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$ E B U O U zsH ol on®Kint, Half Dozen of a Zombies

Twelfth issue, bitches! Despite having seenTwelfth Nightin Central Park more or lessa
year ago at this time, | will not be making a Shakespeare reference here. | will,
however, make up some ridiculous alliterations.

In this, our twelfth issue, we have six spectacular stories, three written in a way
what would be welcomed by Wally West, two typed by talen ted 'turning ‘tributors,
and one utitlizing a unicorn.

Yeah, that's right, | typed that sentence. And y ou can't unread it.

Anyway, we start with Nathan Blake's hypnotizing "Stupid." Blake's got a very
distinct style and, honestly, every time | start the story I'm unable to stop. I'm
assuming it's black magic.

We follow that up with two fantastic flash pieces: "How to Spend $40," by Avery
Oslo, and "Tesh," by returning writer Tom Mahoney. One involves revenge and the
other involves John Tesh. I'm not telling you which is which.

Next on the docket is "Road Test," by Laura Garrison. She's a wonderful writer
and I'm glad we finally managed to get her into our digital pages.

Speaking of black magic -- well, you know, earlier -- we've got Andrew S. Fuller's
"Autumn Harvest." It involves a carnival and a loving family. What could go wrong?

Lastly, but never ever leastly, we have returning champion Mike Sweeney with
"A Terrifying Moment of Contentment,” a parable about commitment issues. With
zombies.

So there you go. Six stories situated snugly inside some sort of spaceage
speriodical, just ready and rarin' to get read.

Yes, | know "speriodical" isn't a word. But it was either that or "spublication."”

-- Eirik Gumeny



Stupid
Nathan Blake

In his infinite douchebaggery, Mr. Branson wrote on the back of your paper that
legitimizing oneself as a writer is fundamentally dependent upon the ability to craft a fine
narrative and that it is difficult, (though | personally think impossible) to dwegin thinking of
OOUI POT wbOxOUUEOUWUOWUEaAaOwWOOwWOYI UEUET BOT w
and lingering success in a capricious world df IWE UUUT wUUET wEUwWUOEEaZz
OEwaodUzUl wUUUT wabUwpkl UI wOT 1T wOO6OawUUUEI

apparently you really stink at writing which is, well, news to you.

So you boil. You steam. You stew at 250° Fahrenheit and bake at 400°.

Youfigurl w2 EUET w* 1 al UwEDPE Oz Uwl Ithe Satauege®whio O U
was asked to read her stupid piece aloud in class about how she voluntarily donated
her stupid kidney to her stupid old dystrophied grandmother even though it means
UT T wE E Oz Gupid @i hoakkyi intallege next year, because what is more
important, the ability to excel and perhaps even dominate a particular sports arena or
1T OxPOT wOOI zUwOI PTTEOUOWO!I UWEOOOI wi EOPOaw
with dainty, crooked fin gers?

Like Sarah Keyes is even going to get into college next year. Not with those
braces, honey; who even wears braces anymore? For her own sake you hope she
Ul EOPaT UwUT 1 awEOOzUwi T Ol UEOOaWEOOOPWOPUUO
are some sort of foreign-born genius stupid baby kiddies, which she is not, as far as

you can tell (at least on a closer second or even third glance).



And you know what? You got appendicitis in the 10th grade and missed the first
half of the baseball seasonand never really got the timing back in your swing, which is
PT awaOUwWEOUOEOZzZUWOI I xwUxwOT T wi 6666pHOT wUi
before anyone else, despite your natural gap power, despite the way you rounded
second-base and almost forty perceO UwOT wUOT T wUODOT wOEET wbUwUOu
about your defensive positioning for cut -off throws from the outfield, because Christ,
man, you could really do that very very well, at least in your own humble eyes and
maybe even the most proud eyes ofothers. You really could.
' OOWEOwPT wUT 1T wabUwbPEUUDOT wl Y1 Uakctog a z UwC
Editorials Summer Session (Block 111)? Do we see you complaining?
No. Not really.
You just wanted your next piece to tell everyone how things really are. The
metaphorical meat and potatoes, but most importantly, the gristle. You wanted to
UT OYl wUUOUxPEW2EUET w*lT al UzwxExT UwEOPOwIl I Uw
expose the world in all its fractured, raw glory and then maybe, if you just so
happened to stumble along the path of good fortune, get a great recommendation from
Mr. Branson and ultimately leave Harris Community College in order to move on to
greener, albeit more expensive pastures at a nice writing program somewhere out of
the state where the professors type and attach formal responses to student papers and
blog at The Huffington Posand wear corduroys and have full beards and smell like
EPI EUI OUIl UwEOEWEUOEEOODPS ww3 T EVUZ UWEOOwa ol w
So you knew how important it was not to sc rew up the formal editorial: the pink
EUI UET OUwNIT Pl OwbOwa OUUWEUUT |1 606POT whbUubUI Uz
the paper previous where you examined this dog named Rolf dying alone in a garage

from heatstroke while his owners were on vacation in California. And that really



happened. But did it make any sort of difference? No. Mr. Branson said that your
x Ul UUOxUUOUUWET x b E UD O Owaddonaditédiand bittedyDadd z Uwb O
emotionally constipatedand you suppose you felt much worse than what was at first
expected because you had to look up most of those words in the dictionary before you
even knew he hated it.

I UO0wUT EUwWwPEUOZz Owl OPOT wUOwT Exx]1 OQwET EDPOG u
Do not be fooled twice in this cr azy interconnected world of cause and effect. The
world is your oyster -- shuck it.

The sonic energy ripples alone emanating from your brazen ambition would
EEUUl W2EUET w*1 al UzwUUUxPEwl UEOEOOUT T UwUOuw
Mr. Branson on his little femme Nutto -lite! bar right in the middle of class so that once
recouped he would grovel and wail endlessly before you, supplicating, ( z OwU OU U a C
sorry, | did not quite understand your genius at all, maybe you should stick around next yea
ECEwUl EEOP WOl wi OUWEwWPT POl WEOEOwWPI OOOwWi I EO
ahead and do all of us one big giant favor by teaching my class for me because | am just so
stupid and conceited and utterly banal in my emotional constipatimhhave so much to learn

from you! What a stupid asshole.

*k%k

(UzUwEOEADOT wi Obpbwl YI Owbkpi 1T OwadUzUIl wOEOI Ewx

aduluuUl Ol ww) UDUVDWEEOzZUwxUOOwWEwWI EV0OWOOT wbOdw

EOOzUOwUT POOWEOa OOl wPhDPOOwWOOUDPET wel EEUUTI wao



speed down the street holding an artificial leg, which you would think might distract
UOOIT wi UOOwO O adkedaddyrér st &r@oment) w

81 UOwUT EVUz UwablwuUOOPOT wEOPOwW* POT UOIT a w?
holding an artificial leg, pissing yourself with each fluid stride. Look at you go!

And yes, those are pornographic film producers chasing you down Kin gsley
Street bloodied, completely nude, pissing yourself with each fluid stride. Look at them
go!

And you happen to have lived on Kingsley Street for, oh, to make a general sort
of estimate, your whole life.
stupid prize-b DOODP OT wUOUI EUUT T UOWUOUEEDOT wa bUUwWOEC
UPOI wUOOwI BRx OEPOOWEOEWI I wxUOEEEOQawhOUOEDOZ U
DPUwbPOUOEWET wODPOI wl Bx OE D O fud have tataEwitDilikewd O w E
deal with his disgusting raw chicken hands.

Look -EOOPOT wUx wOOwWUT T wOl I OwbUwUT T wxUBPOEU
T OEwUT T Ul zOUwabUlUwUPUUT Uw2EUET OwOT whPEPUOwa
nowshl zUwUUEUDPOT wEUwa OUWESCEwWOUabOT wOOUwWUOWE
piss their pants every day are pointing and staring and do we see you staring at them
PT 1 OwUT T awxdPUUwWUOUT 1T OUT OYIT Uy ww- 06 ww( Uz UwUUE

OEwi I Ul z UuwudQEwl 0@WW0WwUT D OO wa OU zheadedd O U U w

pornography guys, but then you get to your lawn and slip on the grass your gardener
' 1 OOAWEUUUWEOEWET wei UPUUwWUT T Ul zUwW! 1 66awll
Yuengling -soaked chest hair,anda OU wET Uwi | z Uwl 60T wOOwWUOUE

proportion and end up quitting the job so that Ma makes you cut the lawn every



Thursday from now on, but you finally get into the house and lock the door and run
UxUUEPUUwi POEOOawWUOwW, EzUwWUOO08 wwnubOEOOa S
And j ust like your first day of preschool, you end up naked, crying on some

POOEOz Uwi 6OOUB

*k%x

3T T Ul zUwOOUT DOT whUOOT wbbUT wbUBS ww

You repeat: there is nothing wrong with it.

Totally natural. Admirable, even. You had an idea and the idea had legs -- legs
to put your paper so far out in front that none would come within even a fart -sniff of
it, especially not stupid Sarah Keyes, whose paper, from what you could glean, was
E1 OUI Ul EWEUOUOEWI T Uw! UEET PUUwWU O E-ecllgtdisuU UE Y

Lik e, who the hell cares?

8OUwWli EEwaduluwdOpOwi EEUOPEUS ww! UEEW&EYDO?
from college on academic suspension. Apparently, Brad once or twice saw him
OEOPOT wxOUOOwWYDPEI OUwbOwUT T PUwxEUI OUGE wl EU
hush.

And then it hit you like a frozen sledgehammer via some sort of cosmic intuitive
perception mediated by an inner light of awareness: You had to blow the lid off of the
underground suburbanite pornography ring of Fransten, South Carolina. And you
had to become a porn star, too, but that went without saying. Like, how else would
one pull off a daring and amazing feat such as this?

And looking back on it all, maybe it was pretty stupid to show up at Brad

& E Y b O zdibwy gdra@e in a bathrobe.



And maybe it was stupid to just walk right in unannounced on a day when
| UEEZ UWEUOUT 1T UWEOGEwWI BYT woOi wi PUwxOUOOwi UDI
ET PEOzZUWET T UUS

Because it sort of got out of hand after that in a big kind of way.

Hey --didthey UT EOOQa wi EY]I wOOwUI EVUwWUT | wEEUT UOEI
EUUT 001 UwOoOOPwadbUwpkpl Ul wOEOI EwWUOGET UwUT T UT w
begin with but on loan from Pop? And what was with all the vicious kicking and
whatnot? Jesus, the nerve ofsome people. Any idea how embarrassing something like
that is for such a young guy? What, with one of them grabbing your wrist and sort of
trying to shove it into your own mouth? To eat your own hand? Pretty degrading,
especially when coupled with all the maniacal laughter.

20walOlwl OEl EwUxwxUOPOT wOOwaObUUwi PUUGB ww!
puked before, on yourself or otherwise. But the poking? That really got your goat.

Also the slapping, kicking, pinching, biting, choking, etc. etc. etc . Also the titty -twister,

the one to spurn even the most callous masochist. Also the namecalling? That was,

OPOI OwbPbEawOUUwOi woOPOl ww?#PEOITIT EI U? wEOCE W
to sustained internal injuries.

2 0wOl Uz U wUiEW0wWWEE Q00w EEOOWEEOU U wl Obpwa ou
college guys and all you can think about is their stupid shoes. Eleven black rubber
shower sandals and one steeltoed boot. Because, Christ, one of them has a steebed
boot with an artificial leg attached to it, how funny is that?

8OUwWl EEWwOOWET OPETI Owa OulwoOOPbwws Yl UabdODI u
understandable. You grabbed that damned fake leg and the beating stopped. So duh,

right move geniuses (not running away!). The goateed fatty it bel onged to looked



down on you like did he really just do that? Did he really just grab this here fakedsgf?
aOUzUl wUOT T wEEEwW!I VA wPOWEOOWUT PUOwWUT T wUUUx P

You did what you had to do and truthfully? It was commendable and should we
dare say valiant? Let us go ahead then and dare say. Do not listen to naysayers.
Because really, it opened a small window where you could give the amalgamation of
metal tendons a good jerk and plop, off it came, and boom, down the goateed fatty
followed.

Which was good for you. A small win is a win nonetheless.

You just sort of slipped out of the garage after that, naked, bloodied, pissing
yourself, clutching so tightly that stupid fake leg, off towards your house four miles
away on Kingsley Street.

2 O w0 O beuwalbdaughi up.

*k%

Your ma -- it should be noted, before the rumors start -- is a real lady if there ever was
OO0l Bww/ Oxz UwOOUWOUET wi OCEwWUT 6UT T dwwel I Owl
EI 1T UwEOQUUOI wi T zUwl al 01T wUH dlears thehoudé andpays U O O
the bills. She taught you how to play baseball. She paints pottery and studies Chinese
art on the weekends. Ma even hired Benny the gardener to take care of the yardwork
because Pop lost your lawnmower in a game of poker and, besides, do we think he
could get all 400 pounds of himself off the couch to even mow the lawn?

27T 1T wi EVwxEUDI OEIl Ow, EWEOI UOwPT PET wbUwli RE
cops when you show up naked in her room, screaming and drooling blood all o ver her

new oriental rug, the one with the intertwined Chinese dragon and goldfish on it, the
10



one she bought on QVC just last month as a gift to herself because she always saykord
knows | got to treat maself sometimes, | got to treat maself

?2- Obpwbl EWwP+ +wbUw3' (2wWEOOWEEOUUY » wUT 1 wU
i DPUT wbOwUT OUT wi al UwaOUlwpkpPUT waOUwl EEWDOT 1 U
fish-eyed stare.

8OUWEUI Oz UwUUUT wi ObpwUOOwlI BRxOEPOwWPUwUOwWIT 1|
ohgodOwUT 1 awNUUUwWUUEUUI EwETI EUPOT wOOwWOI Ow, EO
Ul EOOES »

2800wl EEWET UUOT UwUOOPwWUT T wil OOWEOP OwWwE OE u

61 OWEUI wadUwl YI OWOPEEDOT yww8 OUwWUUEOOS wu
only stupi d son tried to break into the porno business, even if it was only for a day. So
you tell her the next closest thing to the truth you can think of.

2, EOwUT T awETIl EOwWOTl wUxwET EEVUUT w( zOwUUUxDE
UT POOwa OUWEOCEwW/ Ox wEUT wUOOR -

Oh god.

?, awUOOO0OWEwWOOO0T OOOPEYy ww" T UPUUEOI UOwOOOuU
PPUTl wadUUwi EUT T UWEOCEwW!I PUWEUDPOODPOOZ WEUUDWOO
EEOOQWEOOUB ww OEwxUU0wUOOI wEEOOWEOOUT T Uwbb6

(UzUwUUUxPEWOT wabUlwlOOUwlUOwUT DPOOWEEOUUWE
and grab your old, oversized Donald Duck t -shirt that reads Get on the Right Quack!
#O0O0OzUw EUUI w. UUanywéy Bad Elidedd@ns Be©dmalisth youy ass like
you used to do when you were a kid and sneak up to the window softly, peering out at
your lonely little street. On the horizon, ahead of the yellow row of docile busses, a
UxT EOwWPOET 1 UwEOOUT UwlUOwWUT 1T wi OUUT d ww( Uz Uw!
know.

11



Before you can say anything, upstairs some boxes fall with the accompanying
2" T UPUUEOI U? wEOEWEOOwWwhhY wx OUOEUwWOI w, EWEOO
8OUWEUI wUT OEOT E6Gww8 OUwWl EYT wlOl YT Uwl YI OQwUI 1
grippi ng that thing like some kind of stupid Egyptian amulet.

&I OwOT T wi T OOwOUUwWO! wOT 1T whEaO? wUT T wUEa L
EQawlOOUl wOUOUEOIT wi OUwUT PUwi EODPOad-~

2, Ey2ww3l EVUzUwWUOT | wOOOawUUUxPEwWUT b dikewa OC
UEUI | OWEOOUWUT U0wOOwaodlUwl OEOPwPkT PET wuUIl EO
because of the circumstances.

?P6EPUOW, EQOWPEPUOWaOUWEORZz auOO0 O WwbOBWREC
1 Ol UOWEOPOwWUT 1T wUUOUI 1 Ow0OwOi 1 DwaOUUWEUUEDO
stupid classic Japanese film. Does she listen? No. Should she have listened? Yes.
Infinitely yes.

You follow after her sort of dazed, almost naturally, like a duck. You understand
ducks to do things like this. You trust her, wherever she might go and whatever she
might end up doing. Stupid.

She moves in on him quickly, which, unfortunately, ends up being pretty
EOUDPE ODP OE U b E witheEsiapsWa an'hét efEjgMbeidte they even parley.

And then it gets real quiet.

2211 whblT EQwa OUWOEET woOl wEOYy ww# OwaoOUlwUI T wC
UT EU6 ww8 OUWOEET wOl WwEOwWPUS ww8 OUWEEOz UwNUUU

Ah, Christ. That was pretty out of line.

20wU0l T Ul zUw, EQOWEUUOx Ol EwbOwUT 1T wOPEEOIT w(
tracksuit you told her not to buy in the first place. Already the neighbors are crowding

12



in front of their bay windows with binoculars, mout hs open, dialing frantically on their
stupid cordless phones with intent beaming white hot from their stupid tight faces.
This is the kind of trouble Ma was trying to curtail in the first place.

| UEEZ UWEUOUT T UwOOOOUWEUwWwa OUWEOEWUODPEOI L

? OO0wUT IPQWIUWWETCE Uy 2

8OUwOi 1 PUPOEUI OawEOO7z UwOOOPWEOaOOUI 6 ww(
OO01 zUwOI P OpuwpoktUOE wODI |

?2) 1 UUUOWOPEOwWNUUUwWI BYT wOl wOT ECwWOT T wOU w(
xPDUUI EWHUEOOWOI | wEEBOwWOOWUT wadi T wwOWOWEDU &
OPEOUwW, EwPOwUT 1T wUPEUWUOwWOl Uwadblwobdbpbwi 1 zU

You piss yourself again, just a little bit, although this time you can really see it
through the front of that big stupid Donald Duck t -shirt. Get on the Right Quack! Stop
Pissing Yourself!

?2( WUEPEwWI DYT wlOl wUT ECwOT T OwadblwobpUUOT wui
hear the gun cock.

3TEUzUwWPT 1 OwadblwodbbbPw, EwbUO7z7 UWOPEEDOT wl

3T EOZUWEOUOwWPT | O uthinkdt@esumdkiep iudndHarttlie (e
situation himself.

?1 0aOwaOUwWEI UUEwWl 1 Owaoul Of wOUUUEwWI 1 Ul wi
i UPT 1T POZwWEUEUOEI UOwWOBOI wi T zUwUI T1T EUUI EwOI
like white fish me at in his wet gullet.

| UEEZ UWEUOUT T UwbpOOxUwi POwWBOwWUT T wOOUUT Ou
and bustle that follows, the sound of the gun shot crashes through the fragile plane of

your fake plastic suburb with deafening gusto.

13



OE wUIT E U pw gaménkr Benay takes a .22 magnum to his sunspotted left

temple and flops down on top of your ma, who has somehow managed to crouch
herself into and simultaneously execute the infamous Rice Paddy Prone position Pop
would teach you in a drunken swagger every Fourth of July. Great job, Ma. Muy
I BET OO1I OUB ww3T 1 Ul zUw! I OO0a wbstrihgulaiekb&ck, @id U OwWE
Ma, spread out beneath his floppy pancake corpse, gold as glitter, shocked with this
stupid blank expression on her face likea O Uz Ewi DPOEwWwOOwUT OUT woOb U
POOEOZz UwOEOUOI &

Stupid coked-OU U WEUUT OO1 w! UEEZUwWEUOUT T Uwi O1 1 UL
median on |-585 before catching a pickup truck head-on headed southbound towards
New Mexico. They find different pa rts of him all over the street across from the
x UDOEUaA WUET OOOWEOEW2EUET wEOOI Uwi 601 wli E0w
T 001l n2 wbpi PET wbUOwi OUwWUOOT OO0T wUOwadUOT wEUw
His head is gone. It takes them a week to find it behind some old dumpsters as it has

collected quite a protective mound of paper refuse.

*kk

Later on, with the wind in the small trees, they drag a catatonic Ma to the county jail

wrapped in some crappy orange felt blanket and ship both BenOa wE OE w! UEE z U
off to the morgue. Sarah Keyes writes her stupid paper about her stupid Buddhist

UOEOI zUwWUUEYI OPOT wkEsEufpttra @nd Wi Bdnsoidubmisiidop O wb E

- A ~

its intrinsically authentic Dickensian humanity

14



You miss the assignment and later drop out of Harris Community College to
UEOI wOYI Uw! 1 60azVUwi EVUE]I OPOT wudbUUI OwbT PET w:
Brad points out that Frankz UwUUUx DEwi EOT wOl T wbUwUUDPOOwWDH (
I PUwl EVET T wi OUWEwWI 1 Pwu@UPEOWEIT I UU WE I-Windingl wE
rosebushes.

The Sunday following the incident, when Ma would normally curl up on the
lawn furniture and read her second hand art textbooks, Brad and you mosey down to
the shipyard to throw rocks at the stupid workers until the night creeps in and you lay

flat in the gravel for a while singing songs you learned when you were just kids.

NATHAN BLAKE is a studentSchool him.He gets lost easily when looking for bathrooms. Play your cards
right, and maybe he can find yours.
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How to Spend $40
Avery Oslo

If you have a roommate that goes out every night in five -inch heels and who smells
faintly of that burned smell cheap hair straighteners leave on split ends, prepare
aduluUl Ol wOUOwWxEUUwPPUT w3 KYd wws OUz OOwOOOP wa
OPT T OUwbOwUT T wxEUUwWPI T OwaodUzYl wi OUOEWEWEDI
shared bathU OO OO wb b xDOT WEPUUwWwOOwadUUwUOPT OUOwWE O
when you were changing.

You knew you had to do this when you caught a pair of striped Calvin Kleins
eating your leftovers and backwashing into your carton of juice. When he saw you, he
grinned, and pieces of your juice-soaked pierogies fell out of his mouth. He brought
Ul T wUl UOWEEEQwWUOWI 1T Uwuo6O00wOOU0wl YI OwUil EOD
UOOOUUOPZUWOUOET 6

Next time, just force a smile and plop down on the couch to suffer th rough a few
faked noises. Touch the $40 in your pocket in anticipation. Eventually Mr. Leftovers
will tip -toe back out of her room wearing a sheepish grin and clasping his belongings
UOwi PUWEUOUET dww/ OOPUIT Oa wl OO0E uith himuBacéd U wE U
ITTzO0wWl 601 OwUoObxwbOUOwWlI I UwUuOOOwoOPOl wEwODPON
wrappers off of the nightstand to clear a space for two twenty -dollar bills.

Consider adding a thank -you note from him.

Several works oAVERY OSLO' s have appeared in places [Rew on the KudzlAlice MagazingThe Dead
Mule, andThirteen Myna Birds She's currently working on two YA novels and can be reached at
averyoslo.wordpress.can¥ou can also follow her tweetstatitter.com/AveryOslo

16
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Tesh
Tom Mahony

, AaWOEEAWEOEwW( whPl Ul wbOwoOOYI 6ww3i T Ul whEUWOO
on-again, off-again obsession with John Tesh-- the music, the radio show, the
mystique. It was a barrier between us. No matter how well we got along, no matter
[ OPwUOUOOT wOUUwWUI OEUDPOOUT PxwUI 1 Ol EOwUT T wE
But things changed during a summer trip to a rust ic lodge in the Sierra Nevada
mountains. For a week we left society behind, a complete social and media blackout.
We hiked through conifer forest, swam in gurgling streams, sunbathed on warm slabs
of granite. We dined by candlelight and talked for hours about anything and
everything and nothing. | sensed a turning point in our relationship, and it was time
to cement it.
One afternoon, while she napped, | hoofed down the road to a general store and
purchased a cheap plastic ring from a toy vending machine. | would propose at the
Ol BROUwWOx xOUUUOT wOOO! OUG ww2T 1 ZEwWOOYT wUOT T waU
beautiful mountain setting was a perfect way to begin the rest of our lives together.
That evening, back at the lodge, we lounged on a couch dinking wine beside a
roaring fire. We discussed our dreams for the future: a brood of kids, a big house on a
Ol Efl awUUOUI T UOwl OOETI Owal EUUwWUx1 O0wU0OT T UTT U
and playful, her mouth smiling and quick to laugh. As the wine and conversation
flowed, | knew the moment was right. | excused myself and hustled to our room to

grab the ring.

17



When | returned -- heart pounding with excitement, the plastic ring clasped in
my sweaty palm -- | saw that things had suddenly changed. Her smile was gone. She
stared out the window frowning and muttering, her brow furrowed and fists clenched.
A vague desperation hung in the air. | walked over and gently touched her shoulder.
231 Ul wET EPOY » w( wWUEDES®
She nodded. A tear rolled down her cheek. | slipped the ring into my pocket. |
OOl PwUPTT OwOT T Owkil zEwOI YI UWET wi UT 16

Damn you John Teshfumed. Damn you to hell

TOM MAHONY s a biological consultant in California with an M.S. degree from Humboldt State University.
His fiction has been nominated for a Pushcart Prize and has appeared in dozens of online and print publicatic
His first novel,Imperfect Solitudes forthcoming from Casperian Books on December 1, 2010. Visit him at
tommahony.net
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Road Test
Laura Garrison

| had already failed it twice -- damn that parallel parking! -- and this was my last
chance. If | did not pass the road test this time, | would have to wait a full year before |
could take it again. | shuddered at the possibility.

The written exam was easy; | missed only one question. (A blinking yellow "X"
over a lane means "Must Turn Left." Who knew, right?)

After | received my score, | joined my dad in the waiting room. Once upon a
time, that room would have been packed with teenagers and their parents, but most of
the seats were empty that day, just like the last two times | had been there. | sat in a
plastic chair beneath the dingy glow of the fluorescent lights, waiting for my number
to be called. There was a hole forming in one leg of my jeans, and | plucked at the
exposed threads with my fingernail.

"Nervous?" my dad said, without looking up from his book.

"Nope," | lied. "Third time's the charm." With Mom gone, | knew he was
depending on me to get my license. It would take a lot of pressure off of him if | could
help shuttle Simon to target practice and pick up groceries during the week.

"Number four," the loudspeaker crackled.

"That's me," | said, waving my printed card.

"Good luck, Punkin Britches. Remember, hands at ten and two."

| rolled my eyes. "Thanks, Dad. I'll try to come back with good news this time."

| went out through the metal door marked "Testing Area." Outside, | was greeted
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by a thin woman with a long nose. She wore red-framed glasses, and there was a
small crack in one of the lenses.

"Back again, Miss Bramford?"

"Call me Kayla, Ms. Mulch. | feel like we're practically family, don't you?"

She snorted.

"Just get in the car. You know the drill."

It wa s not really a car; it was my dad's old pickup truck -- a two-toned, rust-
spotted clunker that left a drizzly trail of oil everywhere it went. | hopped into the cab
and buckled my seatbelt.

Ms. Mulch walked around to the front of the truck.

"You may start the engine, Miss Bramford."

| turned the key and the engine sputtered to life. The exhaust pipe farted out a
cloud of blue smoke; | watched it rise and dissipate in the rearview mirror.

"Wipers?"

| turned on the wipers, counted to three, then turn ed them back off.

"Hazards?"

On, three-count, off.

"High beams?"

| flashed them twice.

Using the pencil that was chained to her clipboard, Ms. Mulch scribbled
something on a sheet of paper. Then she went around to the passenger side, carefully
avoidi ng the front bumper, which drooped at a melancholy angle and was attached to
the truck with overlapping loops of barbed wire. She got into the cab next to me,
wrinkling her nose as she settled onto the scuffed leather of the bench seat.

"Sorry about the smell. | spilled some soup in here yesterday," | explained
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helpfully, indicating a greenish stain in the footwell.

She reached for the crank that would roll down the window, then thought better
of it and withdrew her hand.

"You may now attempt to para llel park, Miss Bramford." Her pencil was poised
over her clipboard; | could tell that she was itching to fail me yet again.

| took a deep breath, switched on my turn signal, and threw the shift lever into
reverse, craning my neck around as | wiggled the back end of the truck towards a pair
of orange cones that marked the edge of an imaginary parking space. After using up
my maximum of four gear changes on back-and-forth maneuvering, | put the truck in
park.

"How'd | do?" | asked.

Ms. Mulch opened her door a few inches and peered down at the curb.

"Acceptable,” she grunted, reluctantly checking a box on the form.

"Woohoo!" | said, pumping my fist in the air.

"Not so fast, Miss Bramford. You still need to pass the rest of the exam. When
you're ready, you may drive up to the gate."

"Oh, I'm ready," | said. | put the truck in drive and tapped the gas pedal with the
toe of my sneaker. | pulled up to the electrified fence that marked the boundary of the
back lot of the DMV and waited, drumming my fing ers on the steering wheel.

"Are we forgetting something?" Ms. Mulch asked pointedly.

"Oops," | said. | used my elbow to press the button that locked my door, then |
leaned across Ms. Mulch and smacked down the lock on the passenger's side door.

"There. Safe as cows in a barn," | said.

"l hope so," she replied. There was a remote control hanging from a string

around her neck, like a plastic pendant. She aimed it at the gate and pressed a green
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button.

The gate slid open with efficient speed. When the gap was wide enough for the
truck, | pulled through it and stopped.

Ms. Mulch aimed the remote over her shoulder and pressed a red button.

The gate slid back into place, closing the electrified circuit with a soft bzzzt
sound, like a beetle hitting a bug zapper.

"Where to?" | asked.

"Turn left and proceed to the traffic signal," Ms. Mulch said.

The traffic signal was five blocks away. | drove slowly to the stop sign on the
first corner, avoiding the largest potholes. If the street had been in bdter repair, it
would have been almost pleasant; both sides were lined with maple trees, and the
yards, although full of nettles and thorny shrubs, were lush and green. | brought the
car to a full stop, looked all around with exaggerated concern -- there was no one in
sight -- and drove through the intersection.

Ms. Mulch clucked her tongue and wrote something on her clipboard.

Halfway down the next block, a large dog of indecipherable lineage ran into the
street.

Reacting instinctively, | swerved and j ust barely avoided hitting it. It chased
after us, running alongside the truck, snapping and snarling. Its fur was brown and
wiry, but there were a lot of bald patches on its sides and around its muzzle. | drove
faster, hoping that there were not any huge holes in the road ahead. My luck held, and
by the time | reached the signal light, the dog had given up and gone loping back
towards the overgrown yard from which it had sprung.

| glanced at Ms. Mulch. She was frowning and writing furiously. This was not

good. She clearly did not trust me. | would have to do something really spectacular if
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| expected to pass.

"Should | keep going straight?" | asked.

"Yes. Then make a left turn at the next signal,” she said.

There was one car facing me at the gjnal light -- a Ford Armadillo -- and |
waited for it to cross before | made my turn.

"Continue down to Thurston Street and make another left," Ms. Mulch said.

The front entrance of the DMV was on Thurston Street. That meant | only had
about nine more blocks' worth of driving left in which to impress Ms. Mulch.

About twenty yards away, on the right side of the street, there was a lovely stone
building that had once been a church. A small crowd had gathered on the steps, and a
couple of people were leaning against the frame of the arched doorway. As we
approached, they walked down the steps and along the short path that led to the
road. Their movements were shambling yet deliberate, like a bunch of drunks getting
ready to start a bar fight.

Ms. Mulch sucked in a breath of air and gulped it down like cough syrup. |
knew she was thinking of the dog | had missed by inches.

| would not react on instinct this time; there was too much at stake. | twisted the
wheel and floored the accelerator. The truck sprang forward, engine screaming like a
howler monkey. Ms. Mulch and | both bumped our heads on the roof when the truck
jumped the curb, and | nearly lost my grip on the steering wheel.

Most of the crowd had scattered, but one man was still standing on th e sidewalk,
mouth gaping, bloodshot eyes wide. He was wearing stained khakis and a pink polo
shirt. | saw the embroidered alligator on his chest pressed against the windshield for a
brief moment before he rolled back down off the hood of the truck, leavi ng a bloody

smear on the tan paint.
23



There was a squishy crunch when the tires went over him; it was like running
over a canvas bag filled with carrots and chocolate pudding.

| guided the truck back into the road, bouncing down over the curb. 1 could
hardly believe what | had just done. Ms. Mulch must have been shocked; she probably
didn't think | had it in me. | looked over my shoulder to see if any of the others were
following us. | did not think they would be -- not with one of their own down -- but
they were not always predictable.

"Eyes on the road, Miss Bramford. Use your mirrors," Ms. Mulch said.

| turned around and watched in the side mirror as the zombies -- who, as the
stenciled letters reminded me, were closer than they appeared-- gathered around their
fallen comrade, Mr. Pink Polo. | slowed to a crawl, watching as they crouched down
and sniffed at him. One of them lifted his lifeless arm with both hands and began
eating his fingers with quick, sharp bites, as if they were peppermint sti cks. Another
grabbed one of his ears, twisted it off, and stuffed it into his mouth. Two of them
buried their faces in the man's crushed chest, lapping up the red puddles that were
collecting there, while a fifth pulled off his loafers and began tugging at his socks,
trying to free the soft flesh underneath.

| caught a glimpse of the sock-tugger's face, and for one terrible moment | was
certain that she was my own mother, who had left for work one morning two months
before and had not come back. But it was not her; this woman's hair was too dark. At
least, | thought it was -- it was hard to tell; a lot of it had fallen out in clumps, much
like the fur of the dog that had chased us down the street. And | was rather far away
by this point; details in the reflected tableau could hardly be trusted at this range.

| tore my eyes away from the mirror and focused on the street, which was pitted

and strewn with branches and bones. | did not look back again until after | made the
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turn onto Thurston Street, and by then the crowd was out of sight.

| made my way back to the DMV without further incident, and the armed guards at
the entrance nodded to Ms. Mulch as | turned into the main parking lot. Nearly all the
slanted spaces were open; | pulled into one at rardom and turned off the engine.

Ms. Mulch was tapping the clipboard with her pencil, lips pursed.

"Well," she said, looking down at her notes. "You passed, but | must say that |
have some reservations concerning your braking, which is much too jerky, and you
put on your turn signal too soon before..."

She kept talking, but | heard nothing after that, although | continued to nod
seriously every few seconds. | had passed!

When Ms. Mulch finally finished her lecture about all the areas in which my
skills were barely adequate, | bolted back into the waiting room, where my Dad was
still reading his novel. He looked up, saw my face, and smiled.

"Congratulations," he said.

Thirty minutes later, | was holding my very own driver's license, still warm from
the laminating machine. | read all of the printing next to my picture: Kayla Bramford;
Height: 5'4"; Weight: 118; Eyes: Gray; Hair: Brown; Class C: Aggressive Driving
(Kill/Maim -- Undead ONLY), Non -Commercial. | had not checked the box for organ
donation.

There were already enough people after my organs.

My dad gave me a hug. "I'm so proud of you," he said.

| got a little choked up. | had secretly been preparing myself for disappointing
him, and his words meant a lot to me. But | did not want to get a [l mushy about it. |

wiped my nose on the back of my arm and jangled the keys.
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"Come on, Dad. Let's go for a ride."
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Autumn Harvest
Andrew S. Fuller
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| am protective, never hovering but always watching him. So | would remember
any harm coming to him on the Ferris wheel, in the big top, or in the animal petting
pen. | stood by him on the carousel, as he rode his favorite powder blue unicorn,
which delighted him more than any birthday. | always walked next to him, even when
he stopped holding my hand last year.

All it takes, | know now, is a prick of the finger. The smallest drop of red. There
were no scraped knees, no bloody noses, that | can recall. Busomehow they sampled
his life.

Every year since Toby's birth, it became our family tradition to spend one
October day at the traveling tents. Last year we returned to the carnival three times. |

could not experience enough, taking days off work and ins isting to my wife that we
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ache that pulled me. Nor have | forgotten that insatiable feeling. True, | had never
seen a carnival or a circus in my own childhood, and | ratio nalized with a need for
some absent form of nostalgia. Such traveling shows seemed more and more a dying
breed, and family outings were still a schedule challenge for us in our fifth year of
parenting. Perhaps it was Claire who wanted to visit on the thi rd day.

But this year, it was Toby who insisted we attend every single day.

Every single day for the past week. He rode the carousel thirty -three times.
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Then he refused to eat.

He bit Claire multiple times. And broke one of her fingers.

We locked him in his room two days ago.

We brought his meals and tried speaking to him in approaches both rational and
scolding, without response. He ate just enough, staring at the two of us with a
OOEUT UOOIT wi OEUI w(zYIl wOOUwWUI 1T OwEIl i OUI Owki b
mouthed chewing. Then he tilted his head and screamed. He hurled plates and food,

and drove us from the room.

*k%

He has been standing on the other side of his doorfor two days, screaming.
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fear.

My hands tremble so much that | have trouble fitting the key.

A massive crash in his room. Glass shatters and something heavy enters the
house. Then the unmistakable clop of hooves, an agitated whinny and angry snorts.

As much as I love my son, | back away from the clamor.

Claire arrives almost immediately. She looks at me briefly, before kicking
forward and breaking the latch from its fra me, splintering wood.

Her punches | can handle with practice pads. | once took a full kick of hers while
sparring. | blacked out and woke on the mat moments later, and the doctor said one of

my lungs was bruised.
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She is often my strength, and | use hernow to release myself from a huddle of
trepidation.

There is little blood but my eyes are drawn to it. The floorboards are charred and
still smoldering. His bed is broken in two. The room reeks of sulfur.

Toby is, of course, gone.

The porch roof outside his window is burned too. In another second, | realize
that the blackened patterns are hoof marks. Coming and going. | remember the
carousel, the overlarge and murky eyes of the unicorn.

We turn to each other, my eyes stinging, her face locked andlow. We seem to
remember it at once -- the purchase | made last week. The curiosity of a new hobby,
and curious fascination with the deadliness of the weight in my hand, even unloaded.
She nods now to forgive me for the argument we had about it, thentO U U1 Uw Ol w3 O
softball bat. She's heads to the basement, digging in her pocket for the key to the gun
UET T ww6el zOOwWOI I OWEUwWUT 1 WEEUS

And go to the carnival. One last time.
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A Terrifying Moment of Contentment
Mike Sweeney
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Eddie always wondered about that. Sounders? Huh.

The OIld Sounder told him that story that first night as Eddie lay feverish and
twitchingbytT 1 wi DUl d ww' PUWEOUPEDPOUPEUWUEYI EwWS$SEE
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$ EEDI wU U bdvdhoner Bldmad foudd him. But that was part of the
legend: the Old Sounder, Scourge of the Things, Last Hero of the West.

The next night, the old man told Eddie he thought his real name was Ben, but he
EPEOzZ OwODPOIl wUOOwUUI wbthreehduss @Iing Eddlieuthedsiory @ hid 1 wU
life, or at least the story of a life before the world ended. The Old Sounder spoke the
whole time in the third person, telling Eddie about a man who sold insurance for a
living and had four daughters and a wife named Beth and three brothers that he grew
up with in lowa. He told Eddie all about that man and his family: who drowned

young and tragically, who married well, who served in Vietham, who was disowned
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by Papa, who had the sweetest laugh, who gave the bestChristmas presents, and,
$EEDPI ZUwx1 UUOOEOwWiI EYOUDPUI OwbT OWEUExx1 EwUT
As Eddie sat listening to the Old Sounder, he forgot about the Things for a while.
That was the other gift the Sounders gave to one another: stories. Mbney and gold
might be worthless now -- well, they could serve as toilet paper and slingshot
projectiles, respectively -- but a good tale was more valuable than ever.
Eddie knew on this, their last night together, it was his turn. He surveyed the
Old Sounder, a mass of denim, leather, and flannel hulking over the fire, and
wondered what to say. Behind the old man, the last glint of sunlight disappeared over
the Sierra Madres leaving the sky a dark blue bruise.
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who -used-to-be-Ben.
How old? Eddie wondered. Fifty? Sixty? Eddie thought the man -who-used-to-
be-Ben might now be the oldest person on the planet.
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He surprised himself with what came out next.
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bleachers Friday nights in high school.
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friends.
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in on the East Coast before it all ended.
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wanted to hear. But the old man just sat transfixed on the fire, the pipe resting in one
corner of his mouth.
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drive -in when we were in high school. And we were seventeen-, eighteenyear-old
guys and not a one of us knew how to even talk to a girl, et EOOO1 6 »

Eddie realized he was blushing but something made him want to keep going.

The Old Sounder sat staring into the fire, not moving. Eddie could swear the old man
was smiling, if just a little.
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idea that she wanted me to take her to the drive-D O 6 wb 1 OOOwPUwi I OUwoOPD
time, all those nights my friends and | spent at the drive -in just throwing the football
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wear. She had this idea that she should wear a bikini under her clothes so if a cop or
anyone caught us she could pull it up quick and just say she was hanging out in the
EEEOQwUI EQwpPUT wOl whpi EUDOT wil UWEDODPODG »

Eddie laughed at this and the Old Sounder laughed with him.
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and | pick her up outside her job. There was no one around and she was wearing this
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wearing underneath.

Eddie stopped checking the Old Sounder. He was telling the tale for himself
now.
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again.
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chairs in back of their family minivan, kids eating popcorn and cotton candy.
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finished. Eddie smiled and started again.
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? (U wb pleHedtune Jodebnf those bizarre combinations you only get at the
drive -in. The first movie was just ending. It was one of those Pixar flicks, Cars Then
next it was a Pirates of the Caribbeanovie, | honestly forget which at this point.

Finally, the late show was Vampire Circuswhich was my favorite horror movie as a
kid, probably because the station out of Philly forgot to cut the nudity out the first time
they aired it.
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going to have your own kids.
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mall or the movies or wherever -- you and your buddies are the outsiders. But when
you start getting into your twenties and you show up at the same places with a girl --a
woman -BDUz UwOD Ol waOdUz Ul wel EOODPOT wxEUU WOl wlOT 1
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had been splitting a cotton candy -- the blue kind, | remember, because she insisted it

tasted better than the pink kind, even though | told her it was all the same, just

different dye.
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the steering wheel or the shifter sticky when we went back to the car. | know, | was
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cotton-candy hands.
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little girl. She was maybe three or four and just a little blob of pink: pink jacket, pink
pajamas, pink socks, big clunky pink sneakers that lit up on the soles when she
walked.
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watches me walk towards her. Just as | get there, Kerri reaches up and brushes a little
piece of blue cotton candy out of my stubble. Then she slipped her arm in mine and
we walked back to the car. | remember looking up and seeing all the stars, the ones
you used to not be able to see in the city. And | had this moment where | could see it
all: me and Kerri and the rest of our lives with the three little girls we were going to
T EYI wEOCEwW! ObpwkPi Z EWEOOI wE E E Qudld Awnwhairsia®wE O E
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absolute terror.
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up at the sky.
the drive -in was having a Romero triple -feature in two weeks and they wanted

everyone to know about it.
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?  OE wUT He THings@uimbeted up behind him and it was like he was
playing along, like he was in a spook house at Halloween, the kind that is really lame
but where the dad fakes being scared so his kids will laugh.
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him. He had a second to get pissed off before one of them bit right into his shoulder.

Then he was screaming and so were his wife and kids in the back of the Blazer. And
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always said when she wanted to get her way: she told me | could fuck her in the ass
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though she never let me. | think | just liked hearing her say it.
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Eddie coughed something like a hoarse, hollow laugh.
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popcorn and took off straight for the Mustang. There were four of them around it
when | got there and | could see Kerri banging on the windshield looking for me. Her

eyes found me just as one broke through the passenger window.
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Eddie expected to sob, but nothing came. The only sound was the warm desert
wind blowing through the cool night, stoking the brush, and the soft crackle of the fire.
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minutes, then stamped out his pipe and set his bedroll down for the night.

In the morning, the Old Sound er was gone. Standing there shivering in the cold
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used to the loneliness again soon enough.

Eddie turned his back to the sunrise and decided to keep heading west. Once,a
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MIKE SWEENEY lives in Central New Jersey where he writes constantly but never quite enough.

37



