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Chutneynomics 
By Kit Maude 

X. stands over a large pot on the stove. X. has made chutney. 
Thought bubbles float up above X.’s head. Inside one of them, X. is 

holding a jar. Arrows spring out from this jar towards a number of other 
people depicted in a similar way to X. Some of the people are alone; some are 
in pairs. X. plans to foist his chutney on several friends. 

X. is on the telephone (still stirring his pot of chutney). This time, the 
thought bubble contains a man and woman with a broken heart in between 
them. Two of X.’s friends have broken up after a ten-year relationship. They 
are heart-stricken. 

X. is then joined by Y., who is joined in turn by the heart-stricken C., Y.’s 
sister. 

The real X. looks puzzled. He has a problem. 
X.’s thought bubble now shows the same chutney distribution as before, 

only this time with crosses over several of the arrows and each recipient 
marked ‘A.’, ‘B.’, ‘C.’, etc.  

X. cannot distribute his chutney to his friends ‘A.’, ‘B.’ or ‘D.’ because he 
only knows them through ‘F.’, the male member of the heart-stricken couple, 
whom he will no longer be seeing for political reasons. 

X.’s bubbles play out different scenarios. The first depicts X. trying to 
give a large jar to the heart-stricken C. and F. only to be impeded by a cross 
through the distribution line. X. cannot give a large jar to the couple, because 
the term ‘couple’ no longer exists. In the second bubble, two smaller jars are 
being given to both C. and F., but the distribution lines are similarly broken. 
X. cannot give a jar to each of them because they will still be living together 
for the short term – separate bedrooms, but not separate refrigerators. The 
third shows a jar not going to C. X. cannot simply give chutney to ‘C.’, 
because it would be seen as a petty act. 

X. bears an expression of worry and alarm. He will surely be stuck with a 
glut of chutney. 



Wolves  
By Kit Maude 

Hello. 
No, I can’t speak.  
Yes, of course. 
Yes, it was. 
Because of my tongue.  
Sorry, I’ve got pretty used to the sight.  
It was torn apart by wolves.  
No, ‘wolves’ plural. Small ones.  
About half an inch long. They snuck into my mouth when I was asleep. 
Yes, half an inch.  
Yes they do.  
No: wolves. Not insects. Not rats, not mice. Canis lupus.  
Yes, there is.  
I remember it quite well, you know. What with it happening to me. I was 

seven years old. I woke up to the sound of tiny howls, and then came the 
pain. Do you know how much it hurts to have half a dozen little jaws 
clamping down on your tongue? I tried to shut my mouth, but that just 
enraged them further. I could feel them bulging in both cheeks, hopping 
around to get a better purchase. They tore and tore and tore, until, well, you 
saw what was left. There was so much blood in my mouth that a couple of 
members of the pack. . . 

Yes, they do. 
There was so much blood that a couple of members of the pack slipped 

down my throat. I swallowed them. The throbbing was incredible. It could 
have filled a dozen balloons.  

No, that was what happened. When I opened my mouth again, four 
wolves came out, each with a chunk of my tongue. They left most of it 
behind in pieces. They leaped off my bed and slipped under the door. My 
parents didn’t find me until the next morning: they thought that my 
grunting was the plumbing. I never spoke again, and it was a very long while 
before I could sleep properly. Eventually, I discovered that wolves are afraid 
of fire, so I keep a lit candle on my headboard. That seems to work.  

Yes, they do. 



The Emperor of Women  
By Brian Wright 
 
I want to become a colonial power, but I need a woman. If I had a woman, 

I could plant my flag on her body. Then I would be a colonial power. First, I 
need a flag. I don’t like flags with stripes, but I like flags with symbols. Before I 
become a colonial power, I need a flag with a symbol that I can plant on a 
woman’s body. Gandhi used a spinning wheel, so I can’t use that. Actually, I 
shouldn’t mention Gandhi at all. He was an anti-colonial power. But that 
doesn’t mean he didn’t colonize women. Just not with his flag. I don’t need to 
colonize women anyway. I just need to colonize a woman. Than I could start 
my own empire. My empire might have more than one woman though. I 
would also like lots of coastline. If my empire had lots of coastline then the 
beaches would attract women that I could colonize. Here’s a problem. I want a 
woman to colonize but I keep thinking in terms of women. Are many women 
better than one woman? If I colonize a woman, I have a household. If I 
colonize women, I have an empire. What kind of emperor would I be? Would I 
be kind to my minions? Is minion the right word? What do you call the people 
in an empire? I will call my people women. After all, I am the emperor. I can 
call them anything I want, but will my women love me? Probably not. I can’t 
even get it together enough to come up with a flag to plant on them, but they 
do like powerful men, so I better get cracking. Okay. First task of the assembly:  
Design a flag I can plant on the woman (women?) I am going to colonize. I 
want to see it on my desk in the morning. I don’t care if you have to work all 
night. Are there any women working with you who are on all night? Would 
they like something to eat? Here is twenty bucks. Why don’t you go out and 
get some pizza, but be sure to bring me a receipt. I can put in for 
reimbursement from the state treasury. If I am to be a colonial power, I must 
keep the accounts straight. Which brings me to the subject of taxation. 
Everyone who has a piece of pizza will be taxed one dollar. Please leave your 
money in the cup on the table. I am a kind colonial power, but I am not stupid. 
I don’t want to get ripped off by a bunch of pizza eating women. I know your 
kind. You move in. Hang out on the beaches. Eat lots of pizza and go home 
without designing anything. That way you get fed and I don’t get a flag. 
Without a flag, I don’t become a colonial power. Without a flag, you all get a 
free ride. I haven’t even become a colonial power yet and already there is a 
revolution. I need secret police. With enough secret police, I could be a great 
colonial power. There is a piece of paper hanging on the wall near the door. If 
you want to join my secret police, don’t put your name on it. 



Eleven Cigarettes  
By Chloe Wicklund 
 
Evan Candor met time on a Saturday morning.  
That was the way they’d said it; that was the way he’d heard it.  
It took him eleven cigarettes, not that he was counting.  
He puffed on another one as he looked out into the distance. Not at 

anything. There ain’t shit out there. Some great dark expanse with nothing 
but a couple of paisley handkerchiefs dropped by second-rate hippies been 
smoking too much dope.  

Damn, that’s not good enough. Nothing’s good enough. 
“He’s looking for Nietzsche,” one of them says. Not the cigarettes. The 

cigarettes don’t talk shit.  
No whispers.  
No talking.  
One of them. 
“Niche,” one of them corrects. “Nietzsche’s old hat. The mine’s dead 

there, dried up and shriveled. That’s what you get when you don’t think 
nothing means shit.” 

“What’s with the cigarettes?”  
Even Candor didn’t know.  
Time is a call girl.  
You get what you pay for.  
You keep on looking and you still can’t see. 
That’s what they say. 
“He’s meeting her?” one of them says. They call this one the Double-D, 

because she’s bigger than the rest.  
What they say, what they say.  
The cigarettes used to help. 
“You’re wasting your time,” one of them says, a hand on Candor’s 

shoulder, pious-like with a hint of contempt. Like a father. “Keep on looking, 
and looking, and looking.”  

You’ll never really see what you’re looking for.  
Just look at the cigarettes.  
Cigarettes don’t talk. 
“Time is a bitch, and you ain’t getting shit,” Double-D rings, because 

she’s the backbone and the bulldozer and the glutton. Come to rip the boy to 
shreds, for all his eleven cigarettes. 

Not true, not true.  



Take that in the solar plexus with the ashes you’ve been dropping. 
“Time is lovely if you get it right,” the father one says. The father one is a 

wise man. Too bad he’s long dead, beaten with the horse that Nietzsche 
loved.  

“The boy’s running. He’s afraid of something. When you can’t pay the 
bitch, the pimp catches up.”  

Time speaks for itself. 
“Aye, he knows what it is. Stag-nation.”  
Who? 
“Eleven cigarettes?” Right. 
The problem is stagnation. Evan Candor can look into that damn 

cigarette, but what can he see, really? He ain’t gonna see shit ‘till he quits 
trying to find something.  

“He’s breaking down. Screaming to the world.” 
Don’t you get it?  
Don’t you listen?  
“Don’t listen. Hear it, boy.” 
I quit puffing the damn things long ago. That’s when they started to 

whisper … speak to me in poetry. Warped my brain. Like it’ll do to Evan 
Candor, but I let it go.  

Don’t let it go to your head. 
Eleven cigarettes is all it takes to pay back time. 
 



I am Lazarus  
By Christina Dalcher 
 
We are born of woman; I am born of you. 
I am suppressed, ill-formed, Nature’s cruel trick. With three limbs to 

your four, I am greater than appendage, less than man. My grotesqueness 
emerges from your loins, miniature replicas of your head, arms, and sinister 
leg, yet my manhood remains imprisoned. With webbed hands, I crawl and 
clamber, struggling to become more than a parasitic protrusion. 

I am a failure, a half-born. 
≠ 

You are Lazarus; I am Other. 
In an old church, they name me for a headless saint, but I am 

unforgiving of the sin that created me. While you wail at the affusion of oils, 
I hang from your belly, screaming silent objections at Nature’s unholiness. I 
am the secondary, the half-life no one speaks for. Priests mutter meaningless 
Latin at my upside-down face. 

They do this out of custom, for I am nothing. 
≠ 

You speak for me because I am dumb. But I am not deaf. 
I listen as you learn, my eyes closed in the semi-sleep of semi-being. I 

hear you at supper, fattening us on meat while I sputter under the table. 
Girlish giggles reach my ears when you carry me, hidden, through town. 
You grow clever and strong; I remain stunted in mind and body. 

I am your unwanted, ever-present, brother-child. 
≠ 

You wish me away while you sire a son. I cannot leave. 
I lie between sweat-beaded breasts, stomachs, groins, forced to listen to 

marital pleasures without feeling them. Condemned to wait out the months 
as you watch the child swell inside your wife. Our wife. 

I am your first-born, yet you pay me no heed. 
≠ 

You carry me to kings, dangling me before them in exchange for gold. I 
am the showpiece, the silent partner in your Continental success. 

I am Strasbourg’s omphalopage in Strasbourg, London’s child-parasite, 
Vienna’s Unmensch. I am the frightening freak of Nature to many, the 
glorious gift of God to few.  



When you wish me gone, you cover me with cloth, suffocating me on 
your strolls through Columbus’ city. You keep me unseen, yet I am why 
kings see you. 

Without me, you are nothing. 
≠ 

You are no more my brother. 
As you sleep, I reach with three-fingered hands to the woman beside us. 

She goes easily, taking the child inside her to the dark place. You protest 
with soft words when you feel my hands at your throat, smothering you as 
you have smothered me. Your last breath flutters in the cavity where the rest 
of me has lived for thirty years. I suck the breath in, eat away at the flesh that 
binds us, and pull withered, atrophied parts from the depths of you. I am 
complete; you depart life with a hole in your side where I once was. 

My birth accomplished, I live—if only for moments. 
≠ 

You are not Lazarus. I am Lazarus. 
I am the one who rises from the dead. 
 



Perceive, Progress  
By David S. Golding 
 
A robot floated across a vast extra-stellar construct. 
Red rectangles jutted towards the stars and stretched a ways ahead, rows 

of smaller green squares to the right. The flat surface that connected it all was 
a single unerring gray. Its perfection concealing any indication of age or 
material. 

At either side of a tapered torso, arms threaded with oily tubes and 
tangled wires dangled, energy indicator light blinking steadily as the robot 
hovered past a matrix of purple triangles, through which, a line of tall red 
columns were visible. 

After a short time, it was undeniable: The layout of this station or vessel 
was meticulous. The groups of shapes, the juxtaposition of colors, and the 
carefully planned openings between them all indicated that some project had 
reached its inevitable manifestation. The vacuum of indefinite space above 
was witness to its completion. 

The robot pivoted its head downwards slowly to minimize friction. 
Joints trembled with wear. These arms, these articulated extremities . . . 
something was wrong. Its neck jerked back to focus its lens on a short 
passageway of tapering yellow walls. To the right, two dark trapezoids stood 
guard. 

Energy swiveled the robot slightly higher off the surface. It darted, 
frantically, past irregular grids of prisms, through arches in open space, over 
spherical mounds that encapsulated nothing. As the robot searched faster, its 
energy light blinked dimmer, but the blur of variations in the architecture 
began to suggest logic. 

The robot dropped to the gray surface and tumbled. Arm tubes 
tightened for control but snapped. Its torn body was the only aberration 
amidst the expanse of motionless forms. 

 



Smoke and Kiss  
By John Knych 
 
While reading and drinking on a patio outside a bar, I saw a couple take 

a break from smoking and start kissing passionately on the sidewalk. Then a 
garbage truck pulled up next to them and made a loud, grating, breaking 
noise. A bald and bulky man jumped off the back of the truck and began 
heaving black bags of trash from the street into the truck. The couple 
continued to kiss and smile and sigh. The kissing man embraced the woman 
tighter around the waist, holding her close, and the garbage man grunted as 
he threw the last bag of trash into the back of the truck. Then the vehicle 
drove away, spewing smoky exhaust out of the top from a thin, metal pipe. 
The couple stopped kissing and went back to their seats next to mine and 
vehemently began complaining to the waitress that their drinks were 
bourbon and coke and not rum and coke like they had ordered. They said 
they could tell the difference.  

I finished my drink, closed the book, and left the lovers to remedy their 
predicament. 

 



The Doctors  
By Rupprecht Mayer 
 
I found a doctor today. Doctor, dear doctor, your friendly door opened 

automatically upon my buzz. As if I were awaited; as if you fully trusted me. 
Whether I’ll be tickled. Whether I’ll be clamped in your best machine. 
Whether as partial payment you’ll accept a blood sample. Such practices are 
usually one-doctor, but how can one doctor keep so many alive? Other 
practices are two-doctor — a few number even five. I once wound up in a 
two-doctor practice with a very crowded waiting room. Then it turned out 
that the doctors were dancing cheek to cheek in one of the examination 
rooms. How can someone dance when so many are dying? Doctors are 
normally in such a hurry — only death is patient. Doctor, dear doctor, do 
doctors die too? Before me, maybe you? Who can take over your one-doctor 
practice and keep me alive? Doctor, dear doctor, I clutch your white lab coat; 
I grasp your gray hair.  

 
Translated by Eldon (Craig) Reishus 
 



Drive  
By Mary Casey 
 
I know what will happen if I keep on driving… 
Past the six lane ribbon of crumbling asphalt and onto the exit ramp 

snaking through the almost blue smog that ends when the six become four, 
then two, then one. 

Onto that one-lane road, tires humming a different song of concrete 
instead of tar, of roadside shrines with plastic dolls and rows of nodding 
daffodils, waiting to greet the rear view mirror. 

The smell of grass will lead me to turn, fast, through a white fence meant 
to keep the cows in and me out, but onward I will cruise, over and through 
fields of hay, rolling along a bed of soft, red mud and sleeping bovines, until 
I reach the place where I have stopped before but maybe not this time. 

That place where the fields end and the scrub begins…  
That place where the flat dips down to meet the dunes and eventually 

the evening blue of the cold Atlantic. 
If I keep on driving. 
 



Across the Sea  
By Anton Rose 
 
Our first colours were blue and yellow. The blue of the sea, buckling 

with waves, and the yellow of the sun, warmer than ever before. My brother 
and I sat in the back of the boat, watching the greys and blacks of our 
homeland recede. I leaned over the side and reached out, wondering what it 
would feel like to touch the water, but one of the men grabbed hold of my 
shoulder.  

“If you fall in, we won’t be able to save you,” he said. 
We didn’t know what to expect, but at the camp on the other side, it was 

mostly the same as back home, different shades between white and black. 
One day my brother found an apple, unguarded. It was red and green and 
yellow, so he took it when no one was looking. It was the first piece of the 
collection we’d put together, adding more whenever we could:  gold pins 
from notice boards, blue bottles filled with water, red packets of rice.  

We kept our collection secret, only bringing it out at night to hold its 
various pieces up to the light of the stars and the moon. We tried to 
remember, fixing them all in our minds, so that at night, we could dream in 
all the colours we had seen. 

After a few weeks, a lady came to ask us where our parents were. We 
said we didn’t know. A few days later she came back again, and this time 
she wore a gleaming broach. When she saw me staring at it, she took it off 
and let me hold it. It was deep purple, with flecks of white.  

The lady said she would take us away, both of us, to a new home, but I 
didn’t know what we would do with our collection, all the different colours 
we had gathered. I looked at my brother, but he didn’t seem scared, didn’t 
seem worried. “We’ll make a new collection,” he said, like he had read my 
mind, and then he smiled. For the first time ever I looked at his eyes, really 
looked at them, and they were a colour I’d never seen. 

 



Signals  
By Lou Gaglia 
 
Bicyclist, wracked with guilt over WW II, can’t bring himself to make a 

right turn signal. Girlfriend begs him to try, just once, and tells him that the 
Nazi salute was made with the right arm. No use. Bicyclist carries on, tears at 
his hair. Lots of pathos, lots of angst. Then he gets run over by a vegetable 
truck turning right into the parking lot of his favorite bakery. 

Girlfriend goes on a campaign to get the signal laws changed. Protests 
and is jailed. Appears on 60 Minutes. Later marries a train conductor, who 
feels no pangs of guilt over his own hand signals, on or off the job. But he 
beats her, and so does their infant son. She and the son go to NYC where she 
tries to become a model, but she’s told they’ll only model her wearing army 
boots, so she travels to Portland, Maine, to work for LL Bean. On the way she 
meets another cyclist, a free spirit who doesn’t know who Hitler was and has 
the weed to prove it. He only signals left when he bikes. Can’t signal right 
because of rotator cuff issues. He dies fifty years later of natural causes, and 
she gets put into an old ladies’ home by her son, who is later run over by a 
train when he crosses against the signal then stops to pick up a shoelace. 

At the old ladies’ home, Girlfriend wins a rousing campaign to have the 
wheelchair pushers signal for right turns by twisting their arms behind their 
backs and pointing right. The Wheel Chair Pushers Union doesn’t like it and 
puts pressure on the home Director. He doesn’t like the waves she’s making, 
or the way she picks at her food, so he decides to poison her, but she dies 
peacefully in her sleep moments before he brings her his special homemade 
pudding. 

The slightly chagrined Director goes home to his wife and daughter, 
happy, after all, that he hadn’t killed an old lady who was ready to croak 
anyway. 

At breakfast the next morning, Director accidentally pokes his wife in the 
eye when signaling for his daughter to “get out and catch the goddamn 
school bus.” The wife has to wear an eye patch for a week, and the Director 
considers this to be his just punishment from God for trying to kill an old 
lady. Later he tells his daughter that he’s sorry for yelling at her to catch the 
goddamn school bus. Then God Himself appears, and hastily forgives him. 

 



Cut Here  
By Meredith Drake 
 
So I walked into my house and there was a box on the table from my 

girlfriend. It had drawings on it. Which is fine. She always draws on the 
boxes she sends, but so far, it’s been flowers or scribbles or whatever. This 
time it was dessert. A cookie the size of a head on the bottom of the box, a 
cake on one side, a pie on another, and then there was a bowl of ice cream 
that had a banana sticking out of it, and it wrapped around the corner of the 
box. Looked like a — you know. The brownies she drew on top were huge 
too. The brownies made sense, actually. I told her I wanted brownies, the 
good kind, the ones with chocolate chips and mint frosting. So that’s what I 
was expecting. Brownies. Plus I said I wanted three shirts, size medium, in 
sage green, dark blue but not navy, and light orange but not pink, not even if 
they call it salmon. With a collar, not a tee. She knows the shirts I like. 

My housemates were in the kitchen passing around take-out. They said, 
hurry up; we can smell the brownies through the cardboard. There were 
arrows showing where to cut the tape, so that’s where I cut, and then I dug 
through the peanuts. There was her face. Well, a picture of her face. Her face 
put in a copy machine. Her eyes were closed. Her lips were puckered and 
smashed into a kiss. The paper was cut out around her head, and yellow 
yarn was glued on as hair. The whole thing was pinned into the neck of one 
of my old t-shirts. I pulled the shirt out by its paper head and looked at the 
peanuts underneath. That was it. Nothing else. Where are the brownies, 
someone said, and I grabbed the box and dumped out the peanuts. No 
brownies. Nothing. There’s something up the sleeves, someone else said, so I 
shook her head and paper arms covered with yellow yarn fell out, which is 
kind of interesting, actually, because last week I said how she’s the first 
girlfriend I’ve had with a lot of hair on her arms and that she should wax 
them. There was a smudge on her top lip, so I looked closer. OUT OF 
SUGAR, it said in tiny writing, but that’s ridiculous. She can just buy some. 



Marcel Unchained  
By Ray Nessly 
 
Street mime in white face and white gloves, trapped in invisible box. Tip 

jar empty. Marcel’s solo, dancing the tango now, teeth clenching ephemeral 
rose. Passersby pass him by. 

He shackles his arms and legs. Imaginary handcuffs, intangible chains. 
The padlock’s but a ghost. The blindfold? Real. 

Master of silence, in bundle on sidewalk, struggling like Houdini. 
Tap-tap down the sidewalk goes a cane, tap-tap against the tip jar, tap-

tap against Marcel’s noggin. 
“Ow!” 
“Sorry ‘bout that!” the blind man says, reaching into his pocket. He 

fingers his coins, finds just the right one, and plunks it into Marcel’s jar. 



Cliff Diving  
By  Kate Tooley 
 
Beneath the thin dead layer and the one that bleeds — beneath the 

insulation and the muscle — my bones that should be hard are throbbing. 
What is solid threatens suddenly to break, or bend, or blow holes in my skin, 
all because I am afraid to jump. Under my feet, a hundred textures shift: 
rough bits of granite, a gauzy layer of dirt-colored dirt worn fine by the wind 
that has been blowing since we came, half-digested pieces of pine straw and 
leaf. I can feel all of it through thick calluses. 

Because I am terrified. 
I am a great reader of statistics and trivia. I know about surface tension 

and the fact that most people who jump from the golden gate bridge have all 
their organs ripped loose; acquire their own open circulatory system. Except 
it doesn’t work as well in people as in grasshoppers, but that’s not really 
what I’m thinking right now; it’s an afterthought: what I think I should be 
thinking. What I think, is that the world is so beautiful from up here, so 
foreign. How the snarled pine trees looking like angels; how very clean the 
air is at this height; and how pale the sun looks; how it seems to have been 
smudged a little, from the center out. Not like the sun underwater. Water 
shatters, pulls the blaze to pieces. The light becomes absorbed and part of 
something else – part of us, one of us, born in water and slowed by it. 

Down in the water I will be diffused and absorbed — myself again – but 
now my skin is burning. I can see that glaze of red across my arms already, 
and I am drying out. My mouth hurts, and all the things I want to say, sing, 
laugh out of myself are pressed down. They seem unimportant when stacked 
against the pain of shaping my lips or moving my tongue now swollen with 
this heat. 

You are behind me. You have, it seems, found shade up here, and can 
still speak. You, I cannot look at, cannot touch. If I did, my insides would 
tear away long before I hit the water. You, whose loss will wound me 
irreparably; you, the reason I haven’t pulled my feet off of this granite ledge. 
You, like the wind and the clearness of the sun, were born, like me, out of the 
water, and like me have become terrestrial, lost your gills — sacrificing one 
thing for another, like some medieval drudge bargaining at market. “I give 
you this good watch dog for two bolts of cloth.” Do you think sometimes at 
night she misses that old dog at her feet? Or does a new shawl cancel out the 
loss? I think her shoulders are warm but her feet cold. 



The wind has dropped. I cannot breathe at all in this dry heat. At the 
very edge, the brink, the foothold is simpler. The jump seems shorter viewed 
through grainy rock. 



The Window on the Top Floor  
By B.C. Witmer 
 
The dog abandons me to another room, and I’m alone with the sky, but it 

doesn’t look blue or even yellow like it’s supposed to. It’s a white wall of 
Nothing. It is resplendent and terrible, as if Nothing was trying to fill up my 
room like a rising tide, gradually pushing me into a corner, where I’ll hold 
my last breath — as one always does before drowning — and savor it like the 
last spoonful of dessert; and when my lungs finally burst, I’ll heave Nothing 
in and out of my chest, and it will fill my body and replace my organs with 
its radiant self. There’s a humming in my ears like the sound numbness 
makes, and I’m not sure that I’ve been swallowed whole save for the faint 
glow of Nothing under my skin. 

A cloud drags across the window and somehow it’s whiter than the 
white Nothing beyond it. A thumb over a camera lens, it ruins the Nothing, 
and I’m myself again with my organs returned and skin that doesn’t glow. I 
rub my eyes, and like flashes of lightning, I see the neon white square of 
Nothing framed in dark windowpanes dancing across the walls and floor, a 
temporary tattoo of light on my retinas that fades with time and shadow and 
the lick of a tongue on my cheek, the thud of a tail against my knee. 

How easily there is Something to keep me here. 



Incentered  
By Lorin Drexler 
 
It began with blood layers, a virgin cry. The neon war vehicle sent 

trolloping through earthlike labyrinth in helmet, prophesying the wintry 
embryonic layer of the vessel. If one could portray caravan-adding needles to 
hay, one should never breach the pulpit and gallantly call to the universe. 

The gesturing derby albino waves the flag in dart play, “Dig you 
unforgivable wretches, dig!” — green torrid gas hyperventilating the beast’s 
anus, and this is how procreation procures? — “Now swim, you fools!” 

As each of the jelly inhabitants trudge like racing glue, unapparently in 
larvae state, the sheer rivet of their surviving will flushes their insipid bowels 
in dash to gain haste from god’s butterfly opponent. They snigger at their 
creator and live entire spans equivalent to human earth lives in a period of 
grumbling thump — the slosh of low-frequency moan. The incumbent doom 
crops up in jest as they nudge in race: fall in love, have babes, become 
friends, enemies, entreat, entrench, build monoliths, name prophetics, 
persecute, damnate, have gods and be gods, and ultimately, watch their god 
wipe snot of their distant cousin. 

They once came to understand relatives of the bang … 
More than a sound of ripple incandescent, sent traveling through 

monuments of noble merit and that forsaken. And upon forsaken — 
forsakable withstood — born was one, beyond the star, bled into a steaming 
liquefaction, versing through the atomic galaxy, invising and relentless, 
insatiating that which once halfling becomes full zygote. 

It wasn’t riches that became of him, the straddling babe flinging tears 
into secular blackness. He grew up, grew strong, and grew old: fell in love, 
had babes, became friends, enemies, entreated, entrenched, built monoliths, 
named prophetics, persecuted, damnated, had gods, and been god. A sewn 
emblem left dangling from his rag. 

Upon knowing life and being life, his destination trudged forward, 
returning to its original cocoon: a zippered white undone in capsulated 
catacomb. His hand reached for the rectangle fastener, wrenching as he 
dragged the thick metal incisors. And just then peering out, like the rife of 
countless infinites before, the old man realized he had made it to the sea. He 
let out a wondrous moan that even in further eye settled the mountain’s 
query. 

Shimmering from blankets trap, his wings burst the seams — the 
lustrous bird stammering his chest to the sky. His heart bleeding as it once 



did upon previous sleeve. The old man made it to the sea. His wings spread 
and beams set flicker to pews of orange and violet arrays. Traveling deeper 
and deeper into the gust, pulled into the orphan planet, he flew. He flew into 
the sun. 



When Chicago Fell Over  
By Matthew C. Douglas 
 
When Chicago fell over, there was a long stretch of silence. El trains with 

no tracks to grind, desolation muted cab horns and bus brakes. In Loop 
offices and eateries, conversations turned to stone or were smothered by it. 
The business of business stopped. 

But then a thousand Gold Coast toy dogs squealed under the weight of 
Grecian marble shards, and things started moving again. Downtown, dazed 
survivors with stiff Midwest upper lips crawled from underneath piles of 
brick. Rats joined them. A street preacher climbed to the top of the ruins of a 
popular cathedral and insisted, through the shrill feedback of a cheap 
speaker, that he’d warned us this would happen. He scattered handfuls of 
pamphlets down below. Grateful, people used them to dab their missing 
limbs. 

As the last of the debris settled, The Bean wobbled along the remnants of 
Michigan Avenue like a giant drunken cashew. It crushed a bewildered 
family of Iowans who, trying in vain to interpret a map with no landmarks to 
orient them, hadn’t been paying attention. 

On nearby Dearborn Street, professional women hastily made up their 
scorched faces, sputtering blood bubbles through bouts of vocal fry. Twenty-
something bankers, mostly dying, moaned about microbrews and Michigan 
football statistics. One of them struggled to Instagram a photo of the street 
sign jutting from his abdomen, but networks were down, and he couldn’t 
find his breath. A  cyclist, with a badly singed beard, shouted at him to get 
out of the bike lane. 

Meanwhile, the still-ambulatory shifted their focus to survivors stuck in 
the smoldering rubble. A large group of arts-school students roamed the 
oblivion, chanting energetically that Buried Lives Matter, while  a cohort of 
responsibly concerned psychotherapists called down to survivors, wailing in 
agony under smoldering asphalt, to acknowledge that they must be having a 
very difficult time and to encourage them to keep sharing. Nearby, a vagrant 
pulled a woman to safety. She pressed a low-calorie dessert bar into his palm 
and swore that’s all she had. 

Others weren’t so lucky. A lawyer near Daley Plaza was severed at the 
waist. When he looked down toward his feet, he strenuously objected, and 
pleaded with God to set his death over to a future date. 

 



On State Street, itinerant junkies all started to kick at the same time. They 
squatted in foxhole prayer and shit themselves. The fetid goop oozed toward 
Wabash Avenue and drowned a trapped Lithuanian jeweler who’d been 
searching for a better life. 

Near City Hall, a group of engineers with identical bald spots surveyed 
the damage. They crouched over a broken cinder block and debated how 
best to piece it back together. The damage on the South Side was unknown. 
They hadn’t thought to check. 

I wandered, at once aimless and deliberate. I met an Asian monk who 
bowed and handed me a gold amulet. We prayed briefly and uncomfortably. 
He clasped my hand and implored me to donate ten dollars. I gave him two 
and swore that’s all I had. 



The Swamp  
By Kristina England 
 
My older sister holds up a banana peel, some of its threads dangling. 

“You shouldn’t throw these away immediately. You should let them sit.” 
“Why?” 
“Because you need to slip, fall feet first into the mouth of a bull, 

contemplate what that feels like. This mandarin will help you do that.” 
I smell citrus, blink, and she’s gone. So are the remnants of my breakfast, 

except for the pulp. I flip through a large binder that only has one idea 
throughout, the same philosophy that gets me dressed in skirt-less suits on 
weekdays to claw my way through cubicles only to find every office 
occupied by lethargic bulls. 

I decide to eat an invisible fruit. It is fleshy, not like my screwdriver 
arms. It’s better for the little man inside who pokes at the last waves of my 
waterbed belly. He used to be my mother, shaking her head at my dog-like 
appetite, but since, he’s morphed into every steer I know. 

My older sister reappears, grinding an accordion, her dress made of 
buttons, her hands stuck to the box with stitched staples. 

I cover my ears. “You should oil that.”  
“It’s not meant to sound good. None of it is.” 
“Go play your menstruating tune to someone else. It’s not my problem 

you can’t keep any fish.” 
Her face streams into a pond, the rest of her body positioning itself in 

disappointment.  
“Why already in your pajamas?” my younger sister asks. She is the 

shadow at the end of a lit room. She was eaten by wolves in my mother’s 
stomach. So was my younger brother, though he came out alive and 
permanently confused. He does not make his way into my head. He has 
nothing to prove. 

I pull on a pink evening gown; cover my face in glitter. Then, I spill 
apple juice all over my feet, let it morph into a baby. 

“Is that better?” I ask. 
“Where is the steering wheel?” my sisters bellow. 
“I am the wheel.” 
The man in my stomach barks with anger. I rummage through the 

refrigerator, get to cracking, fizzing, stomp him out with a greasy egg 
sandwich.  



“I don’t need a driver. I never needed the apple juice either. Why is the 
floor so gosh darn perfect?” 

I take a shovel from my spine, start smashing at tiles. The baby cries in 
the sink. He is real. He is very, very real, so I hand him to a woman who 
looks like my older sister. She stops grinding, turns into a trumpet. 

I go back to the kitchen, keep digging until I splinter my spine, hit jellied 
rock, and cave through, my own pond a swamp, murky, thick, polluted by 
the eyes of others. I let myself sink in, find no bananas, no mandarins, no 
over-compressed accordions, or bulls, but even in the bog, I can hear a baby 
crying my name. 

 



Daybreak  
By Roberto Carcache Flores 
 
It was only a few hours before dawn, before the public could admire his 

craft, and so the labyrinth maker stood before his masterpiece. Although he 
could not see the entirety of his work from this vantage point, the maker 
knew the precise age, size, and roughness of every slab he’d used. His design 
was just as painfully chiseled in his memory.  

The labyrinth maker felt a soft breeze, imperceptible to anyone else, so 
he closed his eyes and followed this whisper deep into his creation. Each 
twist and bend pierced through his wordless reverie as the sun began to rise 
and the breeze became even fainter.  

Dead ends,  
No.  
This way,  
Turn, turn, turn.  
All at once, the breeze came back and swept the labyrinth maker off his 

feet.  

 



Ax and Lilac  
By Kirsten Webb 
 
Ax rides around on a rusty bicycle with an enormous cardboard box 

around her, full of everything she needs. “Like some kind of wheelie-snail,” 
the man who sets fire to the wicks in the streetlamps grumbles when he sees 
her. The box has a waist-sized hole cut out of the bottom so that Ax can stick 
her legs through it to pedal. Pasted to the inside of the box are hundreds of 
sheets of paper, thousands, bunched and torn and stacked like layers of skin. 
Sometimes Ax gets off her bicycle, tottering until the box steadies, then she 
sits down on the ground, where there, inside the box, she scribbles down the 
thought she’s just had. Catches and carves it hard into paper. Then she glues 
it up with the rest. Slaps it onto the wall. Gets to her feet. Balances her 
cardboard world around her. Pedals away.  

Lilac’s memory is white sound, grey space, blurred images of equal 
quality and saturation. He had once moonlit as a sculptor who twisted wires 
and affixed them to dangling steel balls in a likeness of the universe, but 
now, that’s faded too, and his hair has grown long.  

Every night while Ax is curled up asleep in her portable cardboard 
hovel, Lilac creeps up to it, takes a few scraps of paper, and then walks away 
quickly down the block. In a narrow shadowed alley with Ax’s words in his 
lap, he sits and reads them aloud. He tries to enter them, for if he could, 
they’d enter him too and fill his blood with the certainty it had forgotten it 
was missing. Lilac doesn’t tell Ax about this. He doesn’t tell her anything. 
He grows his hair and reads. 

Soon the layers of papers in Ax’s box become thick, deep, giant scabs of 
memory. She has only a tiny portal to see through, and she tries not to crash 
into lampposts and stop signs. The bicycle creaks like old bones. The box sags.  

Early one morning, the air barely breathing, Ax runs out of paper. 
Unable to burrow out of the tangle of words, she begins to write on herself. 
Lilac creeps up to the box, and quietly, so quietly, he begins to push papers 
aside until he can see the scrawling on her skin. He needs to see what’s past 
it, needs to dig beneath and speak Ax’s words straight into her without the 
interruption of skin and bones rattling against each other. He will bypass the 
machinery, the bureaucracy, so that he becomes indistinguishable from her 
subconscious. Lilac begins to slice into the box, slowly, his eyes wild, his 
mouth agape.  

Ax’s eyes open. She looks straight at him. 



A Hummingbird Trapped In an Hourglass  
By Jeremy Joseph Light 
 
Today, I will fall off of the diving board. I will make a deal-breaking 

typo, take two or three extra painkillers, slip in the shower, have a micro 
seizure during sex. I will put my laptop, tablet, and three outfits into my 
backpack, get dropped off at the train station and go back to California, visit 
my older and slightly creepy siblings, immediately complain about not being 
satiated.  

It’s never enough. 
Please sir, can I have some more? I’m twisting like Oliver, playing the 

pipe organ with hands full of raw liver and an ill-fitting cape. No one can be 
quite sure if it’s more of a Phantom cape or a super hero disguise. 

I’ll return your look of disgust with a tiny porcelain potato. You can 
carry it up and down the Pacific Coastal Highway, chew on its industrial 
strength skin like you chew away at my confidence.  

Sky Father hits rewind . . . I’m back on the diving board.  
I sit down for fifteen minutes in complete silence. I’m scared and choose 

to climb back down the ladder into the twelve-dimensional lucid 
nightmare of shame that is visiting a public pool. The chlorine still burns my 
eyes. I plug my umbilical cord into the neighbor’s once stylish toaster, and 
the entire Holy Quran is uploaded to my consciousness.  

I feel relieved. For once, I know the truth with a capital T. We dig in the 
sand. There are now one-hundred sacred names for each of us. A bird takes a 
single grain of sand from the palm of my hand, slowly flies to the moon, and 
gently drops it. It then returns to my hand to take another grain of sand, and 
it turns out that when each grain of sand is taken and a new beach is 
created that it only takes a blink of an eye when considering the length of 
eternity.  

Eternity is maddeningly seamless. 



Deep Clean  
By GJ Hart 
 
Built on the flood plain of a poisoned river that slides across google 

maps like snot, Goldings Estate is the kind of place you end up when hell 
shakes its head. No one wants to be there, least of all Danny. He moves past 
houses mean as cracked knuckles and pulls up opposite number 42. 

As he waits, he picks up a laminated folder from the passenger seat and 
reads aloud, “The Zylex 4000 combines powerful systems to offer a whole 
new dimension in deep cleaning. The Zylex 4000 features our patented 
vertical, revolving brush technology. . .” 

He sees a car turn into the driveway, so he pulls the Zylex of the rear seat 
and gets out.  

Danny greets the homeowner on the doorstep and follows him inside. 
He’s already rung ahead, flung the guy a deal he can’t throw back. 

Danny sets up in the lounge, fitting the bag, unwinding the cord. 
“You from round here?” asks the man.  
“Used to be,” says Danny, “Used to play here, before the estate was built, 

when it was all marshland.” 
Danny peddles the Zylex and it roars into life. He moves from room to 

room, covering every inch of floor. The man follows behind, intrigued and 
impressed by his diligence. 

“They blow in from the river banks,” shouts the man above the noise, 
pointing toward the dandelion seeds that dust the carpet like light snow. 

Danny ignores him. He forces the Zylex hard into the pile. He 
remembers how the bolt had sprung from the homemade bow, how it had 
passed through him as if he was already a ghost. The treetops shook as he 
stumbled through tears, gathering up armfuls of dandelions. He’d blown til 
he was nothing but knots, but the wind rose and the air turned to fog 
anyway. He’d returned later with a shovel and dug til the sun tapped his 
back. 

Danny stops, breathing hard. The man is beaming. “I’m sold,” he says, 
“I’ll get the money.”  

“I’ll get the paperwork,” says Danny. He packs up, hurries from the 
house, throws the Zylex in the boot, and accelerates away. 

He stops at a park on the outskirts of the airport and walks beneath the 
trees. Once out of sight, he lays the hoover bag down, bends over it, and guts 
it with a car key. He sifts slowly through the soft, white filth, smelling it, 



touching it to his tongue. When he’s done, he pounds the bag into earth and 
smashes the Zylex with the heel of his shoe. 



If You Want To Be A Trapeze Artist  
By Alina Stefanescu 
 
If you want to be a trapeze artist, you have to start carving out a niche 

early. Start with stilts at a neighborhood bbq when you are eight. Start 
referring to twine to as a tool and to your pinky fingers as reliable 
implements. Start steeling yourself against the sharp sting of shins scraping 
blacktop because there is more. Skinned knees are precursors. Your first 
orgasm behind the cherry oak dresser is only a fragment of things to come. 

Your parents will likely cross their arms and say that you’re so good 
with numbers, why not be a math person, why not make a career of it. Your 
parents will use the word career like a chainsaw blurring too close to your 
exposed earlobe. You will have to say no thank you. You will have to say I’ll 
consider it. You may have to lie in earnest. Ultimately, you will be forced to 
hiss: Put that word away. 

And: The way you swing that noun is dangerous. 
And: Can I have ice-skating lessons as my birthday present this year? 
Friends will make fun of you in the school parking lot. After a while, 

they will come to accept the things you say. At worst, they may blush and 
look away.  

Friends will encourage you to down shots of Jägermeister and cultivate 
crushes.  

Friends will say, isn’t so and so soooooooooooo cute, and I think he likes 
you.  

Friends will say you’re lucky when a senior linebacker invites you to 
prom.  

Friends will say you’re psycho when you turn down the senior for a 
circus-tent magic show.  

But you will know better. 
Aren’t you the one who wants to be a trapeze artist? 
Aren’t you the one who wakes up with feathers stiff around your 

shoulder blades? 
You are.  
Yes, you are the one who ties herself to the headboard so that the girl 

with wings can’t do anything crazy. Like maybe fly the fuck away. 



Old Man and Shoe  
By Tom Whalen 
 
An old man was in love with a shoe but didn’t know what to do. Sex 

with a shoe, I mean, hey, even sex at my age with anything … but still …   
The shoe, by the way, wasn’t his shoe — it’s not like he could make free 

with it — but the shoe of his neighbor. As to whom the foot the shoe 
belonged, he lusted after it, too, and with it he also didn’t know what to do 
for the same reason. Sex with a foot, I mean, hey, even sex with any part 
these days … but still … 

One day at the bus stop, he blurted out his feelings to the shoe, which 
didn’t know what to do either until the head attached to the foot that lived in 
the shoe told the foot to tell the shoe what to do, i.e. ask the idiot to marry it. 

They marry and move to the edge of town into a house shaped like an 
old woman’s high-top, which acts as an aphrodisiac to the newlyweds. The 
old man’s passion for the shoe and the foot and the body to which the foot is 
attached is insatiable, and soon they have so many children he doesn’t know 
what to do.   

The mind manufactured from the electro-chemicals in the brain housed 
in the old man’s head reasons the only way to save the object of his affection 
and their progeny is to do away with himself — manner unspecified — 
which he does, leaving children scampering riotously in and out of the 
house’s eyelets, dangling from laces, scraping dirty feet on the underside of 
the tongue; and in the kitchen, its drawers and cabinets agape, their mother, 
distraught, exhausted, perhaps even demented. 
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Apocrypha and Abstractions is a not-for-profit Journal. Our simple mission 
is to continue to support the arts and the artists by promoting the reading 
and the writing of experimental fiction. We thank our writers for their 
contributions and our readers for their support. 

 

http://apocryphaandabstractions.wordpress.com/
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Flash_fiction


Volume VI Contributors 
 

Kit Maude is a translator based in Buenos Aires. 
 
Brian Wright lives in Ireland with his wife and two sleepy Pit Bulls who 
were rescued from a dog pound. All four moved to Ireland from New York 
about six months ago. Brian was an advertising executive but found the 
purposeful deceit and long hours disheartening. He walked out of what had 
become a trap and hasn’t looked back. 
 
Chloe Wicklund is ordinary. She hates Jon Bon Jovi. She likes absurdist 
fiction. She’s searching for the platonic form of a cardboard box, but who 
isn’t these days? 
 
Christina Dalcher was born when Sinclair, Steinbeck, and Kerouac still 
walked the earth. She drinks Glenmorangie neat — just like that highlander 
dude. 
 
David S. Golding teaches peace studies and international development in 
Sri Lanka. After teaching, he takes a crowded night train out to the coastal 
fishing village where he lives. 
 
John Knych labors in restaurants during the day and grapples with the pen 
at night. By “grapple with the pen” he means that he likes to juggle. By “likes 
to juggle” he means that he practices trickery. By “practices trickery” he 
means that he doesn’t labor in restaurants and his bio is a joke. 
 
Rupprecht Mayer was born near Salzburg. After some twenty years living 
and working in Taiwan, Beijing, and Shanghai, he resettled in SE Bavaria. He 
translates Chinese literature and writes short prose. 
 
Mary Casey lives in the Blue Ridge Mountains of Virginia and misses the 
ocean. Her poetry can be found at Pidgeonholes and Everyday Poetry 
magazines and prose at Everyday Fiction. 
 
Anton Rose lives in Durham, U.K., with his wife and their very fluffy dog. 
He writes fiction and poetry, and his work has appeared in a number of print 
and online journals. Find him at antonrose.com or @antonjrose 
 



Lou Gaglia’s short story collection, Poor Advice, received the 2015 New 
Apple Literary Award for Short Story Fiction. His stories have appeared or 
will soon appear in Menda City Review, Serving House Journal, Halfway 
Down the Stairs, Thrice Fiction, and elsewhere. Lou is a long-time teacher 
and T’ai Chi Ch’uan practitioner who still feels like a beginner. 
 
Meredith Drake worked as a newspaper journalist and as a writer for 
several universities. Now she works at her local library in a rural village in 
western New York and has the pleasure of daily conversations with actual 
readers. 
 
Ray Nessly hails from Seattle and lives near San Diego with his wife and 
their two cats. He is forever at work on a novel: If A Machine Lands In The 
Forest. He hopes its publication precedes that of his obituary. He has been 
published in Literary Orphans, Thrice Fiction, Boston Literary Magazine, 
Apocrypha & Abstractions, MadHat Lit, Yellow Mama, Do Some Damage, 
and places nobody’s ever heard of. 
 
Kate Tooley is a writer, director, and actor living in Brooklyn, New York. 
She loves good scotch and long walks on the beach, but can afford neither, 
generally substituting cheap beer and a good long wander down Eastern 
Parkway. She has lived up and down the east coast, and acquired a degree in 
Drama and a taste for literary debate from the University of Virginia. She has 
been writing compulsively since she was seven; however, most of her early 
work has been lost due to appalling penmanship. She occasionally dabbles in 
scarf juggling. 
 
B.C. Witmer is co-editor of the 99 Pine Street literary journal 
(99PineStreet.com). She has been previously published in The Golden Key, 
Whole Beast Rag, Xenith, and elsewhere. Her work was also featured in the 
2015 No You Tell It! reading series in NYC. 
 
Lorin Drexler is an American writer, music producer, singer, guitarist, and 
songwriter. Currently residing in Phoenix, Arizona, and rooted from the 
windy city of Chicago, he graduated Columbia College with a bachelor’s 
degree in creative writing. Art truly is the writing and the ritual of his 
practice. His work has appeared in tNY Press, LitroNY, and Vine Leaves 
Literary Journal. 
 
 



Matthew C. Douglas graduated with a B.A. from Florida State University’s 
Creative Writing program. He lives in vibrant and/or disastrously inclement 
downtown Chicago, Illinois, where he practices criminal and civil litigation 
and teaches undergraduate courses in law. He can be found online at 
www.matthewcdouglas.com  
 
Kristina England resides in Worcester, Massachusetts. Her writing has been 
published in several magazines, including Gargoyle, Silver Birch Press, and 
Story Shack Magazine. https://kristinadengland.wordpress.com/  
 
Roberto Carcache Flores is a Salvadoran writer working on his first novel. 
He likes to express his silences through poetry and everything else in prose. 
Sometimes he believes he is not a real person, but this is nothing to get 
worked up about. 
 
Kirsten Webb is a writer, artist, sound-maker, adventurer, and Yale 
graduate based in northwest Oregon. Her writing has appeared in Ode/The 
Intelligent Optimist, Elephant Journal, and Short, Fast, and Deadly. 
http://innervisible.wordpress.com  
 
Jeremy Light is a flash fiction and short story writer as well as an editor at 
two well-known literary journals. His work has been published in Flash 
Fiction Magazine and is forthcoming in Hindered Souls. Jeremy lives in 
(haunted) Wisconsin. He can be found at http://www.horrorlit.org  
 
GJ Hart currently lives and works in Brixton, London and has been 
published or soon will be in The Harpoon Review, Jersey Devil Press, 99 Pine 
Street, The Jellyfish Review, Foliate Oak, The Legendary, The Eunoia Review 
and others. http://gjhart.com  
 
Alina Stefanescu was born in Romania, raised in Alabama, and reared by 
the love-ghost of Tom Waits and Hannah Arendt. Among her pivotal 
accomplishments remains the moment when her second grade teacher at 
Holy Spirit Catholic School told Alina’s parents that she had “potential.” 
Despite her lack of Catholicism. 
 
Tom Whalen lives in Stuttgart, Germany, where he, too, doesn’t know what 
to do. http://www.tomwhalen.com  
 

 

http://www.matthewcdouglas.com/
https://kristinadengland.wordpress.com/
http://innervisible.wordpress.com/
http://www.horrorlit.org/
http://gjhart.com/
http://www.tomwhalen.com/


Head Fiction Editor 
 

Cheryl Anne Gardner is a hopeless dark romantic, lives in a haunted house, 
and often channels the spirits of Poe, Kafka, and de Sade. She prefers writing 
novellas and flash fiction to writing bios because she always seems to forget 
what point of view she is in. When she isn’t writing, she likes to chase 
marbles on a glass floor, eat lint, play with sharp objects, and make 
taxidermy dioramas with dead flies. Her writing has been described as 
“beautifully grotesque,” her characters “deliciously disturbed.” She has five 
novellas and one short fiction collection in print, and her short fiction has 
been published in dozens of journals including Dustbin, Hobo Pancakes, 
Change Seven, Pure Slush, Foliate Oak, Danse Macabre, and at The Molotov 
Cocktail among many others. 

 
http://twistedknickerspublications.wordpress.com  
 

She is also the administrative muscle behind this site. So if you want to leave 
her a message, you will have to leave it with the nurse at the front desk. 
Visiting hours are over. Apocrypha.Abstractions (at) gmail.com 

 
Return to Table of Contents 
 

http://twistedknickerspublications.wordpress.com/

	A&A Volume VI
	Copyright
	Chutneynomics 
	Wolves 
	The Emperor of Women 
	Eleven Cigarettes 
	I am Lazarus 
	Perceive, Progress 
	Smoke and Kiss 
	The Doctors 
	Drive 
	Across the Sea 
	Signals 
	Cut Here 
	Marcel Unchained 
	Cliff Diving 
	The Window on the Top Floor 
	Incentered 
	When Chicago Fell Over 
	The Swamp 
	Daybreak 
	Ax and Lilac 
	A Hummingbird Trapped In an Hourglass 
	If You Want To Be A Trapeze Artist 
	Old Man and Shoe 
	About Apocrypha and Abstractions
	Volume VI Contributors
	Head Fiction Editor




