reached down and recreated it below in perfect liquid 
symmetry. They built islands in the reflected gaps, crafting each from infinite pencil 
marks, one for each grain of sand. Majestic trees were drawn forth from these islands 
and the Architect was careful to use a variety of heights, shapes, and shadows to 
ensure each was unique. Among the trees and grasses, flowers blossomed into fruits 
and seeds beneath the Architect’s careful hand. There was a strange beauty about 
this work and the Architect threw themselves into discovery and experimentation, 
drafting new biomes with different climates, each more wondrous than the last. 
Movement would bring this marvel to life, and so in each biome the Architect drew 
animals, designed for their environment and all in perfect balance with their home 
and with each other. Fish flickered glimmering scales in the water, herbivores and 
carnivores roamed their home ranges like planets in orbit, birds dipped and soared 
against a cerulean sky. The Architect considered everything they had drawn to life, 
in its perfect complex. Then they took up the pencil and drew one more thing. 
 
 
 

Amanda McLeod is an Australian author and artist with words in many places both in print 
and online. She’s also the managing editor of Animal Heart Press. Along with her passion 
for words and art, she loves her dogs and coffee. If you can’t find her, try looking outside 
or on her website: amandamcleodwrites.com. 
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The Pledge 
Elisabeth Horan 

The woman imperfect 
Defective & so alive  
Stares back vacant 
Eyed  

The snake in his 
peek-a-boo hole 
Four cornered containment 
An open fly, a tangy pisshole 

Hissing things fanged things 
Child torturers the lot of us 
I think I was a good girl 
But then again pinched  

The Babysitter's toddler 
Till his fat wail 
Stuck the silence  

Ran my name 
Across the wall 
In pig's blood 

Young lady,  
did you do this 
No,   I answered 
But,   I did indeed 

And hung loogies over 
Small faced siblings 
Cackling pie of white 
Crap in their preteen sky 

Latchkey kids 
No folks at home 
The moon, with 
Her snickering bone 

Laughing laughing cobra 
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Hooded bitch 
Wrings the garish nipples 
Knowing that happiness 
Begins 

And ends at home. 
She's seen this before 
The woman's undead 

Dragging behind 
Her beheaded neck 
Motherhood March 
Times infinity 

So guilty, she goes to 
ground, 
Alone 

Elisabeth Horan is an imperfect creature from Vermont advocating for animals, children, and 
those suffering alone and in pain—especially those ostracized by disability and mental illness. 
Follow her @ehoranpoet and ehoranpoet.com. 
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Bob suspected that Jillian was a bit odd, but because she was
very attractive and seemed to find him very interesting, he 
was willing to give her the benefit of the doubt. So when 
Jillian—after just two dates—invited him for what she 
promised would be a very special dinner, he quashed his 
misgivings, and was determined for once to carpe diem. 

It was the first time he had been to her apartment, which was 
in a peculiar part of town, and he was surprised at how small 
it was. But, as he was anticipating more than dinner, he 
preferred to think of the place not as cramped but intimate. 
In the same spirit, he accepted the dim lighting, one small 
lamp’s feeble effort to overcome the dark, not as an 
indication of impecunity or gloominess, but romance. And 
when she placed on the sheet-draped bridge table two plates 
each with just one modest-sized meat pie and a third plate 
covered by a smallish, ornate copper dome, he convinced 
himself that she was not skimping on the meal but merely 
serving sensible portions to help maintain her lithe and 
lovely figure. 

Bob lifted his small glass of wine and toasted Jillian. The wine 
was a bit bitter, but as he almost never drank wine, he 
assumed that was the way it was supposed to taste, and 
congratulated himself on having the good sense to always 
drink beer. 

When he cut into the meat pie, it bled. Bob put down his 
knife and fork. “Well,” he said and covered up his surprise 
with a laugh. 

Jillian smiled. “Black currant sauce,” she said, in her 
enticingly strange accent, which she had explained was East 
European. “There’s a drop of it in the wine also. This is very 
special. An old family recipe.” Her dark eyes shone. 

“Well,” said Bob, again, and took a forkful of the crimson 
pastry and its dark filling. “I once ate alligator. In Florida. 
Near Disneyland.” 

Nevermore 
Paul Negri 
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“That is very interesting,” said Jillian. “Disneyland.” 

Bob popped the forkful in his mouth. He coughed. “Well,” he said. “Well, well, 
well.” 

Jillian leaned forward and Bob could not keep his eyes from her small but 
deep décolleté. “What does it taste like?” she asked. 

“Not alligator,” said Bob, laughing nervously. He stopped chewing and 
swallowed. “It tastes like, well—chicken? I mean, not ordinary chicken, of 
course. More like—European chicken? Special chicken.” 

“Hmmm,” intoned Jillian. 

“A cross between chicken and—” The word dog popped into Bob’s mind, but 
he swallowed it before it slipped out. “Fish. Like—catfish?” Bob had never 
eaten catfish, but it sounded suitably exotic to him. 

“A scavenger,” said Jillian, and the way she said it sounded somehow sexy. 

“Well,” said Bob. “Well, well, well.” 

Jillian ate quick little forkfuls of her meat pie. How she ate was one of the odd 
things Bob had noticed about her. It reminded him of pecking. 

“Tell me about Disneyland,” cooed Jillian. “Where you ate the alligator.” She 
seemed fascinated. 

And so Bob amused her with descriptions and commentary on Cinderella’s 
Castle, Pirates of the Caribbean, and his favorite, The Hall of Presidents, 
where Abraham Lincoln seemed so real it was like some kind of black magic. 
All the while, almost without realizing it, Bob consumed his meat pie. He was 
surprised to look down at his plate and find the pie all gone. Despite its 
peculiar taste, he wondered if there was more. He was still hungry. 

Jillian seemed pleased. “You finished it all. I hoped you would. So few do,” she 
said, wistfully. 

“I’ve never had anything like it,” he said. “So, is it chicken? Or fish? Or 
something more special?” He hoped there was more on the small domed 
plate. 

Jillian stood up. Though she was not tall, she seemed formidable, much more 
so than Bob had noticed before. Her hand hovered over the domed plate. Bob 
leaned forward. In a swift fluid motion, she lifted the dome. 
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The crow’s head was the size of a large, black apple with feathers and a big 
beak like a shark’s tooth. The beak-tooth had a drop of red at its tip. The 
crow’s glistening, pinprick eyes were fixed on Bob. 

Bob stood up, knocking his chair over. “Good God!” he cried. 

“Now Bob, dear,” said Jillian in a soothing, song-like voice. “Dear Bob. Dear 
little Bob. Don’t be alarmed. The worst part is over and you’ve done very well. 
Very well.” 

Bob felt dizzy. The cramped room seemed to be closing in on him. “What have 
you done to me?” 

“Why nothing, dear.” 

“You’re—strange. Very strange,” said Bob, backing up toward the door. 

“Where are you going, Bob? We haven’t had dessert yet.” 

Bob fled the apartment and hurried down the hall to the stairs. He heard 
Jillian’s voice trilling his name through the hall and down the stairs after him. 
Outside he drank in big gulps of the humid night air and rushed to his car. 

uuu 

Bob stood in his pajamas looking at himself in the bathroom mirror. Aside 
from a slight rumbling in his stomach, nothing seemed amiss. “All right,” he 
said aloud, “so I ate crow. It’s just a bird, after all. Like a chicken.” He put his 
hand on his stomach and wondered if he should take an antacid. Not that he 
had heartburn or any other discomfit. He felt fine. He even felt a bit smug. 
For a man who never did anything out of the ordinary (his last girlfriend had 
even told him he was dull), Bob felt rather proud. “Yes, I ate crow—with a 
crazy lady.” He laughed. “Well, well, well.” He flossed, brushed his teeth, and 
raised his glass. “Here’s to adventure.” He rinsed and spat. “And a good night’s 
sleep—alone, thank God.” 

Around midnight, Bob awoke with a tickle in his throat. He sat up and 
coughed. He cleared his throat until he got rid of it and lay back down. The 
tickle returned. He sat up and coughed again, coughed harder and felt 
something catch in his teeth, put his fingers in his mouth and pulled out a 
short black feather. “Good God,” he said. He coughed up another. A pressure 
blossomed in his stomach and spread suddenly into his chest. 

Bob put his hand on his mouth and sat on the edge of the bed. A great rush 
of something seemed to fill his throat. He hurried to the bathroom, fell on 
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his knees before the toilet, and gagged violently, but nothing came up; he 
gagged again and a vile taste filled his mouth. “I’m sick,” he gasped. “I’ve been 
poisoned.” He broke out in a cold sweat. “That awful woman, that freak, 
Jillian!”  

His chest felt as if a balloon was inflating inside him, the pressure straining 
against his ribs, pushing down on his stomach, crowding his organs together. 
He stood before the bathroom mirror and opened his mouth wide. Tears filled 
his eyes and blurred his vision, but through the haze he could see it—
something big, black, and burning, a searing pain filling his mouth. He 
opened wide, wider, and wider still, struggling to breathe. In the dark, wet 
cavern of his mouth he saw a beak and a pair of pinprick eyes. 

Bob clutched his throat and fell back against the wall. He tore open his 
pajamas and clawed at his expanding chest. Choking and clutching, he pulled 
himself up and stood staring into the mirror. The head of the crow was half 
out of his straining mouth. He made a muffled scream and fell backwards 
into the bathtub, his head banging hard against the white tiled wall. 

uuu 

Bob opened his eyes, but at first he couldn’t see anything. He tried to move, 
but he couldn’t. He tried to scream, but he couldn’t. He was lying flat on his 
back, his legs bent at the knees, wedged in the tub with something 
unbearably heavy clawing his chest. As he stared, groaning, the light 
congealed over him. Standing on his chest, its sharp beak-tooth poised over 
his eyes, was the crow. Bob howled and tried to scream for help, but the 
stump of his lacerated tongue thrashed about helplessly in his mouth. 

The crow cocked her head, as if listening. “Well,” she said. “Well, well, well.” 
And she began to eat. 

Paul Negri has twice won the gold medal for fiction in the William Faulkner–William 
Wisdom Writing Competition. His stories have appeared in The Penn Review, Into 
the Void, Gemini Magazine, Jellyfish Review, Flash Fiction Magazine and more than 
40 other publications. He lives and writes in Clifton, New Jersey. 
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sugar spoon 

someone had rubbed honey across bones pulled 
from the beach, where teenaged girls linger and waste, 
dressed in the awkward skin of service, their legs pulling 
across a receding shoreline, with mouths opening to  
reveal a dozen peach pits, each containing a secondary  
life form, a sweetened form of poison  

ready to drop from lips to throat. 

look; a girl sits, half veiled by ocean spray, a halo of seagulls  
circling her bleached skull, with a dozen fishing lures caught 
upon wishbone fingers, The Tower’s shadow splitting her 
face into manageable fractions: someone left a sugar spoon  
in her mouth 

and it is still talking, listen… 

An Assortment of Outcomes… 

(If you want a happy ending, try 1). 

1. A group of girls go to the beach Friday morning. They split a perfume bottle between
the six of them by spritzing each exposed wrist and ankle. Obsession, the label
promises. Mary brings a basket of peaches with her that they roll across the checkered
blanket, and nobody remembers that a dead girl was found three days ago on the
same beach.

She’s dead, and they’re alive. 

2. Mary works the mid shift at the coffee hut and spends the majority of her tips on
the bus to and from work. Every morning she dresses in the awkward skin of service.
The nylon uniform skirt rises up her thighs as she bends over the counter to hand out
blended iced coffee, earning her those clinking coins.

Sugar Spoon  
(Poem & Experimental Flash Fiction) 
by Rachel Small 
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The week before she kissed a boy for the first time and at the same moment children 
found a body down by the water, so now she feels untidy when she goes to work. No 
longer does she freshen her lipstick between the hours. Instead, she wears a rape 
whistle around her throat, pretending she’s grown. Mary wonders what it would feel 
like to blow the whistle, and sometimes she questions if anyone would listen for it.  

Summer is almost over. 

3. Someone left a sugar spoon in the dead girl’s mouth as a joke. Everyone could see
the metal winking under the hot sun but they don’t say much about it. Three days later,
after the corpse was bagged and sealed, another spoon appeared in place from where
the girl had once existed.

Mary spreads tarot cards on a blanket while she waits for her shift to start. The Tower 
constantly emerges in a grim line. It scares her and sometimes she cries in the 
washroom, blinking stupidly at a poster promoting self-defense lessons for women. 
Yesterday someone laughed at the sight of her thighs at work and now her face is 
swollen.  

4. You always work, her boyfriend complains. He spends most of their time together
complaining. Mary doesn’t know if he’s in love with her, or her body. Sometimes she
feels like they’re racing, but she can’t figure out where the finish line is supposed to
be.

He sits and watches her work sometimes. She crushes ice and contemplates throwing 
the blender at his face. Someone smiles at her and drops spare change in the jar. A 
dead girl has transformed the beach into a popularized landscape of novelties. This 
was where the girl had been running. This was where the girl had met a man. This was 
where the girl existed. Mary is different from that girl, and she isn’t in love.  

5. Mary quits her job midway through summer, spending her savings on a rattling
beater car. Someone slapped a sticker of the Holy Madonna on the bumper as a joke,
and she keeps it there. A year later someone attacks her in an oil soaked parking
garage and she remembers a dead girl.

Rachel Small is a true crime junkie living in Ottawa. Her writing has appeared or is 
forthcoming in bywords, The Shore, and blood orange. You can find her on Twitter 
@rahel_taller. 
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American Nightmare 

i hid in plain sight 
Squeezed between the crevices of lies and hidden realities 
no one had a clue what happened down that crooked lane 
as i lay shaking, chained inside of the rotting white picket fence 
the authentic “American Nightmare” 

The Mirror 

(i’ve been suppressing this thought) 
but,i want you 
beautiful white and toxic 
rushing into me 
electrifying 
pulsing 
and•turning•me•on 
keep me up, for my bones and mind are weary 
i can taste you dripping down my throat 
we gathered round to worship The Mirror 
as we lifted our heads with bright and wild eyes 
off and up you flew again 

Cydni Chéry is a 28 year old Midwestern/New York guitarist, sing-songwriter, and poet, 
who has been a mother for a little over a year. A lover, a hippie, and a thriver are just three 
words that describe Cydni, a woman who never thought she'd make it past 23, or find 
happiness again. Her work is about finding and exploring the slivers of hope, frustrations, 
and joy that makes each of us all too human.

Two Short Poems 
by Cydni Chéry 
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Spring 

We watch ‘Singles’ together, holding hands, endless possibilities 
lying ahead, for we might or might not end up together, only we 
don’t really care at the moment. Chris Cornell is still alive and sings 
about ‘Seasons,’ and he’s not aware of the future, neither are we, 
but none of us care, for we know there’s still a future—an infinite 
future of infinite possibilities. Through the screen, I almost smell 
the flowers the girl places on the balcony; so the next day, I buy a 
flower pot and tell you about it, and we stand there for a while 
watching the flowers, the beauty, and we are breathless, for beauty 
is breathtaking and overwhelming, and so is life. But then the 
flowers die, for I forget to water them, and you hear my sobs, but 
you don’t understand why I cry, for there is an infinite number of 
flowers in the world, only I want you to hold me like I’m the only one, 
and you say you can’t lie, for there’s an infinite amount of girls in the 
world. You’re too young to know, and so am I. Yet, despite the 
abundance of girls and boys, there’s only one me and one you. 

Summer 

I tell you I wear contacts, which make the world brighter and you 
stare at me for a while, wondering what my world looks like without 
the lenses. As a short-sighted person who didn’t know they were 
shortsighted until late childhood, I’m used to obscurity, I say, but 
then again it seems like our generation is shortsighted enough to be 
well-adjusted to obscurity, for all is relative and pointless at the 
moment, or so it seems. 

We identify as losers and zeros because it’s the end of history and 
time and the world as we know it, only we don’t feel fine at all. We 
only feel useless, but don’t even care, for we have each other. We 
cruise around town, exchanging kisses, making love in the backseat, 
for we can’t afford a room. We even find secret places we call our 
own, where we spend time talking, drinking, getting high on 
substances we’re not familiar with, getting high on love and lust and 
each other and the infinite future which still feels infinite and bright. 
And we see sad graffiti faces on the walls, and we see whores and 
junkies others pretend they don’t see, but we’re still too young to be 
used to this and look into each other’s eyes for our daily fix of beauty. 

Hotel Lounge 
Mileva Anastasiadou 
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Fall 

And there’s Kurt Cobain and Courtney, and Kurt killed himself, only 
there aren’t any social media cemeteries yet, and we get sad in 
private. I say we’re heading nowhere, but you don’t care. For we are 
the destination. Something is killing you before death, you say, only 
you can’t name it and can’t fight it. Kurt dies before we die as a 
couple, but time isn’t linear—it never is—for the narrative of life isn’t 
formal or linear and seasons mix and don’t make sense. There’s an 
infinite amount of hopelessness in the world, saved just for us. And 
love jumped out the window instead of saving us. We can almost 
smell decay, yet we are part of it and we know it, and we can’t run 
away, for one can’t run away from oneself, so we move on, 
comforted by the thought we’ll eventually get used to the odor, that 
we won’t smell that bad to future generations. 

Winter 

I now float above the ground, yet at a safe distance, and I dream in 
notes and words and strange narratives, longing to reclaim the 
storyline and this feels like a hopeless case, only I now realize all life 
is but a hopeless case, only it’s not that hopeless, for there’s still a 
future, only a less egotistical future that might not revolve around 
us. There’s hope again; only this time, hope is wise. 

You’re now playing in my mind like that song on the radio, repetitive 
background music you almost don’t notice, and I’m in the hotel 
lounge happily wasting time, because all exciting things have 
already happened, and I think that’s how life should be, like pleasant 
pop songs, and you’re almost part of the furniture, always there, 
and I’m the ugly duckling that never made it into a swan, but I don’t 
mind at all. 

Mileva Anastasiadou is a neurologist, from Athens, Greece. A 
Pushcart, Best of the Net and Best Small Fictions nominated writer, 
her work can be found in many journals, such as Litro, Jellyfish Review, 
Queen Mob's Tea House, Moon Park Review, Okay Donkey, Kanstellation, 
Open Pen, and others.
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 Speculative Landscapes 
        Dominika Majewska 

(with Megan J.E. Krahn, contributor) 

Þ (‘Thorn’) Literary Magazine is delighted to feature selected works from 
Dominika Majewska’s stunning art project, ‘Speculative Landscapes,’  

which presents a vision of the emerging Symbiocene era, one  
defined by living in unity & harmony with the ecosystems  

we inhabit. 
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From an environmental perspective, we are living in
transitional times, and we need as much passion and creativity 
as we can muster to heal our fractured relationship with the 
Earth. Artists must play a central role in this healing process, 
and Dominika Majewska’s “Speculative Landscapes” is a 
perfect example of how art can raise awareness about the 
paradigm shift required to create more ecologically sustainable 
and harmonious ways of existing on the planet. 

Dominika’s work imagines the unraveling of our dominant, 
anthropocentric narratives of nature, and proposes the move 
toward a new, harmonious interaction with other living 
organisms and non-living components of the environment. 

In addition to creating works of great beauty, “Speculative 
Landscapes” is intensely political and grounded in philosophy. D
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The project explores the underlying ideas of merging, unity 
within diversity, holism, and finding authentic ways of 
reconnecting with the environment not as a separate object, 
buta space that is an extension of the self. 

A major source of inspiration for “Speculative Landscapes” is 
the foundational work of Australian farmer-philosopher Glenn 
Albrecht. Albrecht has played a central role in articulating the 
shift from the ‘Anthropocene’ era to the ‘Symbiocene’ where 
life survives and thrives through the interrelated mutual 
interactions between species and the environment. As 
Albrecht writes, “symbiosis [is] a primary determinant of the 
conditions of life.” 

It’s a concept grounded in fundamental reality—quite simply, we 
share our planet with millions of other species, yet we often find 
it difficult to understand our place in this vast web of life. 

Human beings aren’t separate from the ecosystems we inhabit. S
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In fact, we’re only a tiny part of a wider community of organisms. 
Indeed, we form a biological community with all of the lifeforms 
we directly or indirectly interact with throughout our lives. 

Symbiosis, the concept which informs “Speculative Landscapes,” 
is the art of moving together in harmony with life—it is the 
‘symbios,’ or unity, in motion—emotionally and artistically 
connecting us with the life forces inside and outside our bodies, 
using our physical forms as a vehicle to interact with others, the 
trees, the soil, landscapes, and space itself. 
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Quite simply, if human beings cannot find ways to live sustainably 
on the Earth, we will become extinct. Our culture must find ways 
to make the ecosystems we depend on so compellingly beautiful 
and meaningful that we are moved by passion to love and 
maintain them. This is the goal of “Speculative Landscapes”—to 
re-imagine the beauty of the interconnected ecosystems we 
inhabit while showing us how much of a part of nature we really 
are. The stakes are high, but the issues are as ancient as life itself. 
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“In ‘Speculative Landscapes, I further explore the idea of 
human disconnection from the environment. I reuse 

and manipulate a series of photos I took with 
Megan Krahn for a project entitled ‘InHabit’ 

that we worked on together.” 

–Dominika Majewska
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人間の鯉 
“Human Carp” 
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Lifandi Jökull
“Living Glacier“ 
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DOMINIKA MAJEWSKA is a multidisciplinary designer based in Ålborg, Denmark. 
She works at the intersection of design, social innovation, and speculative practice, 
investigating the connections between urban and rural futures. To learn more about 
Dominika and work, please visit her site: www.dominikamajewska.online 

MEGAN J.E. KRAHN is an industrial designer based in Montréal, Canada. She 
utilises systems thinking to address complex and nuanced problems, looking for 
elegant and innovative solutions. 
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World Without Meaning, Amen! 
Edwin probably pissed God off. He was always talking smack to everyone about 
everything. Maybe it’s all his fault. Junie said that Edwin cursed God out for like a 
half an hour. Junie is kind of a dimwit though. She wouldn’t know how to scratch 
her butt if we didn’t show her. Edwin couldn’t stop laughing. Edwin is an a-hole. 

This is day one thousand. 

We’re sitting in the Brooklyn Public Library. Not in the stacks. In the Central Room. 
We feel safe under the dome there. The air is thick with dust and the smell of paper. 
So much paper. We had to leave all of our cooking gear outside. Edwin said one 
spark and our goose would be cooked. I guess he thought it was funny. Edwin 
stopped being funny around day seventy-three. 

I remember people complaining and running crazy trying to find toilet paper. 
Edwin asked why people needed toilet paper when there was nothing to eat. That 
was the last smart thing he said, but it didn’t make anybody feel better. 

Ozzie was so cool. He knew things. He said maybe that all of the dumb people 
would die. He was smart though. He knew science and literature and all of that. I 
hoped the dumb people wouldn’t die. I didn’t know hardly anything. Ozzie died 
sitting down. Things just leaked out of him. We could hear the breath oozing out 
of him. Then he slumped over. He just laid there. Edwin poked him but nothing 
happened. Edwin said that being smart didn’t help anyone anymore. That was day 
three fifty-two. I wrote it down. 

Junie said that maybe if we stayed awake then the bad dream would end. She 
stayed awake for eleven days and then fell down the stairs. She didn’t cry so she 
was probably dead before she fell. Maybe that’s why she fell. She was waving her 
hands in front of her face and yelling about the birds and the bugs. Edwin joked 
that he would teach her all about the birds and the bees. Asshole. But really there 
wasn’t any birds or bugs that we could see. Later, I saw Edwin crying. He yelled at 
me when he saw that I saw. That was day four-eighteen. It’s in my book. 

Edwin vanished. I woke up and Edwin was gone. I looked to see if he was messing 
with me but nope. He was just gone. I just sit and make little pictures in my book. 
Pictures of Edwin, Ozzie and Junie. I don’t remember much of before. This is day 
one thousand and twelve. I’m hungry. 

This is Not Futurism: 
A Collection of Three Flash Fiction Pieces 
by David N. Zimmer
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Pavel’s Stupid Hat 

Pavel is wearing his stupid hat again. I really can’t stand another minute 
of his insipid, bourgeois, decadent, perverse and pretentious headgear. 

Pavel has this red fur Russian hat. It is tall, taller than his long foppish 
hair. Also red. Pah! He has worn the hat every day for the last year and 
a half. Pah! 

He wears his stupid hat in the extreme heat. He wears his stupid hat in 
the rain. The rain makes his hat smell, and I sniffed at the air furiously 
and guess what? The fur is mouse! Mouse fur. How many tiny little 
pelts did it take to make this stupid hat? Do cats attack him in his sleep? 
Pah! What is his problem, I wonder. Oh, there he is and with his stupid 
hat. Again. 

“Hello Pavel,” I say. 

He nods graciously and half bows at the waist. The top button of his 
shirt is undone. This is too much. I mime spitting on the floor at his feet. 
He pretends not to notice. Or is he too freaking cool not to notice? Pah. 

This time I do spit on his shoe. He nods unctuously and wipes it off by 
rubbing his foot against his tattered pants leg. The mice in his garret 
have been nibbling on his pants. Mice! He knows how the Futurists hate 
mice, yet he does nothing to interrupt their nightly meals. His clothes, 
his papers, and his artwork all make meals for the tiny motherfuckers. 

Pah! This man irks me to no end. Of course, he is the dean of Czech 
Futurist poetry, so I keep my opinion to myself. I am sure that others 
share it. 

He wears the hat no matter the weather. An idiot you say? Yes. 

At the spa he wears the hat. Even to the natatorium. He has jumped off 
of the high diving board wearing it and, oh, how the girls laughed and 
applauded. Even the poetess, Anya. Anya, can you believe it? She is so 
fierce that none of us have even smiled in her direction. Pavel, she 
sleeps with! Pavel with his moronic hat! Pavel with his mouse eaten 
pants! 

Later she was seen slapping Pavel. 
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This brought me great joy! I steeled myself and spoke to her. For the 
first time. And she smiled at me. 

She asked me what my interest in Futurism was. 

I was shocked! How could she be so dense? I am great friends with 
Boccioni. And he told me that he respects my work! 

Ha Pavel! Ha-ha, in your face! The great Boccioni is my friend! Not in 
Anya’s face though. She is merely ignorant, though I would never dare 
to say that to her. Not for fear of her contempt. For fear of her right 
hook. Anya is the most formidable. 

Anya is a proponent of equality and women’s strength. Of course, she 
is. She is one step above a Russian bear with her filed teeth and heavily 
muscled arms. 

I smiled politely at her question and asked about Pavel. 

Anya said that they were through and good riddance. I smiled politely. 

She said that he fancied himself a master magician and his mouse fur 
Russian hat was the source of his magic. 

Pah! I knew the fur was mouse. I could smell it. 

She spat. He’s no magician in the bedroom, she said. 

I blushed furiously and retired to my loft to think upon the events of 
the day. Soon I fell peacefully asleep. 

My gentle snores floated past my curtains and must have awakened 
something predatory in the mice hiding in the walls, for they swarmed 
me, biting and tearing with their tiny teeth. My arms bled, and my 
clothes were shredded, and I cried out pitiably. 

Pavel must have heard me because he stormed into my room, and 
taking off his fur hat he slapped at them until several fell dead at my 
feet. 

I stared at him open-mouthed and said, (to my great surprise), “God 
bless your stupid hat, Pavel.” 

He stalked out of the room, and we have ceased our acquaintance. 
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Shooting Marinetti, or not 

I’m having Matty shoot me with the Mouse Gun because something stinks like rats 
near the basement laundry room. 

Everyone is angry. Angry at the machines. 

They say: “Fuck you Futurism. Fuck you machines.” 

I’m having Matty shoot Marinetti this time because Marinetti stinks like mice shot 
with the potato gun. 

Marinetti is angry. Angry at everyone. 

I hear him yelling, “Fuck you machines, fuck you Mayakovsky.” 

I hear Marinetti yelling, “I am so fucking angry. Angry at the washers and dryers 
that eat my quarters like the rats at the basement recycling bins nibbling on the 
bits of spaghetti dotted with Marinara. 

“Wait, Matty”, I yell, “Shoot the Marinara. Fuck those Italian Futuristas.” 

I hear the rifles recoil and listen for the pop of potato slamming and re-slamming 
against the basement wall. 

This is the death of movement. This is Stillness without possibility. 

The shadow of the Futurists’ future slithers down the wall behind the basement 
recycling bins. The rats show no interest. I am crying silvered tears filled with 
photo emulsion, Silver nitrate, and I wait for some new art movement to develop. 

*David is the guest editor of the summer 2020 issue of Thorn Literary Magazine.

David N. Zimmer is a musician, photographer, poet, and writer from Brooklyn, NY. He is 
the author of two novels, Noise Makes You Sick and Twelve Angry Steps. He has co-
authored the novel Black and Blue Collar with Matthew Paris and two novellas (also with 
Matthew Paris): A Wrestler’s Vision For America and Thanatolia: A History and Real Estate 
Guide. He has also compiled a collection of his poems (1973-2020) entitled Here Is A Gift 
I Will Smash Your Head In With. He is currently working on a graphic novel, Scaredy, a 
Boy and His God, and a pseudohistory of forgotten artists entitled, This Is Not Futurism. 
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The ritual 

trading her colours 
from apples to plums, chrys 
applies lipstick 
and smiles at her lips. 
chrys combs out the dust 
and remains of the daylight. 
selects something stylish 
and sits at the window, 
listening as traffic sinks 
like the tinkle of water 
being poured into a lake. 

I am in the kitchen 
and waiting to leave  
in a jacket 
and bad humour. 
we have plans—opatI don't want 
to miss our plans.  
I am drinking 
from a cold  
glass of water. I bring her  
some water to drink. Waking up to voicemail 

took the dog for a walk.  
and it's after 12 here 
the only people  
junkies out 
and those incredibly strong men  
you see at night jogging 
topless and carrying bags of rocks. 

something beautiful  
about it, I don't know.  
like the way empty buses 
remind you  
of empty flowerpots.  

I'm just off a zoom call. pretty hammered. 
thought it would be nice 
to talk to you. 

Poetry Spotlight 

Three Poems by DS Maolalai 
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Morning to pods of dolphins 

and we arrived in town 
an hour ago and aodhain 
was on the sofa, dressed 
in a t-shirt and pants, alternating coffee 
with sips from a glass of water. he knew  
we were coming, but didn't know 
when we'd arrive. and now  

I'm with him 
and we’re shopping, 
buying wine to go with dinner, 
and beer for afterward 
and breakfast things. chrysty  
cooks steaks at his place 
and looks around while we're out. it's dingle; 
five hours from dublin. lately  
he's been living down here.  
I ask him 
is he going to stay 
and he doesn't know - 
he's finished, finally, with college 
and waiting  
while they mark  
his phd. he is not working, 
but says it's cheap to live here. 
looking at the booze prices, I'm not sure I agree, 
but perhaps he won't be drinking.  
in a place like this 
you don't have to drink 
if you don't want to. his house  
faces the sea. he wakes up every morning  
to pods of dolphins  
stitching the blue 
like thread in denim jeans. and now 
we are on the street 
walking home. tourists flock, 
eat chowder and take photographs.  
hold up traffic. we maneuver through them -  
I have the beer in a box, he two bottles 
and some snacks and sausages. when we were teenagers 
we tore this town to pieces; flags left up all night, 
ripping in high winds. in the morning 
most of the beer will be left 
and one of the bottles. and now we're at the house 

and chrysty's steaks are ready. they're delicious 
with red wine and peppersauce. 
we eat outside, 
add just a little salt.  

DS Maolalai has been nominated four times for Best of the Net and three times for the 
Pushcart Prize. His poetry has been released in two collections, Love is Breaking Plates 
in the Garden (Encircle Press, 2016) and Sad Havoc Among the Birds (Turas Press, 2019). 
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We ran until our shoes fell off, and then we ran, barefoot, while
the guns erupted. I ran until the cold, grey river stretched before me, 
and then I ran into the river. Who was with me? I didn’t know. I ran 
in the water. You cannot call what I did swimming. I ran across the 
Danube, from Pest to Buda, and alighted on the pebbled shore. 
Then I was shot, and I stopped running. I was face down on the 
ground. Who was with me? No one just then. But others were 
coming up behind me: men I didn’t know. Young men. Boys. The 
soldier who shot me—surely it was him, a young man in a helmet! 
my enemy! my persecutor—hurried up the riverbank, his eyes on the 
other river-runners coming to the surface. So I got up and started 
running again. I had been shot in the shoulder. You don’t need a 
good shoulder to go running. 

I ran through the narrow streets. Men in trench coats and hats 
stood by, watching me like fans at an impromptu football match, 
uncertain whose team I was on. My shirt was wet with blood. It felt 
cold. My shoulder stung. I heard more gun shots behind me. I ran 
into a market, where women with babushkas sold vegetables from 
a cart, and men in white aprons, standing behind counters, 
butchered meat. No one yelled out to me, “Hey you!” No one 
ordered me, “Stop!” No one called out, “Hey what’s the matter? Do 
you need some help?” One of the men in a white apron was holding 
a knife aloft. Was he about to put it down and catch me and hold 
me? Was he about to show me a place to hide? Was he going to take 
the knife and lunge at me? 

“Hey watch out, there’s a crazy man coming through!” someone 
yelled. Women scattered. A vegetable monger ducked under a 
table. 

An angel was blowing wind through my mouth and pounding his 
fist on my chest. “Just keep going,” he said. “It’s ridiculous,” I 
answered. “I gotta’ keep, I gotta’ keep …” “Yes, that’s right,” the 
angel said, “you gotta’ keep.” 

“Show yourself to the people,” I implored the angel. “Spread your 
wings. Let them see your power. Shower them with a warning about 
the wrath of God.”  

Run 
Robert Appelbaum 
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The angel disappeared. I pulled to the left, past the end of the 
market. A narrow street ahead beckoned. I stopped to look back, 
and see if I was still being followed. I was. I couldn’t breathe 
anymore, but I breathed; the invisible angel breathed with me, and 
I darted off toward the street. 

I stopped at a doorway. I stopped in pain, my lungs heaving, my legs 
unsteady. I leaned against the door. Through a narrow pane of glass 
I saw a face coming toward me, grimacing. It was a man with 
swollen eyes. Was he coming to get me? Was he coming to help me? 
My blood was splotching against the door. Why wouldn’t anyone 
help me? I cried out, “Please! Please! Open the door! Let me get in!” 
The man in the glass was still leaning toward me, grimacing. He was 
saying the same thing. For he was me. 

Then I fainted. I died. Or maybe it was a few days later that I died. 
Or maybe not. Maybe I had already died a few days earlier, before 
the running, stirred by the illusion that there was somewhere for 
me to go. 

Robert Appelbaum is a writer, a teacher, a literary critic, a cultural 
historian and a social theorist. Professor Emeritus of English Literature 
at Uppsala University, Sweden and currently Senior Professor in Arts 
and Communication at Malmö University, also in Sweden. 
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There once lived a little knight,  
tiny as can be. 
Protector of a tiny town, 
There was none more courageous than he. 

Rain or shine, 
Frost or quake, 
Dark or light, 
The little knight steadied his steed and manned his post.  
In the summer, he was the unicorn king in many a children fantasy.  
“Bow! Bow to me!” they giggled as they ran around him freely. 
In the blisters of winter, his torch blazed a path for all of those lost to find a way past. 
Even as icy mists pierced the woods, forcing the kingdom under lock and key,  
Not an eyelid was bat; not a word was spoken.  
For everyone knew if the little knight was on patrol,  
The kingdom’s gates would never be broken.  

But the little knight had a big secret. 
One nobody knew.  
He worried just as much as me or you.  
Sometimes more, much, much more.  
And as the mist crept, overwhelmingly slow,  
The silent voices began shrieking like frostbite in snow. 
Still he did his duty. Still he stayed strong.  
Still he stood guard, smiling outside our door.  

As the sun slapped the city with sharp silhouettes, 
And the town rubbed the sleep from their eyes, 
The roosters call was quenched by a silence so deafening it made the woods still.  
Though there was a foggy foe no longer, it had taken what it should not.  
They watched his steed buck wildly without a rider on its back.  
Crunch! Smoosh! Crack! Went hooves hurtling hymns across the unkept expanse.  
“Little knight, little knight! Where are you my little knight?” they recited over and over. 
They trekked trails, and stormed up streams, and even peeped in all his favourite pies. 
He really did love pie, and he was only little after all.  
But the little knight was nowhere to be found. 

As light surrendered and night flooded the valley,  
The townspeople wandered back through the woods in defeat.  
They were confused and worried and sad and angry and alone all at the same time. 
‘But Hows’ and ‘If Onlys’ clouded their minds. 

The Little Knight 
Rajiv Jayaraj 
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Every step home felt heavy. 
Their feet felt like cement and their heart a cemetery.  
A prickling breeze sent chills down their spine.  
It overwhelmed them with sorrow so sudden,  
It was not sadness, not slightly; no, not even at all.  
Unclear and uneven, that was how they saw their path ahead. 
How could anyone forge a quest with this demon in their head? 

As they contemplated turning back,  
A mist around them rose.  
Cloaking them in mystery and beckoning them close.  
It rinsed off the blinders, unraveling our world.  
In the distance they saw a man, tiny as can be.  
Could it be the little knight? 
It danced like a unicorn, strong, majestic, and free.  
They raced after it like a shadow keeping up with the breeze.  
Breathless and unrelenting their pursuit was finally at an end. 
For there in the clearing overlooking their home,  
He stood sword in hand and smiling too,  
The mighty little knight and a motley looking crew.  

Fear not my friends, he said aloud, 
For I never truly left. 
You see, the woods were being tormented,  
And its creatures were left all alone.  
I have chosen to be up here to see everything around, 
So, I can protect you all better from every evil sight and sound. 

Fret not my kin, I am fine.  
Free from all pain.  
So, keep your smiles shining bright even in the rain.  
I promise my sword will protect you even from beyond, 
Now and forevermore.  

All I ask is that you all stand together, 
And protect our kingdom door.  

Fin. 

*Dedicated to my baby brother Khrisen—you were the little knight in all our lives. Sleep tight, I love you.

Rajiv Jayaraj lives in Singapore with his family. He occasionally writes eclectic stories about life’s 
beautifully messy moments. He also appreciates classic television and its revival through technology. 
You can find him @CallMeALiar on Twitter. 
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Follow the rabbit 

She pictured 
Herself fierce  
And strong  
While also  
Rather  
Imaginative  
Therefore, 
Her spirit animal  
Had to be something  
Awesome  
Like a dragon  
Right...?  
How irritating then  
Whenever she really  
Felt at peace  
She always saw 
Herself holding  
A fluffy white rabbit  
Cute and cuddly  
It seemed the universe 
Was mocking her  
Out of fierce fight  
And saying  
Find balance baby  
Follow the rabbit 

Two Poems with 
Original Drawings 

by Hali J. Cross 
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Juxtaposition 

Do you ever feel  
As if you’re swimming  
In an ocean of  
Disinformation 
Disoriented  
Looking for truth  
But you can’t tell  
If you’re swimming up  
Or down  
Because you need  
To identify the surface  
Or like maybe  
Dragons were dinosaurs   
... 
Did the aliens spy on the 
Dinosaurs  
Back then? 
... 
And even though it is all  
Rather confusing 
... 
I do think I’d rather live  
In a world in which  
Pyramids and Aslan  
Are something to wonder 
About  
Than without 

H.J. Cross has a degree in English Education. She studied English for the pure joy of 
reading, but discovered she liked writing poetry during her college poetry class. In her 
poetry class, her professor did not like that she would start poem lines with capitals. 
However, she feels this style is reflective of her child-like approach she has when 
exploring an idea in a poem as if touching it for the first time. 
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There are still two of us in this room I think but
I wouldn’t swear to it because the other guy is 
silent. It’s hard to ignore that crazy sunset 
flaming behind the mountains outside the 
picture window but I must because the 
window and the ceiling and the sunset are 
dripping molten purple and also because that 
silent guy is chasing me. I’m armed with 
nothing more than an orange spatula and an 
atlas for a shield so I can hide behind the whole 
world as I run around the spinning lava-room. 
It’s dark in here except for the lava and I can’t 
see the other guy and shhhhh sh sh sh, I still 
can’t hear him but I know he’s there and 
chasing me because he told me he would, he 
would for always, since I took all of his 
Flintstone vitamins so I could feel better. And 
he saw me take them and he laughed and 
growled and laughed and said those weren’t 
Flintstone vitamins and I was headed for one 
righteous hell of a trip and he was gonna chase 
me around for always and always so he could 
watch, and then he got silent. 

I think it was the Barney tablet that hit me but 
maybe it was Dino because that one tasted 
furry even though dinosaurs weren’t furry or 
purple either, now that I mention it. And now 
maybe if I open the atlas and slam some page 
on my forehead I’ll teleport there, but I have to 
be careful to hit water because landing on Asia 
from this high up would hurt my ankles. 

I hear nothing but the static in the carpet and 
the juice in the wall socket and the wallpaper 
glue when it oozes down. 

I know the man is laughing at me somewhere 
nearby—I feel giggle vibrations on my skin. I 
imagine his eyes like eggs and I swing my 
spatula to scramble them but they’re hard-
boiled. I just wanted some vitamin C and 
maybe B12 for my energy while I’m stuck here 
at home and now I have whiskers growing on 
my brain and my esophagus has melted. I think 
page 42 of the atlas just papercut my liver—
Indonesia, the pointy bits. 

If I run in circles enough perhaps the lava floor 
will swirl and vaporize the man while I use my 
spatula like a paddle to stay afloat and that’s a 
good idea because it’s heatproof. Settle down, 
he says somewhere, and now he’s shaking me 
by the spleen. Settle up, he says, but I’m 
running from him and the sun has gone down 
outside and doused itself in the liquid picture 
window and the mist from its melting fills my 
nostrils like dry ice, like Antarctica, page 17, and 
it’s dark in here now except for the lava carpet 
and it’s steamy hot and maybe that’s why his 
eye-eggs are boiled. 

But now my atlas is smoldering a glowing 
Armageddon for the whole world and it smells 
like summer camp and it’s melting to my hand. 
And my silicone spatula is on fire and now the 
man is beside me and laughing and blowing on 
it like a birthday candle, and between hot 
sulfur breaths he keeps saying happy birthday 
dipshit I told you to leave my vitamins alone. 

Vitamins 
Aaron J. Housholder 
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“Good night, Uncle,” whispered the child, as she climbed on to his knee and
gave him a resounding kiss. “It’s time for me to disappop into bed—at least, so 
mother says.”  

“Disappop, then,” he replied, returning her kiss, “although I doubt…” 

He hesitated. He remembered the word was her father’s invention, descriptive 
of the way rabbits pop into their holes and disappear, and the way good 
children should leave the room the instant bedtime was announced. The 
father—his twin brother—seemed to enter the room and stand beside them. 
“Then give me another kiss, and disappop!” he said quickly. The child obeyed 
the first part of his injunction, but had not obeyed the second when the 
strangest thing happened. She had not left his knee; he was still holding her 
at the full stretch of both arms; he was staring into her laughing eyes, when 
she suddenly went far away into an extraordinary distance. She retired. 
Minute, tiny, but still in perfect proportion and clear as before, she was 
withdrawn in space till she was small as a doll. He saw his own hands holding 
her, and they too were minute. Down this long corridor of space, as it were, he 
saw her diminutive figure. 

“Uncle!” she cried, yet her voice was loud as before, “but what a funny face! 
You’re pretending you’ve seen a ghost”—and she was gone from his knee and 
from the room, the door closing quietly behind her. He saw her cross the floor, 
a tiny figure. Then, just as she reached the door, she returned to normal size, 
as if she had crossed a line. 

He felt dizzy. The loud voice close to his ear issuing from a diminutive figure 
half a mile away had a distressing effect upon him. He knew a curious qualm 
as he sat there in the dark. He heard the wind walking round the house, trying 
the doors and windows. He was troubled by a memory he could not seize. 

Yet the emotion instantly resolved itself into one of personal anxiety: 
something had gone wrong with his eyes. Sight, his most precious possession 

Classic Weird Fiction 

Wireless Confusion
Algernon Blackwood 
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as an artist, was of course affected. He was conscious of a little trembling in 
him, as he at once began trying his sight at various objects—his hands, the high 
ceiling, the trees dim in the twilight on the lawn outside. He opened a book 
and read half a dozen lines, at changing distances; finally he stared carefully 
at the second hand of his watch. “A-OK!” he exclaimed aloud. He emitted a 
long sigh; he was immensely relieved. “Nothing wrong with my eyes.” 

He thought about the actual occurrence a great deal—he felt as puzzled as any 
other normal person would have felt. While he held the child actually in his 
arms, gripping her with both hands, he had seen her suddenly half a mile away. 
“Half a mile!” he repeated under his breath, “why it was even more, easily a 
mile.” It had been exactly as though he suddenly looked at her down the wrong 
end of a powerful telescope. It had really happened—he could not explain it—
there was no more to be said. 

This was the first time it happened to him. 

At the theatre, a week later, when the phenomenon was repeated, the stage 
he was watching fixedly at the moment went far away, as though he saw it 
from a long way off. The distance, so far as he could judge, was the same as 
before, about a mile. It was an Eastern scene, realistically costumed and 
produced, that without an instant’s warning withdrew. The entire stage went 
with it, although he did not actually see it go. He did not see movement, that 
is. It was suddenly remote, while the actors’ voices, the orchestra, the general 
hubbub retained their normal volume. He experienced again the distressing 
dizziness—he closed his eyes, covering them with his hand, then rubbing the 
eyelids slightly; and when he looked up the next minute, the world was as it 
should be, as it had been, at any rate. Unwilling to experience a repetition of 
the thing in a public place, however, and fortunately being alone, he left the 
theatre at the end of the act. 

Twice this happened to him, once with an individual, his brother’s child, and 
once with a landscape, an Eastern stage scene. Both occurrences were within 
the week, during which time he had been considering a visit to the eye doctor, 
but he didn’t follow through. He was the kind of man that dreaded doctors 
and dentists, always postponing, always finding reasons for delay. He found 
reasons now, the chief among them being an unwelcome one—that it was 
perhaps a brain specialist, rather than an eye doctor, he ought to consult. This 
particular notion hung unpleasantly about his mind, when, the day after the 
theatre visit, the thing recurred, but with a startling difference. 

While idly watching a blue bottle fly that climbed the window pane with 
remorseless industry, only to slip down again at the very instant when escape 
into the open air was within its reach, the fly grew abruptly into gigantic 
proportions, became blurred and indistinct as it did so, covered the entire pane 
with its furry, dark, ugly mass, and frightened him so that he stepped back 
with a cry and nearly lost his balance altogether. He collapsed into a chair. He 
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listened with closed eyes. The metallic buzzing was audible, a small, 
exasperating sound, ordinarily unable to stir any emotion beyond a mild 
annoyance. Yet it was terrible; that so huge an insect should make so faint a 
sound seemed to him terrible. 

At length he cautiously opened his eyes. The fly was of normal size once more. 
He hastily flicked it out of the window. 

An hour later he was talking with the famous eye doctor in Harley Street about 
obtaining reading-glasses. He found it difficult to relate the rest. A curious 
shyness restrained him. 

“Your optic nerves might belong to a man of twenty,” was the verdict. “Both 
are perfect. But at your age it is wise to save the sight as much as possible. 
There is a slight astigmatism…” And a prescription for the glasses was written 
out. It was only when paying the fee, and as a means of drawing attention 
from the awkward moment, that his story found expression. It seemed to 
come out in spite of himself. He made light of it even then, telling it without 
conviction. It seemed foolish suddenly as he told it. “How very odd,” observed 
the eye doctor vaguely, “dear me, yes, curious indeed. But that’s nothing. 
Hmm…” Either it was no concern of his, or he deemed it negligible… His only 
other confidant was a psychologist who was interested and eager to explain: 
“Oh, it’s just a spontaneous invention of your mind—a pictorial rendering of 
your thought. You are a painter, aren’t you? Well, this is merely a rendering in 
picture-form of”—he paused for effect, the other hung upon his words—“of 
the odd expression ‘disappop.’” 

“Ah!” exclaimed the painter. 

“You see everything pictorially, of course, don’t you?” 

“Yes—as a rule.” 

“There you have it. Your painter’s psychology saw the child ‘disappopping.’ 
That’s all.” 

“And the fly?” but the fly was easily explained, since it was merely the process 
reversed. “Once a process has established itself in your mind, you see, it may 
act in either direction. And he said with finality, “That’s all there is to it.” 

The explanations were not very satisfactory, the illustration even tactless, but 
then the problem had not been stated quite fully. Neither to the eye doctor 
nor to the psychologist had all the facts been given. The same shyness had 
been a restraining influence in both cases—a detail had been omitted, and this 
detail was that he connected the occurrences somehow with his brother who 
had died in the war. 

The phenomenon made one more appearance—the last—before its character, 
or rather its field of action, changed. He was reading a book when the print 
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became now large, now small; it blurred, grew remote and tiny, then so huge 
that a single word, a letter even, filled the whole page. He felt as if someone 
were playing optical tricks with the mechanism of his eyes, trying first one, 
then another focus. 

More curious still, the meaning of the words themselves became uncertain; he 
did not understand them anymore; the sentences lost their meaning, as 
though he read a strange language, or a language little known. The flash came 
then—someone was using his eyes—someone else was looking through them! 

No, it was not his brother. The idea was preposterous in any case. Yet he 
shivered again: An uncanny conviction came over him that it was someone 
who did not understand eyes but was manipulating their mechanism 
experimentally. With the conviction came also this—that, while not his 
brother, it was someone connected with his brother. 

Here, moreover, was an explanation of sorts, for if the supernatural existed—
he had never troubled his head about it—he could accept this odd business as 
a manifestation, and leave it at that. He did so, and his mind was eased. This 
was his attitude: “The supernatural may exist. Why not? We cannot know. But 
we can watch.” His eyes and brain, at any rate, were in good condition. 

He watched. No change of focus, no magnifying or diminishing, came again. 
For a few weeks he noticed nothing unusual of any kind, except that his mind 
often filled now with Eastern pictures. Their sudden eruption caught his 
attention, but no more than that; they were sometimes blurred and 
sometimes vivid; he had never been in the East; he attributed them to his 
constant thinking of his brother, missing in Iraq these six months. 
Photographs in magazines and newspapers explained the rest. Yet the 
persistence of the pictures puzzled him: tents beneath hot cloudless skies, 
palms, a stretch of desert, dry watercourses, camels, a mosque, a minaret—
typical images of this kind flashed into his mind with a sense of faint 
familiarity. He kept a note of the dates, all of them were after the day he read 
his brother’s fate in the official Roll of Honour: “Believed missing; now killed.” 
Only when the original phenomenon returned, but in its altered form, did he 
stop the practice of writing them down. The change then affected his life too 
much to trouble about mere dates and pictures. 

For the phenomenon, shifting its field of action, abruptly became mental, and 
the singular change of focus took place now in his mind. Events magnified or 
contracted themselves out of all relation with their intrinsic values, sense of 
proportion went hopelessly astray. Love, hate and fear experienced sudden 
intensification, or abrupt dwindling into nothing; the familiar everyday 
emotions, commonplace daily acts, suffered exaggerated enlargement, or 
reduction into insignificance, that threatened the stability of his personality. 
Fortunately, as stated, they were of brief duration; to examine them in detail 
were to touch the painful absurdities of incipient mania; that a lost button 
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could block his exasperated mind for hours, filling an entire day with emotion, 
while a deep affection of long standing could ebb towards complete collapse 
suddenly without apparent cause! 

The unexpected suddenness of Iraq’s spectacular defeat brought an end to the 
painful symptoms for good. The ceasefire saw them go. It was a quick relief he 
was unable to explain. The telegram that his brother was alive and safe came 
after his recovery of mental balance. It was a total shock. But the phenomena 
had ceased before the shock. 

It was in the light of his brother’s story that he reviewed the puzzling 
phenomena described. The story was not more curious than many another, 
perhaps, yet the details were strange enough. That a wounded Iraqi to whom 
he gave water should have remembered gratitude was likely enough, for 
travellers know that Iraqis are kindly people; but that this person should have 
been later a member of a prisoner’s escort and have provided the means of 
escape and concealment—weeks in a desert and months in a hut outside the 
town—seemed an incredible stroke of luck.  

“He brought me food and water three times a week. I had no money to give 
him, so I gave him my binoculars. I taught him a bit of English too. But he liked 
the binoculars best. He was never tired of playing with ’erm—making things 
big and little, as he called it. He learned a little English…” 

“My binoculars, weren’t they?” interrupted his brother. “My old pair.” 

“Your present to me when I shipped out, yes. Your gift actually save my life. I 
told the old Iraqi—I was always thinking about you.” 

“And the Iraqi?” 

“No doubt.... Through my mind, that is. At any rate, he asked a lot of questions 
about you. I showed him your photo. He died, poor chap—at least they told me 
so. They  probably shot him.” 

 
 
 
 
 
 

*Originally published in 1921; updated and modified by Tilly Jameson. 
 

Algernon Henry Blackwood, (1869—1951) was a British writer of tales of mystery and 
the supernatural. After farming in Canada, operating a hotel, mining in the Alaskan 
goldfields, and working as a newspaper reporter in New York City, Blackwood 
returned to England in 1899. Seven years later, he published his first book of short 
stories, The Empty House (1906), and became a full-time fiction writer. Later 
collections include John Silence (1908), stories about a detective sensitive to 
extrasensory phenomena, and Tales of the Uncanny and Supernatural (1949), 22 
stories selected from his nine other books of short stories. 
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Wren decided that he was going to marry a nurse. Nurses made good wives.
His nurse-wife would have lots of work-related things to talk about, but not 
so much as to overwhelm him with her chatter. Nurses really knew their shit, 
like all the shit you would need to know to be a wife and a nurse. Wren didn’t 
know his shit at all—any of it. He wanted someone to know his shit for him. 
That’s what wives were for.  

Rochelle was his Almost Girl. She was an intern at the hospital in the centre of 
the town, which made her almost a nurse, and they had kissed once in the triage 
parking lot after she showed Wren how to calm his bloody nose, which made 
her almost his wife. Her curly red hair made her almost pretty. 

For their first date, Rochelle took him to Mr. Desperate’s for a beer. Green 
paint peeled off the wooden booth seats. Ragged cotton fluff peaked out 
from the cushions. Half the light bulbs were dead. Rochelle poured out sugar 
packets onto the table and lined up the crystals as if she were doing coke. She 
said she wanted to freak out the server. She liked freaking people out. She 
asked Wren if he was freaked out. He choked on his beer. 

Do you want me to be? 

Honest answer. 

Um…a little? Not really, actually. Just a bit. 

Freaked out like you want to leave? 

Uh, no? 

She pinched the pile of sugar with her fingertips and put it on her tongue. It 
dissolved like snowflakes. 

I have a secret. 

Wren blinked. 

Okay? 

I can’t tell you though. It’s pretty bad. You’d probably throw up if I told you—
throw up and tell me to fuck off. Maybe even kill yourself. 

Life Giver 
Sydney Brooman 



47 

Wren put down his beer in confusion and lowered his voice to a whisper. 

Did you…murder…someone? 

Rochelle shook her head. 

Wren kind of did want to tell her to fuck off. She leaned in close with her 
elbows splayed out on the tabletop. 

I told you—I can’t tell you what it is. 

Wren knew that Rochelle was only trying to get him to ask about the secret 
himself—he kind of liked how manipulative that was. 

He heard scratching at the door but ignored it. He drifted off into dreams so 
wild that they could only have been constructed by Rochelle. 

uuu 

She talked about the secret a lot, but never directly. She liked to call Wren on 
her break and tell him how excited he was going to be when she finally told 
him. I’m gonna fuck your world view so hard you’ll give birth to my ideas, 
she’d say. I’m gonna blow your mind into bits, little boy. 

Wren kept changing the subject. He’d ask if she’d watched Jacob Jameson talk 
about the water on the Q101 local news. He’d say that he dropped his phone 
in his bowl of cereal and needed to put it in rice to suck all the milk out. It 
was hard to get her to stop talking about the secret. It even was harder to 
stop thinking about it. 

They had sex on her apartment’s laundry room floor, and he told her that he 
thought he might love her. She picked off bits of dryer lint from her thighs 
and told him that he won’t love her when he knows the truth. 

I promise, he said, I won’t care. I won’t care what you did. If you just tell me I 
swear I won’t care—not at all. I’ll care less than nothing. 

She smiled. 

Fine then. Let’s shower. 

Wren gave her a startled look. Showering wasn’t something you did for fun 
in The Pump—you showered when you ran out of bottled water to heat up on 
top of the stove. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d intentionally let 
water from the pipes hit his body. Everything smelled like the lake. He 
wanted to be clean more than he wanted to be alive. 
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But Rochelle was the kind of girl who made you want to do things that you 
normally didn’t want to do. 

The two of them stood in his grimy porcelain tub. Rochelle leaned over and 
picked up a little travel-sized shampoo container from her bag on the 
bathroom floor. 

I want you to trust me. I like you a fuck ton and I want you to trust me. 

Wren nodded. He didn’t have any particularly strong feelings towards the act 
of shampooing one’s hair. He moved the shower head to the right so that the 
water would stop hitting his body. 
Rochelle squeezed the bottle and tipped it upward above her palm. 

Blood came out. 

It was like watching a movie. Wren didn’t speak. He stood motionless as she 
dumped the contents of the bottle on top of her head. 

He had never seen her look so beautiful. Her hair was slicked back and flushed 
crimson, little red droplets running down her temples like tears. The house 
reeked like pennies. She rubbed it into her skin until she was satisfied, then 
turned the shower head back towards her to wash it off. A dark brown ring 
circled the tub. It was like watching a baptism—a rebirth. 

Slowly she poured out a little bit more from the bottle and took Wren’s hand 
in her own. He jerked away but she held her grip and pressed the blood into 
his hand. He relaxed. She rubbed the blood up into the skin of his arm. 

The two of them stood in the tub looking like they had come out of a 
massacre. Wren couldn’t stop staring at his fingernails. Rochelle softly 
gripped his chin.  

This is helping you. Trust me. 

I trust you. I really, really trust you. Like, completely. 

She kissed him. The metallic taste was horrendous in his mouth but he 
wanted to enjoy it, so he didn’t pull away. 

Afterward, they laid on the couch in their towels and Rochelle explained that 
the blood prevented her from getting sick. It keeps me safe, she said. But it’s 
gotta be from someone who wasn’t born here. Our blood’s too fucked up 
from—well, you know… I can’t explain the science, but you just gotta go for 
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it. Here, take mine. Try on a little like coconut oil before you go to bed. You 
can wash your hands from the tap and everything. 
 
She filled empty bottles with the stock inside the surgery theatres. She talked 
her way into getting every twenty-four hour shift she needed so that she 
would be the only intern on the entire floor. He liked that she could talk 
anybody into doing anything she wanted. 
 
He tried washing his hands with it that night—scrubbed pale skin spots raw 
until he looked like he’d been finger painting. He only smelled the metallic 
scent of the blood—no lake water. No burning. No sores on his knuckles the 
morning after. 
 
The first time she let him come along on her weekly heist, his body was 
overcome with an energy that made him want to skip down the halls. Both 
of their bags were filled with shampoo bottles. On their way down the 
elevator to the main entrance, Wren found himself looking at a poster for 
blood donation plastered above the buttons. The Power of Jesus Christ Runs 
Through Your Veins. Be a Life-giver. Donate Today. 
 
Almost immediately, he went from using it once a week to twice a day. 
Rochelle kept track of the out-of-town patients who were admitted and 
filled bottles until he had too many to stack on the metal shelf in his shower. 
He’d wait outside for her in the hospital parking lot an hour before her shift 
ended because his body couldn’t physically be away from her any longer. 
 

uuu 

 
She couldn’t get the blood very often. During an ice storm, the Red Cross in 
Toronto called and said their truck wouldn’t be coming south for at least a 
week. The theatres were full of blood from local patients, but idiots from the 
city rarely came to The Pump for medical care. She came to Wren’s empty 
handed two Wednesdays in a row. Wren didn’t shower for the full two weeks. 
 
One day, he restlessly paced around his apartment until he decided to walk 
down to the hospital to bring Rochelle lunch. He found her on the fifth floor, 
wiggling a broken hair pin into the slot of the vending machine. Purple 
bloomed beneath his bloodshot eyes. He let her talk about her morning until 
his brain pulsed against the inside of his skull and he found himself 
interrupting her to ask if she had any extra blood. I just need a little to get 
me through until after the storm. I’ll give you twice as much back when 
there’s more. Just a little bit just a cap full. 
 
Rochelle snorted and shoved the pin entirely into the coin slot. She kicked 
the machine until a bag of trail mix fell to the bottom. She picked out the 
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moldy peanuts and threw them in the closet recycling bin. Don’t have any for 
you. 

He looked at her as if he didn’t recognize her. 

Rochelle—you’re kidding me, right? This is a joke? 

She drew her body closer until their noses almost touched. She smiled. 

If you really love me, you’ll find your own. 

She walked away. He half-jogged to the elevator so he could go down to the 
cafeteria. His heartbeat bellowed in his ears. He swore he could feel his dirty 
blood sloshing around beneath his skin. 

He left the elevator and went to sit on the third floor. A woman with loud 
shoes bumped into Wren as he was standing up to stretch. Her scorching 
coffee poured over the aging green tile floor. She apologized, then asked 
Wren if he worked in the hospital. 

He mopped up the coffee with an old HELLO! magazine and lied about how 
many patients he’d saved as a cardiovascular surgeon, because it seemed like 
something Rochelle would do. 

She explained that her father was dying upstairs. I mean I love him and all 
but it’s really his time. He deserves a break from himself. We all deserve a 
break. 

She said her name was Angie Morris. She asked Wren what there was to do 
in The Pump. My kids are fine upstairs praying or whatever the fuck—I’m not 
gonna keep walking laps and hoping I get some deadly disease by touching 
the wrong croissant. 

Something in Wren wanted Angie’s blood more badly than he knew how to 
control. He spat out his answer without a moment to contemplate it: 

Beaver hunting—you should go beaver hunting. Everyone down here does it. 

He gave her the directions to The Fishing Co. where they sold oversized 
butterfly nets. Even kids hunt here, it’s like catching bugs really. They walk 
right over to you like cats. You’ll get enough in an hour to make you a nice 
hat—you know, for the shithole weather. 

The sound of her heels echoed off the walls as she left through the automatic 
doors. 
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When she came back to the hospital a day later, her left hand was gone. 

Dr. Flynn marked it in her file: HUNTING ACCIDENT. Everyone knew what it 
really meant. After she was cauterized and stitched clean like a doll, they put 
her bed in an empty storeroom on the second floor to make space for other 
patients. Rochelle tugged at Wren’s hair as they rode up the elevator for her 
night shift. She looked up at the poster and chuckled—her hot breath tickled 
the inside of his ear. Be a Life Giver… 

They moved the metal cabinet in front of Angie’s door. Wren bit off slices of 
his fingernails while Rochelle set up the needle and IV tube. He broke three 
pairs of gloves before she sighed and spilt half a bottle of antiseptic into his 
palms. His throat was dry. We’re only taking a little—just a little. 

Just a little, she repeated. 

Everything slowed down. The rain outside hit the glass of the window in 
intervals, like the fading beat of a drum. His feet almost gave way when 
Angie’s blood began to flow up the plastic tube and into the bag. 

He thought about what it might be like to drown in that blood. To feel it 
gurgle at the back of his throat. A symphony of cells pouring out his ears. 
Peace. 

Rochelle hooked up a new bag. Then a third. A fourth. Wren couldn’t stop 
looking at the door. 

That’s a little fucking more than a little. 

She licked her lips—grabbed his wrist and put the IV in his hand. 

Time to save yourself, little boy. 

The heat of the bag pulsed through his fingers. The pumping of her blood 
almost felt like the echo of waves in a sea shell. He closed his eyes. Held his 
breath. 

A beeping woke him. The lines on Angie’s monitor above her bed began to 
stretch and touch the top and bottom of the screen. Rochelle put the blood 
in a cooler of ice. Wren kept filling new bags. 

The beeping quickened. Angie’s face greyed. Sweat rolled down Wren’s 
hairline. A little more. A little more… 

A little more. 
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A solid tone. Loud. Uninterrupted. Wren dropped the IV. Rochelle pooled the 
blood into her palms to save it from soaking into the sheets. She unplugged 
the monitor, covered the body, and moved the cabinet. 

Wren stood still. He rubbed his fingers together. The lines between his prints 
darkened. He didn’t notice Rochelle’s hand gripping his shoulder. 

It’s a hospital. People die every day. She shrugged. 

She changed the file: BLED OUT DURING SURGERY. TIME OF DEATH—4:56. 
She drove them to his apartment. 

Wren tried to wipe the blood off his hands. It streaked his pale shirt with 
bright handprints. 

She filled a third of the tub with the blood. He sat cross-legged and in silence 
while she painted a lighthouse on his bare back with her fingers. 

She slept beside him in bed. She snored and cocooned herself in the dark blue 
sheets while Wren laid stiff as a board. 

Then, he heard the scratching. 

He went into the living room. He hadn’t bothered to change his clothes; 
bloody handprints still adorned the front of his shirt. The scratching stopped, 
then started again. He opened the front door. Moonlight gleamed against his 
red-streaked face. The beaver on his doorstep twitched its nose—another 
poked its head. And another. 

Wren tried to get his shirt off, but the blood was crusted against his skin. The 
first beaver stood up on its back legs and looked at Wren curiously as he 
struggled. It sniffed around his face and nibbled on a piece of dried blood in 
his hair. Wren did not scream. 

The beavers gorged. 

*Note: Omitting quotation marks in dialogue sequences is a stylistic choice by the author.

Sydney Brooman is a fiction writer and poet living in London, ON, Canada. Their most recent 
publication credits include American Chordata (forthcoming), Coffin Bell, The Gateway 
Review, and The Temz Review. Their short story “The Bottom” was shortlisted for The Malahat 
Review 2020 Open Season Awards. Sydney is a former Student-Writer-In-Residence at 
Western University (Honors BA 2018), a current Emerging-Artist-In-Residence at the TAP 
Centre For Creativity, and a current Human Interest Assignment Editor at Diply. They also 
wrote that thing you really like. No, not that one—the other one. 
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I’ve been studying The Art of Murder. 
Beautiful book, author unknown. 
Mostly crime scene stuff. 
Lots of red. 
Some yellow. 
Police tape. 

Billy first thought of it. 
A demon’s union. 
Why, I asked. 
Gotta protect ourselves. 
From? 
Management. 

The scariest demons 
Look the most beautiful. 
Great hair, Perfect teeth, 
Symmetrical faces, Swimmers’ bodies. 
Bad attitudes.  
Very, very bad. 

Union dues, I asked. 
Only dos, no don’ts, 
Billy said. 

Management sent in 
strike breakers.. 
They flapped around 
scaring nobody. 

I got an A minus 
in the Art of Murder. 
Misspelled Dahmer’s name. 

Management sent in scabs. 
They itched 
but didn’t grow back 
if you didn’t pick. 

Billy said 
We should issue no demands. 
Only gentle suggestions. 
Why, I asked. 
Management, he answered. 

The Demon’s Union 
A Poem by David N. Zimmer 
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A Parting Note from our Guest 
Editor 
David N. Zimmer 

From the age of 11, I knew I wanted to
be a writer. I loved words; I loved books; 
I loved stories and the people who told 
them. I grew up working class in a 
Brooklyn housing project. There were 
no artists to emulate, but there were 
storytellers, bullshitters, and impish 
troublemakers. I wanted to be all three, 
and that has been my blueprint. For 
friends, lovers and people to admire. 

The first record album I bought was A 
Love Supreme, by The John Coltrane Quartet. I knew nothing about 
him but his face was so serious, thoughtful, and beautiful. I listened, 
and again, this has been my blueprint. I love music and the people 
that create it. 

When I was twelve I sat my parents down and told them I knew what 
it was that I wanted to do for the rest of my life. 

I said that I wanted to be a writer, and they went berserk. My mother 
held her head and shrieked, and my father stalked around the living 
room, fuming. They said, “Do you want to be a beatnik, like Jack 
Kerouac, like On The Road?” I took note. They said, “Do you want to 
live like a bohemian and live in a garret?” I took note. And that, for 
the most part, is how I lived my life. 

My best friend, Matthew Paris, is a novelist, playwright, poet, and 
musician. This polymath is my mentor and writing partner. My first wife 
is an artist and my current wife is an artist. God bless Art. 

I love everyone in this lovely magazine. In this world creating art is 
thankless so, I would like to publicly thank them. You spit into space 
and hope that it hits something and that it leaves a beautifully shaped 
mark. 
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Thank you Dominika Majewska for your beautiful, thought-provoking art. 
Thank you Michael Lacare for your surprise tale of murder. 
Thank you Amanda Macleod for your beautiful word blasts. 
Thank you Elisabeth Horan for your evocative verse. 
Thank you Paul Negri for those feathers still sticking in my throat. 
Thank you Rachel Small for your twisty word usage and championing the 
peachy goodness of death. 
Thank you Cydni Chéry for showing us the reality of the American 
nightmare. 
Thank you Mileva Anastasiadou for your year-long study of a relationship 
fading. 
Thank you DS Maolalai for your poems celebrating the beauty of the 
mundane. 
Thank you Robert Appelbaum for your moving, haunting story set during 
the Holocaust. 
Boy, that’s a lot of death in this issue. Do I detect a pattern? 
Thank you Rajiv Jayaraj for your beautiful poem of love and loss. 
Thank you Hali J. Cross for following your wonderful rabbit and living in 
your world. 
Thank you Aaron Housholder for reminding me just how serious the game 
of Lava really is. 
Thank you Sydney Brooman for freaking me out and making me look over 
my shoulder for those fucking beavers. 
Thank you Algernon Blackwood for scaring me and making me yearn for 
the sweet sickly smell of death and corruption. All hail Chthulu!  
And thank you Stewart and the hardworking peeps at Thorn for 
reestablishing my faith that spit like mine can find a home. 

David N. Zimmer 

missions

If you’re a writer with a knack for the uncanny, please  
consider submitting your work to Thorn Literary Magazine. 
We publish quarterly. We accept fiction of any genre 
 (even better if your work bends genres or doesn’t 
fit into a neat category)! We also accept poetry,  
original artwork, photography, and even  
non-fiction essays & articles. 

For further details, please see: 
www.thornlitmag.com/submissions 
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