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Letter from The Editor 

Welcome to the inaugural issue of Final Cut Zine! 

 

I am absolutely overjoyed with the fact that my little project has become reality, and so 

grateful to everyone who has submitted their work and trusted me with their writing and 

art. 

 

I hope that you all enjoy this issue – and happy Halloween! 

 

Grace Alice Evans 

EIC 
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In Horror Movies | Briar Ripley Page 
 

 

The girls are always murdered, or murderers, or monsters. Sometimes they’re more than 

one of those things, or all three at once.  

 The girls are usually not little children, but they are usually not past their early 

twenties, either. 

 Growing up when you are a girl, or shaped like one, means getting murdered, or 

murdering someone, or changing into a monster.  

 You lose your baby teeth and your fangs grow in. There is so much more blood. 

Clumps of dark, wrinkled matter disgorge themselves from your body in gouts of red 

syrup. It is a rite of passage. A coming of age narrative. Red streaks your blonde hair, or 

your white ribbons, or your pink tulle. Your black hair hides the blood, or your red dress 

hides it, your red lipstick, your long black sleeves, the long muddy hem of your white 

nightgown. Your skin is too hot, or too cold; we can tell that even through a one-way 

observation window in the county asylum, or through a TV screen. There is something 

wrong with you.  

 Being a girl is what’s wrong with you, and it is also the stark, ironic contrast to the 

wrongness. 

 Cheap plastic barrettes studded with glitter, shaped like butterflies and flowers. A 

rusty scalpel. A sharp and deadly axe hefted in two small, delicate hands. A swarm of 

insects pushing out from a sweet little cupid’s-bow mouth, all hunger and humming, 

blocking the light.  

 They are afraid of you because you make them want to hurt you. They hate you  
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because you make them want to hurt you. They want to fuck you because they’re afraid of  

you, and because they hate you, and because your flesh is ripe and pinchable, because your 

teeth are small brilliant seeds. And those teeth could, at any moment, sprout into long 

brilliant knives. They can never tell for sure what might happen.  

 You’re safest to them dead. If you’re a pretty corpse oozing from a slit in your throat. 

If you’re a skeleton in a bridal gown in a pine box. If you’re blue-lipped under the water 

with pearls for eyes. Then they can make you anything they want you to be. They can make 

you a tragedy and a lesson. They do not have to deal with your body’s propensity to change 

in unpredictable ways. 

 Decay is predictable. And there are preservatives to keep your body pliant and fresh. 

 If you survive, or resurrect yourself, it will be in blood and pain and fear. What 

you’ve been through inflicted back threefold on the whole outside world. Maybe you will 

come for them with pointed, inch-long incisors. Maybe you will come for them with piano 

wire and a straight razor. Maybe you will come for them through a haunted video tape. 

Gore-soaked and angry in a fancy gown. Covered in bristling thorns of hair and seething 

skin, no longer recognizable as anything human, or female. With all the power of your 

unsound mind and thwarted heart. With power no girl should ever access. With power that 

comes from being a girl, or from having been a girl, once.  

 Childhood ends, when it ends, in carnage.  
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The Concept of Monstrosity in Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein | Evelína Kolářová 

 

 

The work Frankenstein as a canonical work of English literary tradition has sparked many 

interests among literary scholars for its original depiction of the picture of monstrosity. It 

presents a view of society in relation to the concept of monstrosity which through the 

exposure of the society to an extreme case – or rather real specimen – of monstrosity i.e. a 

real monster itself exposes the true nature of human society. Quintessential enough is the 

implication of the text that the monster – this expression is to be read in quotation marks 

throughout the whole essay – is not the real evil. Frankenstein thus presents a critical view of 

society where monstrosity creeps around the corner on everyday basis.  

 Starting from the concrete examples of the occurrences of monstrosity, the text 

presents countless examples in the personality traits of the characters of the narrative of 

what it means to be a monster.  

 As one of the traits being showed, a rather consequential depiction lies in the deeds 

of mischief. A monster being arrogant or ignorant to the laws of human society and its 

moral virtues is likely to commit crimes or at least non-exemplary deeds. On Frankenstein’s 

part it is the creation of a creature functioning on the basis of human physiology with the 

same anatomy and with the gift of reason, a creation non-according to the laws of nature 

and made by a single man, that can serve as an example of this phenomenon. On the part 

of the monster, it is the murders which it has committed and the burning of the cottage of 

its former residence. The burning is presented in the text as shown in the following extract: 

“The wind fanned the fire, and the cottage was quickly enveloped by the flames, which 

clung to it and licked it with their forked and destroying tongues” (Shelley 166).  
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 Another trait contributing to the image of monstrosity is solitude. Being corrupted 

and evil beings, it is natural that any other being possessing at least a sliver of decency or 

moral qualities would keep distance from them. Again, the text presents a parallel of this 

phenomenon both on Frankenstein’s and on the monster’s side. Frankenstein expresses 

himself concerning this issue in the following extract: “… solitude was my only 

consolation—deep, dark, deathlike solitude” (Shelley 101).  

 What also depicts the concept of monstrosity is Frankenstein’s arrogance and 

ignorance shown when he creates a human-like being, thus playing god by creating life. 

One can infer the arrogance and belief in the superiority of men and the self-esteem of 

science believing that it is on its peak and has discovered every secret endowed within the 

canvas of mysteries of the universe.  

 Lastly, a trait tied to the previous one, i.e. Frankenstein’s later abandonment and 

neglect of his own creation contributes to the whole image of monstrosity presented in this 

work. From the first moment in this world, the monster experienced neglect from his own 

creator. Later when confronted, Frankenstein exclaims: “‘Begone! I will not hear you. 

There can be no community between you and me; we are enemies. Begone, or let us try our 

strength in a fight, in which one must fall’” (Shelley 114).  

 On more abstract terms, the image of monstrosity unveils itself by presenting a 

perspective of the society within which it is entailed. As the text implies, monstrosity is not 

exclusive to the monster or to his creator. It shows itself by the committing of fatal crimes 

or smaller deeds of mischief throughout the whole text.  

  Being created as a human-like creature still inhuman in its looks, the monster 

inherently instantly radiates an unpleasant halo around itself and consequently faces great 

amount of prejudice. The prejudice even ventures as far as total lack of sympathy or will to  
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consider his character, as shown in the following example: “I have good dispositions; my 

life has been hitherto harmless and in some degree beneficial; but a fatal prejudice clouds  

their eyes, and where they ought to see a feeling and kind friend, they behold only a 

detestable monster” (Shelley 159). This prejudice may be inferred to represent hypocrisy, 

considering how the exposure to such an extreme example of monstrosity only amplifies 

the monstrosity of human beings.  

 Monstrosity of the society is also shown in its unjust nature. An unjust society is 

e.g. fit to condemn an innocent lady to death, as was the case of Justine. The trial and the 

fate of Justine was gravely affected by superficiality and the blindness of ignorance. It was 

enough that she showed peculiar behaviour and that there were not many testimonies in 

her favour due to the opinion of the majority being against her innocence for her innocent 

nature to become spoiled solely based on those circumstances. As she was innocent but 

could not present any evidence proving her case, her death was unjust and completely 

unnecessary.  

Daniel Cottom in his essay claims that it was Justine’s inferior status as a servant 

which hindered her on her way of defending herself: “… Justine’s inability to defend her 

innocence against the accusation of murder is more than sufficient testimony to her 

inferior status” (67). The society depicted in Frankenstein is therefore not only unjust, for its 

non-justified condemnation of an innocent woman, but also superficial as it places great 

importance on the social status of its people, while it also shows signs of class-based 

discrimination.  

However, Justine was not the only victim of injustice. The monster suffered its 

impact throughout its whole existence. It faced prejudice and neglect from humans while 

the only thing it wanted was to be sympathised with. It condemns humankind guilty in this 

utterance: “Was there no injustice in this? Am I to be thought the only criminal, when all  
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humankind sinned against me?” (Shelley 275). Peter Brooks comments upon this 

phenomenon and supports this claim in the following extract: “The story of his education  

is a classic study of right natural instinct perverted and turned evil by the social milieu…” 

(600). The way of treating the monster sheds light on how society treats the different, how 

compassionate and inclusive it is, thus proving the case of its unjust nature.  

 In another representation of monstrosity, superficiality takes its toll and presents 

itself in the form of racism based on religion. This phenomenon is shown in the narration 

of the process with the Turkish merchant. The text says as follows: “The injustice of his 

sentence was very flagrant; all Paris was indignant; and it was judged that his religion and 

wealth rather than the crime alleged against him had been the cause of his condemnation” 

(Shelley 144). The picture of superficiality is clearly conveyed in this example and works on 

the basis of discrimination and unjust condemnation based on religious beliefs and on the 

social status of the condemned rather than on working with pieces of factual evidence, thus 

resulting in another display of injustice of the society capable of such condemnation.  

 A display of monstrosity is also conveyed through the application of the mirror 

phenomenon by introducing a real monster, an extreme case of monstrosity. Its presence 

reflects and mirrors the actual monstrosity hidden behind it. The fact that the actual 

monster of the story is not the real evil is evident if one considers its character and 

determining conditions. It was neglected its whole life and rejected even by its own creator. 

This resulted in it not receiving essential education and in it not being introduced to the 

basic laws of the human world. It was self-taught and one can hardly blame it based on lack 

of experience and guidance.  

 In conclusion, the concept of monstrosity depicted in Frankenstein is presented both 

on concrete and on abstract terms. The concrete terms being the traits of the characters of 

the narrative, one is presented with the trait of being apt to perform evil deeds, the ability  
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to participate in the creation of a human-like creature and thus playing god, and later 
abandonment and neglect of this creature by its own creator. As for the abstract concept of  

monstrosity presented in this work, one can unveil the monstrosity of society in its 

superficiality, unjust nature, and in the racism present within it. A phenomenon 

contributing to the whole image of the concept of monstrosity is the introduction of a 

monster and through the principle of mirroring its presentation of the society and its 

morals. Thus, a creation of a critical picture is being made and a depiction of a monstrous, 

abominable society is being presented. 
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Jennifer's Legacy | Matt Ronson 

 

 

“I genuinely don’t believe people were ready for a movie like that at that time in our society and culture.” – 

Megan Fox. 

 

The conversation surrounding the film Jennifer's Body has changed over the decade plus 

since it first hit cinema screens. It's hard to pinpoint exactly what about this film garnered 

such a venomous backlash at the time of its release– was it media punching-bag of the 

month Megan Fox, Juno writer Diablo Cody, marketing which catered to the male gaze, a 

mainstream horror film focused on a queer-coded female relationship, or was it a 

combination of all of those things, with the very obvious through-line of misogyny? It 

seems no one was quite prepared for Jennifer Check. 

Audience's expectations were firmly in place due to the marketing around the film 

– 'cheerleader turns bad'. The two stars of the film – Megan Fox and Amanda Seyfried, 

were best known for their respective roles in Transformers and Mean Girls. This was going to 

be frivolous, sexy and stupid. Those audience expectations were quickly blown apart by 

what they actually received: a dark, violent, funny, and twisted story of two teenage girls, 

Jennifer and Needy, with an unsettling, loving obsession and co-dependency on the other. 

The marketing and the actual imagery of the film did not go hand-in-hand. The marketing 

was designed to appeal to the male gaze whilst the film was a love letter to female 

relationships. 
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For those who haven't watched the film: the character of Jennifer is sacrificed 

during a Satanic Ritual by a rock-band and she is possessed by a Succubus. To appease the 

Succubus' appetite, Jennifer seduces, kills and devours teenage boys. In a genre that more  

often than not submits women to status of victim, it's refreshing to see a woman take on 

the position of aggressor. “I am a God.” Jennifer declares during a flip-phone conversation 

with Needy, with such an air of self-assuredness that we know it's absolutely true. In a 

world that unceasingly derides and dismisses teenage girls for everything from taste in 

music, appearances, relationships and opinions, it's important and impressive to see a film 

so fearlessly embracing a teenage girl who wields the power. 

Watching the film through a queer lens, Needy and Jennifer's infatuation with each 

other is apparent through the whole film. There are scenes depicting the girls playing 

'boyfriend and girlfriend' as children. The most overtly queer scene between the two is 

when Needy and Jennifer kiss; Needy wakes up to Jennifer in her bed, and we can see 

Jennifer treat Needy and her feelings as almost a game, and we see a glimpse of the longing 

and pain Needy is in. Jennifer's targets are all males, with the exception of Needy, who she 

fights the desire to seduce and kill. During the climax of the film, Jennifer declares “I go both 

ways.” Upon release, these queer threads were treated as yet another titillating ploy to get 

audiences into the cinema; but on closer inspection it adds a deep, rich and painful 

dimension to the relationship between our two main characters. 

Jennifer's Body blazed a trail that was unfairly smothered for many years. 

Revaluations from the critics and the audiences have reignited an interest in this sort of 

horror – horror that focuses on 'difficult women'. Looking at the reception of TV's Killing 

Eve – violent, funny, shocking and centred around a heavily queer-coded female 

relationship – a kindred concept, but with none of the dismissive backlash. It seems that on 

the whole, audiences are ready for this type of content. The conversation is changing 
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because the people in the conversation are changing, as are the people allowed to 
contribute to the conversation. 

The renaissance of Jennifer's Body in recent years highlights how necessary this film  

was and continues to be for the horror genre. Jennifer is one in a long succession of 

women who have been and who are yet to come in horror – women who are complex, 

funny, smart, violent, and who hold the power. Jennifer finally takes her rightful place 

amongst them. 
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Tired | Aleah Dye 

 

 

Neither one of us was wrong. Neither one of us was right. But we woke up in the tent 

together. 

The ground was unstable, and our tent poles were coming unloosed. I didn’t care. I 

couldn’t stop thinking about Tara’s death. 

I told Brent she’d die out there. He told me she wouldn’t. Both... both happened. 

 

We packed way too many flannels and not enough pants, but that was Tara—a study 

in dualities. She is “yes” and then “no” moments after. She is black and white; she is grey. 

So, I shouldn’t have let her take charge of the camping trip. A couple of weeks before 

we planned to set out, she informed Brent and I that we’d be going to Oak Ridge Falls, a 

safe and popular grounds. The next week, Tara changed her mind and said, “No. We need a 

challenge. Let’s hit Spruce Ford.” 

Spruce Ford meant miles of hiking. Spruce Ford meant isolation. Spruce Ford meant 

the OPPOSITE of Oak Ridge Falls... but Tara always gets her way. 

We crammed everything from homemade peanut butter cookies to extra toilet paper 

into our Jeep, and Brent drove us into the wilderness. It felt like he drove directly into it, 

anyway. 

 

Brent, Tara, and I have been an inseparable trio since fourth grade when I punched 
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that he ran into a row of lockers and that we were crowded around him because we were  
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“trying to help.” Mrs. Newman bought it. It was then that we realized the power of 

friendship—and lying. 

Lying... 

Our parents didn’t know we were going camping that weekend. We told them we 

were going to a concert just an hour away and staying at a nice, safe hotel with Brent sleeping 

in a room away from us girls. 

So, like many other weekends, no one knew where we actually were when we arrived 

at Spruce Ford. 

 

The air was thick with humidity and layers of gnats. That was when I first admitted 

to Brent that I was worried about Tara. 

“She’s never been camping before, B. I don’t know why she chose this as our road 

trip. And freaking Spruce? She doesn’t know what she’s gotten herself into.” 

“Shelly, I—“ Brent started to reply. 

“What’s that, you guys?” Tara questioned from three feet ahead, interrupting the 

huddle Brent and I had formed. 

“Nothing,” we said in unison. 

“Then let’s pick up the pace! I want to make s’mores!” Tara’s energy and anticipation 

were contagious, so Brent and I did as she said. We pushed our worries aside. 

 

“Shelly, you’re the writer. Tell us a story,” Tara softly suggested. 

We had just finished hiking twelve miles to get to ground flat enough on which to 

pitch our tent, and the night sky was already closing overhead.  I was out of breath and 

impatient for sleep, but nobody says no to Tara. 
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“Okay… have you guys ever heard of the Strickland family?” I asked in my most  

hushed voice. 

“No,” my friends answered. 

“Well, you might see them tonight.  The Stricklands live here.  In the woods of 

Spruce Ford.  They crave isolation, and they usually get it.  No one can be too near.  

Otherwise, the Stricklands get… angry.  When they’re angry, they’re hungry.  There are no 

fast-food restaurants out here.  And the Stricklands have already harvested everything from 

the area since they’ve lived here so long.  So, eventually, they had to resort to something 

else.” 

“What!?” exclaimed Brent and Tara, voices blending as two shades of fear. 

“People.  Campers, travelers, the stranded… people just like us.  Cannibalism isn’t 

that uncommon, you know.” 

I reached my hand behind the log I was sitting on and snapped a nearby branch, 

grinning as Tara and Brent flinched and swiveled their heads in a panic.  They noticed my 

smile and chorused their hate, but we all wound up laughing.  There is something special 

about fits of absolutely unrestrained laughter with friends.  We felt free then. 

We passed the rest of the evening with s’mores and other snacks; I remember being 

jealous that Tara had thought to bring berries in one of her little Tupperware containers.  At 

about ten o’clock, Tara said, “I’m so tired,” and climbed right into the tent without saying 

another word. 

“I swear, she’s going to die out here if she’s already sleepy,” I jokingly whispered to 

Brent. 

“Nah, she’ll make it.  It’s only a three day trip,” Brent replied.  “Stop worrying about 

her so much.” 
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I had heard the sunrises at Spruce Ford were worth the effort of getting there, and I 

believed it that morning of our second day.  I saw the softest pinks and warmest oranges as  

I peeked out of the unzipped face of our tent.  As I was hovering there, Tara rustled around 

and said, “I’m so tired.” 

Brent chuckled, saying, “Tara, you just woke up.” 

Then, “Let’s all go for a hike.  I heard there was a small lake up here, probably 

shallow enough that we can swim in it safely.” 

We took Brent up on his suggestion and followed him for about three miles before 

stumbling upon a glistening reflection of the surrounding trees—the lake. 

“This is beau—” 

Next thing I knew, I was deep in the water.  I could hear the distorted sound of 

Tara’s mischievous laughter.  Rising to the surface, I noticed that Brent had joined me.  We 

spent the whole day at that lake, but Tara barely swam.  “I’m so tired,” she kept complaining. 

“All right,” I finally gave in, “let’s go get some rest for the last day.” 

We made it back to our campsite, and as I was throwing some wood together for a 

fire, Tara collapsed.  She hit the ground with a thud that I swear reverberated in my chest. 

“Tara!” I screamed as Brent ran toward her convulsing body. 

“I think she’s having a seizure!”  Brent yelled, an unsure expression on his face, hands 

wavering as though he couldn’t decide if he should sit her up. 

Foam was pouring out of Tara’s mouth, but through the thick of it, I heard her say, 

“I’m so tired.” 

 With no cell phone service and too many miles between us and help, Brent and I 

tried to prop Tara up and keep her mouth open, keep her breathing. 

 “I’M SO TIRED!” she suddenly screamed, jerking upright, foam still rushing over 

her lips. 
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“Tara, calm down.  Sit still.  We think you’re having a seizure, and we need to get 

you  

some help,” I choked out through tears. 

 SLAM.  Tara met the ground again, impossibly harder.  She stopped shaking.   

“Shelly, I… Shelly, I think she’s dead.” 

 I placed a hand over Tara’s heart and felt nothing.  Her body was freezing.  No one 

knew where we were, and Tara was dead.  Tara was dead. 

We sat with the body for what had to be three or four hours.  We knew we needed to get 

moving, to take her to a hospital, but we couldn’t think.  We crawled into the tent just as a 

thunderstorm began to brew. 

 The storm meant we had to drag Tara’s body inside the tent with us. 

 “Shelly, I’m scared that I’ll wake up and this will be real.  I want it to not be real.”  

Brent was staring at Tara and crying, so I hugged him.  We fell asleep with our arms around 

each other and awoke to the same. 

 And to Tara looking at the two of us with eyes wide open.   

 “I’m so tired,” she said in a voice that sounded nothing like hers.  It was low and 

gravelly, as if her throat had been slashed on the inside.  Thunder roared outside, heavens 

raging. 

 She began shuffling around, apparently searching for something; she picked up the 

Tupperware of berries I had been so jealous of and tried to pry it open. 

 “Tara, stop!  Those are cotoneaster berries!”   

 Cotoneaster berries cause seizures, and Brent and I didn’t pay enough attention.  We 

knew Tara was an inexperienced camper, yet we didn’t warn her what was okay to pick and 

what wasn’t.  Guilt washed over me as Tara snarled in my direction and kept pawing at the  
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container. 

Any attempt we made at grabbing the Tupperware away from her resulted in Tara 

physically lashing out at us.  After an hour or so of that, an hour or so of reflecting on 

seeing our friend die while she sat alive in front of us, Brent and I silently agreed to restrain  

her, so he tackled her and held her down while I tied her wrists to her ankles with rope 

taken from inside her own backpack. 

 Our tent was beginning to fall down around us as Tara moaned.   We chose to undo 

the binding that was holding her hands and feet together in order to carry her out of the 

woods.  The rain pelted our bodies like bullets as Brent and I struggled to jog while holding 

Tara up between us. 

 “I’m so tired.  I’m so tired.  I’m so tired.” 

Tara was still saying it even as we got in the Jeep.  As Brent peeled out of the dirt 

road, I could only think about the berries.  Seizures, sure.  Zombification?  No.  Something 

else was going on in the woods of Spruce Ford. 

 

 She would never be the same.  That’s what the doctors said.   That’s what Tara’s 

parents said.  Her mental capacity was lessened, her physical strength permanently 

depleted… Tara was to be hospitalized for the remainder of her life, pending a breakthrough. 

 And now I’m so tired.  I don’t sleep.  I sit next to Tara’s hospital bed every night, 

hating myself, hating Brent, hating how we didn’t protect Tara, hating… Tara herself.  Why 

did she eat those berries?  Why did she choose camping?  Why couldn’t she make up her 

mind—death or life?  Why does she always have to be in between?  Why does she always 

have to be so grey? 

 I’m so tired. 
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Eggshell Girls | Alice Scott 

 

 

“The neighbors are fighting.” 

 “I know, Penny. They woke me up.” 

 “I’m worried.” 

 “About what?” 

 “She sounds so scared.” 

 He listened for a moment. “She sounds more angry than anything else.” 

 “You can’t hear her, Lindsey. Not another one, not another one, not another one. She just 

keeps repeating it and it’s scaring me,” Penny said. She stood over him in the dark of his 

room at some obscene hour just north of three AM. She never could sleep, and the sounds 

that carried through the thin apartment walls always seemed to reach her, no matter how 

late it was. “Something bad happened before and whatever it is, I don’t want it to happen 

again. Can you go see if they’re okay?” 

 “What exactly do you want me to do?” 

 “You’re a big, intimidating looking guy.” 

 “And you know for sure my neighbor isn’t bigger and more intimidating?” 

 “Lindsey, please,” she said. “You can’t hear her…” 

 “Okay, okay.” Lindsey stood up, dragged a hand through his hair and pulled a 

jacket on over his pajamas, despite the fact that he was only going across the hall. Penny 

seemed to float behind him, wringing her hands. When she opened the door, the girl 

looked as angry as Lindsey thought she sounded. 

 “Hi,” he said. “I live across the hall—” 
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“I knew it!” Penny shrieked. He held up a hand so that she would let him talk. The 

girl in the doorway looked confused. 

 “I heard yelling. I just wanted to make sure everything was okay,” he said.  

 “We—” 

 “We’re fine, thanks,” the man said curtly, pushing his girlfriend aside before she 

could answer. He was big, yes, but Lindsey had seen more intimidating. Without a second 

thought he moved to stand between this brute and the girl. 

 “If you’re sure…” 

 “Lindsey, please, look past him!”  

 “It’s almost three in the goddamn morning,” said the boyfriend. “I know why we’re 

up, why’re you? And what are you looking at?” 

 Lindsey was no longer listening, instead he was looking over the man’s shoulder to 

where Penny was pointing. Another girl—the scared one, invisible to everyone save for 

him—would’ve been pretty had the clotted blood at her scalp not turned her brown hair 

black. Her lips moved wordlessly—Lindsey could never hear these poor souls, only Penny 

still spoke to him—but thanks to Penny he knew what she was saying. 

 “Not another one.” 

 Part of her face seemed to have folded in on itself, probably the result of meeting 

the bad end of a kitchen counter or the corner of a fireplace. It reminded Lindsey of an 

eggshell, one that hadn’t been dropped from enough height to shatter and spill but too 

broken to be alright. 

 It reminded him of Penny’s face, after the accident, the accident she wouldn’t have 

been in if he’d stuck to his guns and insisted they just stay home that night.  But he hadn’t 

insisted. He’d given in to her wheedling and the last time he’d seen her not as she was now  
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was when her whole body had crunched in on itself, shattered and spilled.   

He moved to put the living girl more firmly behind him and away from her 

boyfriend, only now catching sight of the bruises around her wrist. Penny floated at his 

side, his guardian angel. 

 “Call someone, anyone, just get yourself out of here,” he told the girl. Then to her 

boyfriend, added, “I bet the cops are gonna be real interested in what happened to your last 

girlfriend. Did she fall and hit her head?”  

The brute looked like he’d seen a ghost when Lindsey said that, but of course he 

hadn’t. As far as Lindsey knew, he himself was the only one who could.  

 Two dead girls with faces like broken eggshells was two too many. He wouldn’t let 

there be a third. 
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Giallo | Briar Ripley Page 

 

 

Low, tense music, more rhythm than melody. Shimmering fade in: 

 

You are the killer walking down the hotel hallway in the flickering yellow light. It’s the 

oldest trick to force mystery, suspense, the horror of empathy.  

You cannot see who you are, but your face feels muffled by something thin and 

rigid. A mask? Halloween monster, featureless whiteface plastic? There are no mirrors here; 

you can’t know. Even the closed metal doors of the elevator are too grimy for a clear 

reflection. 

The carpet is covered in rich red and blue geometric patterns, repeating in an 

infinite tile, marked by the occasional scuff and cigarette burn. The carpet swallows any 

sound your feet might make as you stalk past silent room after silent room. Many of the 

rooms are probably vacant; this place is in decline. And it’s very late at night. 

At the end of the hall, you stop at a door that’s been left open a crack. A sliver as 

slight as a clipped piece of toenail. The occupant would never have noticed, but you do. 

Your black-gloved hands, skin cloaked in skin, shine dully as you push the door 

open all the way.  

Inside the room is dark, but it’s a deep blue darkness that allows you to see what’s 

there in some detail. The source of the blue light isn’t obvious. It could be seeping out 

from the peeling wallpaper, the cracked ceiling, the bowl of the toilet in the little bathroom. 

(Willing suspension of disbelief.) 
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A young man lies sprawled on the bed, a half-empty glass bottle clutched in his 

dangling right hand. The alcohol inside is the murky color of seaweed. The man is clearly 

wasted. His red lipped mouth is an open hole. His chin is dusted with stubble. He’s  

wearing a pair of briefs and only one sock. His slim, toned abdomen moves with his 

sleeping breath.  

You step towards him. Your leather fingers slip inside your leather coat, retrieving 

something from a hidden pocket. You do not feel this. You can only watch— when your 

hands draw the object into view, you discover that it’s a boxcutter. Yellow handle. Long 

silver blade extending from its tip with methodical clicks. It looks very sharp.  

On the bed, the man shifts. His eyeballs dart beneath their lids. There’s a bubble of 

spit between his teeth.  

You raise the boxcutter high, then plunge it into his belly. He jerks, makes a sound 

of pain, but somehow doesn’t wake. The stuff in the bottle must be strong. 

You stab him again. Again. His lacerated guts spurt blood too bright for the blue 

nightdark, too bright to look real. Blood gurgles out of his mouth. It gets on the grimy 

hotel sheets. It freckles your gloves, the yellow plastic boxcutter handle, the cover of a 

Bible on the nightstand. It flies up and hits the vulva-like aperture of a watercolor orchid in 

a chintzy frame on the wall above the bed. 

A loud static buzz fills your ears. It fills the world. You keep stabbing the man even 

after he must be dead. His eyes, pale gray-blue, a freckle in the left iris, stare vacantly at the 

ceiling, still half-lidded. They’re beautiful eyes. He must have awakened at some point in his 

murder, although he never screamed or moved to stop you. 

You back away from the bed, blade dripping in your hand, breathing hard. The 

buzzing sound grows more aggressive. You take one step back, then another, and then you 

wake up with a terrible hangover and the hotel room TV blaring in front of you. Gray  
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clouds, weak light, early morning. The smell of stale cigarettes in your nose, the taste of 

sleep in your mouth. You’re still holding the bottle of liquor in your hand, for God’s sake. 

Your stomach is sour and burning. You’re wearing nothing but a threadbare pair of 

underpants and one stinky sock. 

Groaning, you creak yourself into a sitting position and try not to hurl. What were 

you dreaming? Some nightmare. Some trippy shit. Must have been the influence of the TV. 

You think you remember passing out to a movie marathon. Psycho killers, ’70s gore, 

ominous synthesizer music.  

You hoist your body out of bed and stagger towards the toilet.  

Funny. It looks like you left the door open a crack. There’s cooler air trickling in 

from the hallway. You can see the garish hall carpet and a sliver of the door to the room 

opposite yours. 

There’s something lying on the carpet between that door and your own. Plastic 

rectangle with a little flash of metal peeping out of one side. Looks like a boxcutter. Weird 

as hell. 

Your stomach surges, and you hurry to release its contents into the appropriate 

receptacle. You can smell it. You can feel the cool, smooth sides of the toilet bowl. This is 

no dream now.  

Surely this is no dream. 

When you feel well enough to go, you put on your sunglasses. Slip on your leather 

coat and your gloves. Lock the door behind you. 

On an impulse, you pick up the boxcutter and tuck it into your coat’s inner pocket 

as you leave to return your key at the front desk. 
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The Change | Cecilia Kennedy 

 

 

On the bridge where the leaves on the trees turn gold, I watch for salmon. The water 

glistens; then something spry comes into view, bright red with bits of green. The salmon 

jump and struggle against the current, so I run after them, following them along the trail 

until my stomach growls, and I wonder what they’re like. I imagine fleshy scales and chewy 

fibers caught in my teeth, and I’m not repulsed.  

 

Mason tells me to find groups to join, so I look for meet-ups that are specific to the 

Pacific Northwest. Something completely outrageous, that I would have never thought to 

join back east. And then I remember: Here, there are Sasquatch societies. I’d never 

considered myself a “Bigfoot Chaser” before, but now, I really want to be. 

Online, I watch a video that shows tufts of hair that look like they belong to 

Chewbacca’s arm or something, so I think to myself, “I have got to join this group.” I send 

an email to the main contact whose name happens to be Mojito. Just two hours later, I get 

an enthusiastic reply which makes my whole body quiver. 

 

The road to Chantel’s cabin is bumpy and quickly filling with rain. When I pull up 

to the red cabin with the white trim, I see an RV and a beat-up white van with SP 

(Sasquatch Patrol) painted on the side. Mojito greets me as I open the car door. Bruce 

(“Danger Rider”), Bucky, and Chantel accompany him.   

Right next to one of the trees near the cabin, Chantel has rigged a camera and 

camouflaged it with pine branches and leaves. She presses a red blinking button and we see  
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small images she has isolated. When she gets to the spot that she wants us to examine, she 

nudges Mojito with her elbow. She insists on a “crash and the drop, a crash and the drop,” 

which would indicate a “presence.”  Mojito and Chantel argue and rewind the tape, and I 

wonder if this is what we’ll do all day.  

“Maybe we should hike in the direction of the noise?” I ask. 

They nod in agreement. 

The rain is coming down harder now and, instead of feeling miserable, I start to 

straighten my back and walk a little taller. My bones are stretching, and my muscles are 

lengthening. For the first time, I believe I can smell and spot wild game instantly, before 

anyone else, but I’m regretting the company I’ve joined. The noise. The constant bickering 

wears on me. 

 “We need to call it!” Chantel says. 

 “Not yet. Not yet. I think we can still keep going,” Mojito replies. 

And they go on like this while Danger Rider creeps along in his Sasquatch Patrol van, 

hanging out the window. 

 “Dang it! Let’s just call it,” Mojito says. 

I trudge back with everyone to eat Chantel’s stew. The scent of wild game lingers. 

 

 Dried mud clings to the ends of my matted, wet hair, when I get home, but I don’t 

mind. It looks like it belongs there—like I belong there, back in the woods. Not with 

Mojito and the others. I’ve decided I can’t stand them.  

Mason moves in closer for a kiss, and I know exactly what he ate: bacon—and I 

remember the raw meat and the smell of the hunt. I kiss him hard. 

 “Hey, now. This is fun,” Mason says. 
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But I’m starting to itch, so I run into the master bathroom and tear off my clothes, only to 

discover a fine covering of light brown hair all over my back, shoulders, legs, and armpits.  

Shaving it would be exhausting. Instead, I rub some lotion into my skin, climb into 

bed with Mason, and massage his shin and thigh with my bare legs.  

 “This is nice,” he says. 

 “Yeah, I’m done with shaving.”  

I sleep for a while, and then I get the urge to follow the scent of the wild mule deer. 

 My excursion leads me to the bridge in the woods.  Something splashes below, so I 

leap to snatch it from the water, rip its head off, and devour its squirmy body. The  

salmon is exactly how I imagined it would taste: salty and satisfying. I eat my fill and return 

home, just as the sun is rising.  

 “Where have you been?” Mason asks. 

 “Out,” I say, with a grin that shows all of my teeth.  

Mason pulls me in closer and kisses me firmly on the lips. I return his kiss more 

passionately. 

 “I really like this new you—this wild and free you— who just takes off in the 

middle of the night and comes home ravenous—smelling like mud and refusing to shave. 

It’s hot. Really hot.” 

I lift him into my arms and carry him off to the bedroom. 

 

 Mojito and the others are doing night hikes now and by the third one, I’m intensely 

aware of what I’m becoming, of the stretching in my limbs and bones, of the silence I 

crave—and my loneliness too. My search is not theirs. I don’t share it in the same way. I’m 

getting tired of the bickering—and the noise—and I begin to know how sacred this place  
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must have once been, when the Sasquatch filled in the valleys with their shadows and calls.  

 On an overnight expedition, I bring an axe. When the night brings out my true 

nature, one by one, I pick off the members of the Sasquatch Patrol. In their final moments, 

they see what they’ve always wanted to see: the elusive Sasquatch. They cry out in terror, 

but also in wonder, because they didn’t think the “literature” said anything  

about Sasquatch who killed for sport, but this is not a sport for me. I swing the axe above 

my head. They keel over with their eyes crossed. Streams of blood ripple through their hair.  

 Blood spatters, and I’m left with the body parts, which I bury in several spots, miles 

away from one another. I don’t have a taste for humans, but I like the finality.  They knew 

nothing of silence in flashes of green and red beneath water. Their cameras ignored the 

skies that bleed the morning sun.  

 

 At night I take Mason to the bridge and show him the salmon. He doesn’t flinch 

when I eat a live one. Instead, he strokes my furry arm and talks about how he loves the 

quiet—and how, deep within that quiet, something splashes still and rises to the surface, 

like a memory long forgotten. I tell him I know of an empty cabin in the woods, where the 

silence is perfectly haunting.  
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Gray | Connell Watson 
 

 

In the month of November, 2016, the Canadian military began investigating a sound 

emanating from the bottom of the sea within the arctic circle. The sound, reported in by 

Inuit groups native to Igloolik, was said to be so powerful that it could be heard from 

within the hulls of their fishing boats; and perhaps more disturbingly, so powerful that 

native wildlife had begun to leave the area. This caused great trouble for the local Inuit, 

relying heavily on fishing and hunting for food and trade; and so, they filed the report. The 

military investigation revealed that there was nothing in the area, with the exception of two 

pods of whales, and two manatees, all deceased; and a 1986 Chevrolet Cavalier sedan. 

 

In the month of June, 1996, a twenty-one-year-old man from Utah, called Red 

Whitman, went missing. He is reported to be last seen sitting in his car, a 1986 Chevrolet 

Cavalier sedan, which was located in a busy Walmart parking lot. There are conflicting 

reports as to whether Red Whitman was crying whilst in his car, or laughing. All reports 

confirm the presence of a second person in the car with Red, although this person has 

never been identified. After the store had closed and the car remained, a security guard 

attempted to make contact. He knocked at the window, which resulted in Red Whitman 

trying to cover the window with his hands at first; and then his entire body. The guard left 

to call for help, and when he and a colleague returned, Red Whitman and his car were 

gone. 

In the month of April, 2004, three elderly men, and two elderly women, were in their final 

stages of life. Investigation revealed that at some point before their deaths, someone had  
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been with them. These five had no family; be it through estrangement or a lack of children. 

No staff on duty in the hospital had checked on any of the five in the last hour before their 

deaths. There was no DNA evidence to suggest the presence of another; however, there 

were two cigarette butts, and a thin layer of white ash covering everything in the room, 

excluding the deceased. The five were all located in different countries. All five of them 

died at the exact same time, relative to their time zones. 

In the month of September, 1999, a woman from Manchester, England, calls the 

emergency services and asks for the police. She is frantic, unintelligible, and a unit is sent to 

assess the situation. They knock at the door, and the door is opened to them, by a now 

very calm woman, holding a tray of baked goods. She asks the officers if they’d like to 

come in, to have a cup of tea and a biscuit. The officers push her for information, asking 

why she was so upset and if she is still in danger. She tells the officers that she is fine and 

asks again if they’d like to enter the home. One of the officers agrees and tells the other 

that he intends to check out the home for any signs of foul play. The woman instantly 

closes the door on the second officer, who tries to regain entry. The second officer 

attempts to shout through the letterbox, only to find it stuffed with baked goods. They try 

to hail their partner on the radio, which they reported, returned “the sound of someone 

laughing so hard they’d started to cry”. The second officer heads back toward the car to ask 

for backup.  

Again, they cannot reach anyone due to the interference, and they look back 

towards the house. The second officer later reported seeing several women in the upstairs 

window, all wearing the same attire as the woman who opened the door. The second 

officer remains in the car for six hours, until a second unit comes to collect them. The 

second officer stated that the women in the upstairs window remained there until the  
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second unit came. The officer was relieved of her duties on medical grounds. The first  

officer did not belong. Exist. Do a very good job. Enjoy the biscuits. The first officer was  

never located. Scraped up from the floorboards. Cut down from the tree. Rescued. 

Married. Happy, ever again. 

In the month of September, 2020, I sit in my office.I think he’s smelling my hair.I have 

hundreds of clippings, and what must be miles of red twine, and yet I can’t quite put the 

pieces together. I don’t think I’m the only one who’s trying to figure all this out but I think 

I’m the closest.I’m not.Before 1996, there’s nothing else like it; weird news stories, sure, but 

it’s this ‘someone else’.Someone.These are all covered news stories, and yet, it’s like they’ve 

gone unnoticed. A car from Utah in the arctic sea? Five elderly deadhardlyin five different 

hospitals, in rooms full of ash? These should be worldwide news stories, something to 

bring out the tinfoil for, and yet, not a word. No sceptics, no theorisers.Because they know better.I 

don’t know who ‘someone else’ is, and yet I find myself enamoured. I’m fairly old 

nowforgottenand I’ve spent a much bigger part of my life chasing this than I’d care to admit; 

but you must forgive an old man his hobby.No.But to reiterate, I think I’m the closest.To 

reiterate, I’m not.And I know this because he’s watching me. He’s in the corner, right now, and I 

couldn’t be happier; twenty-two years of my life isn’t wasted, simply because he’s watching. 

Crawling up the wall towards the rot. I feel like I’m seeing a forgotten friend again,I’m 

notsomeone who’s name I knew all along but simply forgot. I can see his lips moving, yet I 

hearhorrible songsnothing. I know he was in the car in 1996; probably in the car in 2016 too. He 

was in that hospital, and he was in that house. He was in hundreds of places, sometimes at 

the same time, always making his presence known but making them forget.showing them 

mercy. He looks… simpler than I thought. No black cloud of mystery around him, I can 

see him very clearly. He’s young, I’d say maybe in his mid-twenties millenium, and he’s  
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wearing simple clothes. covered head to toe in ash and tar. I expected something scarier, 
honestly. No features and a suit? No eyelids perhaps? All these scary stories my grandkids 
used to tell each otherI never had grandchildrento give each other the jeebies, and they were always so 
imaginative. Ironic, really, that the most interesting horrible old thing I’ve ever seen is  

maybe six feet tall, with short brown hair. Not currently living in the state of Utah. A 

woman of medium build, entering a house with a tray of biscuits. A 1986 Chevrolet 

Cavalier sedan.  

My head is getting really fuzzy, and I think it might be time for me to stop writing 

about this. Twenty-two years of searching, and it’s finally over. I can’t remember why I 

even started looking in the first placebecause he took your son, Redbut I finally know one thing. His 

name is Gray. I hope all the other people looking for him find him too, because it’s all 

really funny, if I’m being honesti’m really not. 
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Daylilies | Corey Farrenkopf 

 

 

Vegetation grows from graves, curling vines and green stalks pushing through dirt. You 

devour the blooms, push their flowering petals deep inside your mouth. The taste is not 

unpleasant. They resemble daylilies. You know daylilies are edible. Your friends joke 

between cigarette puffs, ask if the memories of the dead crawl up the stems. You want to 

say no, to spit out the pulp, but with each bud a dim reality unfurls, vivid snapshots of the 

town’s past burbling up from darkness. Spousal abuse, the white-hooded men huddled in a 

lodge, the boats sunk in the bay, oil emptied, killing the fish that fed past generations. So 

many dogs are kicked. So many children disowned. So much bigotry and wrath boil inside 

you that you try to make yourself throw up behind a row of moss-laden headstones, but 

nothing comes.  

The need to comprehend grows. Faces bleed. Drunken car accidents pile up like 

lobster pots in a fisherman’s backyard. Overdoses surface again and again. 

Your hands are doing the work, skirting between the graves, plucking one flower 

and then the next, each life relived when the pollen slicks your tongue.  

It takes half an hour for your friends to stop you, before they hold you down in the 

clover, stick a leather key chain in your mouth so you don’t chomp fingers and forearms. 

You thrash. They pin your extremities. The scenes continue to fog your sight, the sorrow 

deepens, then recedes, their faces drifting back beneath the ground, corpses becoming 

corpses once more.  

The muscles in your neck are strained from the chewing, your scalp sore from 

where a friend kneels besides your skull.  
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Time passes. Your friends get up, sure you won’t lunge for the nearest bloom and 
start the process over again. More cigarettes are smoked. Someone jokes about AP 
calculus. Another mentions the field trip in marine biology as if they’ve forgotten the past 
hour.  

“What do you think our flowers would show?” you ask. 

“Whatever it is,” someone replies. “It can’t be as bad as those things you were 

screaming about.” 

“I think every generation tells themselves that,” you reply, hands tracing a weeping 

willow carved into a headstone, peeling at the moss that overcomes all the stones with 

time. It falls into the scrub grass, disappearing at the base of another flower as it struggles 

through six-feet of packed earth. The stalk rises. Another lily unfurls. You bend, tear up its 

roots, and cast it towards the treeline.  

You already knew what it was going to show you. 
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Uh-oh. | Elliot Brophy 
 

 

Whoops. I didn’t think I needed that.  

 I scrape the mud off my shoes against a wall, wishing that I had a tissue. Actually, 

scrap that – a cloth would be better.  

 As I enter my grandmother’s house, its pungent smell hits my nostrils – it is old, 

abandoned. Surely, animals have died here, but the smell of carcass is nothing compared to 

the unnatural smell which seems to permeate the air. It feels like a half-dead... creature 

sauntered through every room before dying. 

 I climb the stairs, my mind now working overtime, despite the odor – it’s dry land, 

and it’s summer, so why was there mud outside? Did I imagine it? 

 Never mind. I must find the attic ladder and the god-damned land rights. That is my 

inheritance, after all – I’m set for life after this. Loaded. I can’t wait to clear this stupid 

family plot, and rule Majorca. I’m ready to get rich, and get– 

 Wait, what was that?! 

 Nothing. It’s nothing, just the wind blowing through, and the attic stairs creaking 

under my feet as I begin to slowly ascend. It is summer, though, and definitely not storm 

season yet... 

 Whatever.  

 I climb the stairs – there is rust all over the bannister. Disgusting. They lied – no-

one’s maintained this heap, there are piles of dust and debris everywhere. And the rust, 

with that blood-like smell... 

 I wince and wipe my hand against my jeans. The attic door is right above me – I  
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manage to just about reach to pull it open and raise myself. Heh, the gym membership did 

come in handy, after all. 

 Before I manage to fully get up, something hits me on the back of the head. It feels 

like a branch...  

 But fleshy. 

 Fuck! 

 I lose my balance and barely manage to steady myself. I slowly look around, but there 

is nothing here that could have hit me. It’s musty, dusty, and there are piles upon piles of 

boxes, all illuminated by the moonlight streaming through the tiny window...  

 But no fleshy branch. 

 I sigh and move on. Another obstacle for greatness. It’s a large plot, no surrounding 

houses and a perfect view of the moon... I gaze at it, suddenly transfixed. I walk towards 

the window, confused by the crunching of glass shards underneath my shoes.  

 Nothing’s nearby. No-one has been here for years. 

 I look down - the moonlight catches the shards of glass, blinding me as I walk 

towards it. I blink slowly – when I open my eyes, the boxes have disappeared. The boxes 

are gone, and instead, there is crimson all around me. The floorboards are strewn with 

drained corpses, their limbs torn apart. 

 I freeze, my eyes darting around the room in terror. The squeal in the back of my 

throat is threatening to escape. I should be fearing for my life, but all I can think of is the 

boxes – were they ever here, or were they just a vision? 

 I blink again, hoping that once I open my eyes, everything will be back to normal. 

 Nope.  

 I begin to hear scratching inside the walls, rapidly intensifying, sounding like a  
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thousand screeching, feral creatures. A shiver runs through me. My eyes are still not used 

to the piercing moonlight. 

Fuck this shit, I’ve had enough. 

 I run towards the attic door, but trip and fall over – my arm lands right into a pile of 

glass shards, slicing my forearm open. I begin to gush crimson all over the floor, my arm 

quickly going cold as I try not to panic, and find something to keep the pressure – I find a 

dirty rag on the floor and reach out, swaying – my feet feel as if they are swelling. 

 I try to pick up the rag, but instead of a damp cloth, I feel flesh. The rag becomes a 

hand, and the hand becomes a vice which pulls me towards a box. 

 “Family Heirlooms”. 

 The box is drenched and smells of a thousand deaths. Before I can do anything, I 

feel hands lift me upwards, and hurl me through the window.  

 I land heavily on the ground. Everything becomes pain, my vision blurred by blood. 

The land, which was meant to be mine, feels soft. As I sink in, as I reach for profundity, all 

I can think is... 

 Uh-oh. 
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Final Meal | Kyle Tam 

 

 

Every inmate on death row is permitted the meal of their choice, within reason, the day of 

their execution. It’s considered a nicety, a last minor hurrah for the repentant or 

unrepentant sinner. That’s why when the implacable behemoth known as Prisoner 103178 

heard the plodding footsteps coming towards his door, he wasn’t surprised to hear the 

question coming out in the lazy drawl of his warden. 

“You’re up on Thursday, so whaddya wanna eat?” It was a casual question, as if the 

warden was asking a friend for his meal order on the phone, not a prisoner for his last 

request. “Anything you like, so long as it’s not some crazy people stuff. Something we can 

fly in. And affordable, if you can.” He stood in the doorway at arm’s length, too far for the 

prisoner to walk over, dressed in the customary dull grey of a prison warden’s uniform. 

Not that the prisoner could walk over, hobbled as he was by chains and shackles to spare. 

Not that he would.  

Instead 103178 cracked his neck, once to the left and once to the right, hearing the 

crunching of bone and regarding the shudder that ran through the prison warden. A little 

intimidation to fill the time while he thought earnestly about his request. What did he want 

to eat? Every meal here had been composed of some kind of sticky sludge, served with 

plastic children’s utensils or in a juice bag. To prevent accidents, so they said. Laughable. 

Murder was simply a matter of willpower, not materials, but that hadn’t gotten through the 

thick skulls of the people in charge. So here he was, stuck with tasteless gruel every day.  

But what did he want to eat? And had he ever wanted to eat for pleasure? For joy? 

The prisoner thought. Thought hard, thought carefully. About the times where he had 

remembered what he’d ate, and hadn’t relegated it to the darkest parts of his mind. 
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to eat? Every meal here had been composed of some kind of sticky sludge, served with 

plastic children’s utensils or in a juice bag. To prevent accidents, so they said. Laughable. 

Murder was simply a matter of willpower, not materials, but that hadn’t gotten through the 

thick skulls of the people in charge. So here he was, stuck with tasteless gruel every day.  

But what did he want to eat? And had he ever wanted to eat for pleasure? For joy? 

The prisoner thought. Thought hard, thought carefully. About the times where he had 

remembered what he’d ate, and hadn’t relegated it to the darkest parts of his mind. 
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He remembered foraging for mushrooms in the dirt and rain, wolfing them down 

beneath his rubber mask in order to fill the maw that was his stomach. They had been dark, 

earthy things, barely enough to keep him standing. But there had been an intoxication in 

them, a potent power that had imbued him with the power and strength to endure. A 

berserker’s rage powered by fungal treasures hidden by the night.  

He remembered other tasteless meals, other plastic implements, served beneath the 

pale yellow glow of institutional lights. There had been less shackles then, more 

sympathetic glimpses and quiet apologies. Pity. Pity he had never asked for, never desired, 

but enough to make an already tasteless meal even more lifeless. 

He remembered the sickly sweet taste of candy corn in greedy little fingers, 

shovelled into his mouth without abandon. The first taste of sugar he’d ever had in his life, 

the first show of kindness. Beneath the mask he had been nobody, could be nobody, did 

not have to be the product of a broken home. Just another kid with a fistful of candy, 

wandering around the neighborhood. Without a worry or care.  

Every memory of food was soured when he thought about it. He had never had a 

good meal in his life, never had anything that wasn’t tainted or spoiled. Even here and now, 

this last meal was meant to be a balm on the life of a dying man. The way for the 

executioner to ease their conscience, in order to assuage any final guilt about murder.  

“No thanks.” 

The warden blinked, lips curling into a frown at the thought. It was the first time 

he’d ever heard of someone refusing a final meal, and beyond that to have it be this 

Prisoner was almost insulting. “Are you sure about this? I mean, you might be a psycho, 

but-” 

“I’m sure.” Those two words were spoken with a finality that was enough to make 

the warden shiver once again before he ran off. The prisoner began to think to himself  
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about the man who had just left. Would he head back home, to an apartment by himself? 

To drink a beer and eat semi-steaming cup noodles, squatting on the floor without so 

much as a chair of his own? Or maybe he’d head back and there would be a microwave 

meal waiting, heated up by a girlfriend too busy from her own day to manifest more than a 

“How was your day”? No, he had a ring on his finger. There was probably a fully-cooked 

meal there, roast beef or fried chicken with the works, prepared by his faithful wife flanked 

by her two children. All of them would eat it together, with dad telling the wife and kids 

about the evil murderer that had refused his final meal, and they’d all be thankful he was 

home and safe. 

How nice that must be, to have family that loved you. 
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Night Shift | Rebecca Guy 

 

 

Leaves crunched underfoot as she crept through the forest. Arching overhead, tree 

branches interlocked directly above the loose definition of a path she was following. 

Moonlight squeezed through the gaps between the foliage, providing insufficient 

illumination. Not that she needed it. Despite the shrouding darkness, she allowed her feet 

to guide her. Every night she took this route; why should tonight be any different? 

As if answering this unspoken question, a rustle sounded from a nearby bush. Her 

head flicked to the side, casting her unkempt hair across her cheek. Pale grey eyes lingered 

on the area until she was sure the sound had stopped. Her hearing was likely playing tricks 

on her. After all, her senses were rather sensitive right now. She continued along the path 

at the same pace as before. 

Approximately ten minutes before she was due to reach her destination, a shadow 

flickered at the edge of her vision. Whirling around, she attempted to pin down the source 

of the shadow with her gaze. Only grass and dead leaves greeted her. The harsh wind 

whipped the plants around, forcing them to dance in jerky movements like a puppet on a 

string. Another red herring. 

She quickened her pace. Tiptoeing around the forest was her instinctual move, but 

that wasn’t going to get her to where she was heading any faster. To avoid drawing 

attention to herself, she would slow down once she got there . For now, she was more 

comfortable settling into a slight jog. 

Storm clouds shifted across the dark sky, obscuring the moon. The forest seemed 

to descend into blackness, but this didn’t daunt her. She knew the way; she could see just  

fine. But this didn’t prevent surprises. Although the route always stayed the same, she  
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didn’t necessarily have control over her surroundings.  

A twig cracked nearby. 

Not bothering to look back, she rounded a corner of the path. It was only a mere 

five minutes before she reached her destination now. Without warning, a man stepped out 

from behind a tree, right in front of her. She stumbled to a halt, completely taken aback. 

How did she not sense him coming? 

“Well, hello,” he sneered, looming over her. “What’s a pretty girl like you doing out 

at a time like this?” 

She considered side-stepping him and trying to run away, but she knew that wasn’t 

an option. Neither was screaming for help. Instead, she simply stood there in silence, 

considering what the best course of action was. 

“You shouldn’t be out at night on your own, you know,” the man continued, 

stepping closer. “Anyone could be out here…” 

Shaking nervously, her gaze darted rapidly from side to side as she tried to make a 

decision. Leering at her repulsively, the man reached out a hand and grabbed her arm in an 

iron-tight grip. She now knew what she had to do. 

The shaking stopped. Her shoulders relaxed. Without a trace of fear, her grey eyes 

narrowed and settled on the man’s face. 

“You’re right.” Her tone was effortless, calm. “Anyone could be out here. But so 

could anything…” 

Eyes flashing, a wide, sinister smile sliced across her face. At that moment, the 

storm cloud rolled away and the moonlight glinted off a pristine set of sharpened teeth. A 

guttural snarl escaped from deep in her throat, and she threw off the man’s hand with a 

casual shrug. He took an uncertain step backwards, mouth suspended open silently. Statue- 
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like, he remained rooted to the spot. 

Taking advantage before his shock wore off, she clutched the side of the man’s 

head with one hand, his shoulder with the other. She plunged her fangs deep into his neck 

and began to draw out blood with an intense sucking motion. This was perfect for her; 

she’d been heading for her usual hunting ground, but here a worthy victim walks right into 

her path. Threatening her, no less! He was practically asking for it. 

Just as she was thoroughly savouring her kill, she heard a twang, closely followed by 

an object whistling past her ear. Head jerking upwards, she detached her teeth from the 

man’s skin. She threw a glance over her shoulder and noticed an arrow embedded in a 

nearby tree trunk. Turning forwards again, she was met with the steady gaze of a young 

woman. Her black hair was pulled back in a neat ponytail, and she wore practical clothing. 

A crossbow was in her hand, already reloaded and aimed directly at the vampire’s chest. 

“Stay right there or I’ll shoot.” The young woman warned, staying utterly still. 

“And miss again?” Cocking an eyebrow, the vampire scoffed. 

“That first shot was a warning. Besides, I didn’t want to risk shooting the human.” 

“He’s dead anyway, so it wouldn’t have mattered.” 

For a few seconds, neither of them spoke or moved. The vampire’s glare had met 

its match with the stern gaze of the vampire hunter. They were in stalemate. 

Usually the vampire would strike immediately after slinging some wit, but she 

found herself unable to. Not unable to, as such – she knew she was physically capable of 

leaping over there and snapping the girl’s neck before she had a chance to pull the trigger 

on the crossbow – just… unwilling to. For a reason she couldn’t quite put her finger on. 

Frustrated with her own lack of action, the vampire reverted back to taunting. “Go  
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on, then. Shoot me. What are you waiting for?” 

The vampire hunter seemed to falter for a brief moment. Her expression softened 

slightly as she regarded the vampire. Although it wasn’t for very long, the vampire spotted 

this weakness and quickly exploited it. 

“You can’t do it, can you? You can’t shoot me.” She laughed in a cruel yet melodic 

fashion. “How funny! A vampire hunter who can’t kill a stationary vampire stood ten feet 

in front of her. Well, I say funny, more like pathetic, really.” 

Frowning, the vampire hunter was about to get offended, but then smirked instead. 

“Funny you should say that, considering you haven’t made a move to attack me either.” 

The vampire hissed. She knew the other woman was right, and that was what 

irritated her the most. And exactly why she wasn’t attacking a vampire hunter of all people, 

she still hadn’t figured out. Maybe it was her demeanour, or the way her eyes twinkled in 

the moonlight, or her slightly parted lips that looked so soft... The vampire’s brow creased 

in concern. She instantly shook her head to get rid of that thought. 

“I’m clearly not the only one off my game tonight, so how about we call it quits?” 

The vampire hunter suggested, still not moving her hand from the crossbow trigger in case 

things went south. 

“Don’t you dare accuse me of being ‘off my game’, pet.” The vampire spat 

defensively. “I’m nothing of the sort. Quite frankly, you’re boring me. I’ve got much better 

things to do than participate in idle chit-chat with a vampire hunter.” 

“Wait!” She called out before the vampire could leave. 

“What?”  

“Why should I let you leave if there’s a chance you might kill again?” Her tone was 

sincere. 

“I suppose you’ll just have to take my word for it, won’t you?” Winking, the  
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vampire darted off into the trees. With her went any potential tracks with which she could 

be traced. Despite this, she knew that even if the hunter couldn’t find her, she would be 

drawn back to her. Whether it be by choice or not. 
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The First Plague | Samuel Best 

 

 

When I tell the story I usually begin with a black night outside, a fire blazing in the hearth, 

an old novel next to my armchair. But in truth, it wasn’t like that at all. It was a grey afternoon, 

the clouds above draining slowly, and I was rushing home to take the laundry in. 

 I parked the car badly, blustering out and across the garden without bothering to lock 

it behind me. The clothes were already soaked through though, and I heaped them furiously 

in my arms. I let myself in the house and threw the laundry on the coffee table before flicking 

the kettle on. I stood watching the rainfall while the water boiled. 

 Over the roll of the kettle I heard a sound above me. A wooden creak like the house 

stretching, or thunder maybe. I sighed, my own old bones feeling like they could do with a 

good stretch too. I tilted my ear to the ceiling and heard another long, slow groan; a guttural 

rumble from the sky. The kettle clicked off and I began to pour the water into my mug. 

Except it wasn’t water which came out. Instead, the teabag was lost to a crimson, syrupy 

liquid. 

I balked, up-ending the mug into the sink and running the taps. The water ran clear 

for a time but gradually turned pink, then red, then a rich, sickly claret. I felt my throat 

tighten, my core tense and threaten vomit, and I turned the taps off and leaned over the 

counter heaving with ragged breath. The plughole reeked hot and sickly, making my head 

spin. I left the kitchen then and threw the front door open wide, intent on filling my lungs 

with clean country air, but instead saw an awful scene. 

The clouds above had roiled to a threatening black and spat great blobs of red down. 

My whole house dripped with it, bleeding from the tiles, over the windows; every inch of the  
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garden drowned in the greasy scarlet fluid. 

I screamed then, my voice lost to another great crackle of thunder, and my mouth filled 

with the red rain. The taste was tart and familiar on my tongue and as it swelled down my 

throat I closed my eyes and gave myself over to the bloody storm. 

I have no idea how long I stood there but when I opened my eyes once more, I was 

soaked to the bone. My feet squelched on the lawn and I held my hands out to cup a small 

pool of crisp, clear rainwater. Above me the clouds emptied and cleared. I ran back to the 

house and ran the kitchen taps to find fresh, clean tapwater there too. I drank and drank, 

nearly drowning myself, and when my partner came home that evening they found me 

floating in the bath, Ophelia-like, my body enclosed in water as clear as glass. 
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Mitochondria | A. J. B. 
 
 
Mitochondria. 
 
Cells flaring up inside. 
Arising from within me. 
 
Memories from a bygone time 
Washing within my mind haltingly— 
Familiar organisms  
Misshapen 
Begin to become anomalous. 
 
Parasitic entities  
forming regrettably, 
Leaving behind a feint shrill of their former selves, 
An unwilling metamorphosis. 
 
For now, 
All it knows is to network. 
To befall any opposition. 
To begin a parasitic convergence, 
And corrupt from within. 
 
Mitochondria. 
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Chasing | Carson Sandell 
 
 
I’m chasing these scattered scenes 
That spawn when I stare out windows 
At rolling hills, at quivering trees, 
At millisecond smiles, and at still seas 
And these pictures puncture my heart 
They remind me of an easier era 
When laughter was my language 
And friendships were anchored 
 
I’m chasing these soul splitting scents 
That surface and simultaneously scurry 
If I could bottle the breath attached 
To this ancient air, tinged with torment, 
I would. I spent afternoons like bloodhounds 
Searching for memories or misplaced faces 
That I know will knock me to my bleeding knees 
And I’ll plead and I’ll beg for another chance 
 
I’m chasing these divine times 
That mask my modern melancholy 
Hoping for a day when I can recapture 
That lightning in a bottle, but even if 
I bought all the glass in the world 
It’s impossible to catch what is not 
Meant to be caught. And while I’d love 
To say I emerged victorious someday 
 
You can’t pause the present 
To phase into your plaguing past 
Once these parentheses are sealed 
And I know there’s no chance in hell 
That I’ll be able to cast a spell 
To bleach my bloodstained shadow 
So I’ll go on as a widower mourning 
My sunsets and drowning my dawns 
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Soldier | Carson Sandell 
 
 
This destiny drafted me 
As a steel skinned soldier 
 
I didn’t ask to be this juggernaut 
But apparently my blood thirsted 
To match a battalion's bandwidth 
 
And its wish was granted 
In the form of arctic arteries 
Which took years to thaw 
 
Now with unfrozen veins 
I stripped  my lips  of stone 
And revived my fossilized eyes 
 
But even with the knowledge 
Emotional extinction 
Isn’t symbolic of sovereign strength 
 
Sometimes this soldier wants to retire 
And desires to be a bullet-holed casualty 
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Essential Escape | Carson Sandell 
 
 
When my twilight casket closes 
My poisonous palms plead for God 
To permit my teenage trespassing  
Onto his sacred sea of clouds 
 
My tongue tears from cotton coated cheeks 
And I taste scarlet metal leak from my sandstone nose 
 
When I seal this sporadic skin again 
The lava laced faces of friends I’ve made 
Amends with, burn on a blue-steel bridge 
As an orchestra speaks, “This is all your fault.” 
 
I feel my fevered forehead forested in sweat 
And see my shadowed ceiling clawing at me  
 
When I melt into the moist mattress 
I hear a choir of chuckling children  
As they point at my mom outlined in Oxy 
Saying, “it’s a shame her own son couldn’t save her.” 
 
These fingers stroll on the salt kissed shore of my eyes 
And I surrender my steel forged sanity to this essential escape 
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Three Poems | Jessica Drake-Thomas 
 
 
Here’s an open window 
to something else. 
Touch the veil, peel it back 
to find the ink and the black. 
 
This is a meeting place 
where the glow of the sunset 
was blocked out 
by the black trees.  
 
The meeting of two  
who had good intentions 
the indelible mark 
on this land, 
a hallow.  
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I cannot tell you all that my eyes have seen 
a shadow darker than the shadows 
a shape larger than a man.  
I could feel its malice.   
You’re there, open your eyes. 
You’ll need a vessel and a bridge.  
My palms tingle when I feel 
the door open.  
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Sometimes, people go looking for it. Sometimes, it finds you.  
When it does, it makes its presence known. I wasn’t able to ignore it.  
I felt hunted when she’d sit on my bed, running her cold fingers 
over my cheek, whispering in the dark: Can you see? She can feel my touch.  
Voices which hadn’t been heard by human ears for almost a century.  
The others would whisper. 
They were excited, while my heart pounded against my sternum.  
They’re still there in that apartment on Commonwealth Avenue. 
Fish, in an aquarium. Confetti, on the air.   
They’ll still be there, after I’m dead. 
 
My hand’s been pressed to the window, for as long as I can recall.  
Being a liminal being is lonely.  
I used to open it up, without knowing how I did it. 
It took time to learn how to turn the lock. 
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First Turn (a glosa) | Juleigh Howard-Hobson 
 
 
Even a man who is pure of heart  
And says his prayers by night,  
May become a wolf when the wolf bane blooms,  
And the moon is shining bright.  
                          ― The Wolfman, 1941 
 
I scared a rabbit in the hedges where 
my garden starts and ends. It had no 
need to run from me, I don’t begrudge it 
some nibbled leaves or the occasional 
radish. Yet, still it did; the look in its 
eyes was terrifying. Some creatures dart, 
I know, when I come upon them, but this, 
this was not at all the act of something 
darting, instead it was part horror, part 
hate. Even a man who is pure of heart 
 
recognizes those emotions, even  
in a rabbit’s eyes. I don’t know why it 
hated me, or why my presence would bring 
it such trepidation; for decades now 
we have co-existed on this land, no  
traps, no guns, no hunting, yet still the sight 
of me set this one off. Perhaps it thought 
my long evening shadow was too big for  
just a man? But I am a man alright,  
a man who farms, and says his prayers by night,  
 
a vegetarian who tends land he  
has always loved. Last month I scared a dog 
that wandered on my land, it nipped my leg  
and howled before it ran off, beyond my  
house and my fields. Perhaps the rabbit saw 
it there too, and sensed that a dog consumes 
small prey for fun, which caused it to become 
averse to all that are not rabbit kind, 
after all, how could a rabbit know whom 
may become a wolf when the wolf bane blooms? 
 
Yet, still, I wondered why the rabbit had 
no memory of my benign presence, 
my gifts of lettuce leaves and piles of pea 
pods left outside my garden fence so all 
of us may share what nature lets me grow? 
I wondered why the rabbit felt such fright 
at seeing a man it has seen hundreds 
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a man who farms, and says his prayers by night,  
 
a vegetarian who tends land he  
has always loved. Last month I scared a dog 
that wandered on my land, it nipped my leg  
and howled before it ran off, beyond my  
house and my fields. Perhaps the rabbit saw 
it there too, and sensed that a dog consumes 
small prey for fun, which caused it to become 
averse to all that are not rabbit kind, 
after all, how could a rabbit know whom 
may become a wolf when the wolf bane blooms? 
 
Yet, still, I wondered why the rabbit had 
no memory of my benign presence, 
my gifts of lettuce leaves and piles of pea 
pods left outside my garden fence so all 
of us may share what nature lets me grow? 
I wondered why the rabbit felt such fright 
at seeing a man it has seen hundreds 
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of times before. Then… I wondered what it  
would taste like: raw and bloody…still warm…right 
as night falls and the moon is shining bright.  
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Dolly Waits | Juleigh Howard-Hobson 
 
 
Dolly’s silent. Dolly stares. 
Dolly listens. Dolly knows. 
Dolly trips you on the stairs 
Dolly holds her frozen pose. 
 
Dolly’s dead pan. Dolly’s cold 
Dolly’s dusty. Dolly’s wax. 
Dolly has no heart of gold. 
Dolly covers up her tracks. 
 
Dolly’s antique. Dolly’s wise 
Dolly’s hateful. Dolly’s mad. 
Dolly opens her glass eyes, 
Dolly wants to hurt you bad.  
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double-dutch | Kaleb Tutt 
 
 
pluck out your eyes,  
feed them to hungry  
pigeons, there are too many  
versions of You. 
 
You, in the rain puddle, 
schoolyard laughter wisping 
through the willow trees. 
 
You, in the hallway, 
dancing in broken  
yellow tiles. 
 
You, in the bathroom, 
staring  
at yourself- 
 
notice how you blink, 
but your eyes don’t close. 
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It’s Time to Kill the Jester | Kaleb Tutt 
 
 
The acrobatic jokester hides himself 
beneath the creaky floorboards 
of your childhood home, 
 
copper bells rattle, 
hanging limply on the drooping tips  
of his rainbow felt hat. 
 
He made you familiar with the Quiet  
terrors of Corporeal shadows, puppets 
dancing on forgotten bedroom walls. 
 
Dear mother, dear Father,  
please!  
Believe me, he’s right there, 
laughing, giggling, squealing, 
 
but they never believe. 
Delusions, dreams, 
hallucinations, they dance, 
it’s all in your head, kid. 
 
Fingers poking through 
termite holes tickling your soles 
as you walk through the Valley of the shadow  
of Unrelenting Evil, keep your scared eyes  
 
Open, sharpen the kitchen knives, the butcher’s blades, 
slice off mocking fingers, let 
them flop around wooden  
floorboards, fleshy worms writhe around  
in wine-red blood. 
 
and just like that, 
the jester’s time is over now. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
_ 
Originally  published in Nitrogen House. 
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the uncertainty principle | Kaleb Tutt 
 
 
endless Expanse expanding endlessly, omnidirectional, stretching infinitely as if to blanket 
itself over some cosmic horrors too complex for human minds to comprehend, but that’s 
human nature, reckless discovery of unknown unfathomables. infinity is incomprehensible, 
diamonds rain down on Jupiter and Saturn, venture out too far beyond the streetlights and 
discover what lies beyond infinity - dark matter and wormholes devour, last ditch attempts 
to preserve your sanity, save you from molecules that change their properties, knowing 
they are being observed. thermodynamic laws, edges don’t exist.  
 
stare long enough into the abysmal darkness until you see it staring back, try to fathom the 
Phantasm until your mortal mind explodes into space debris, strands of DNA, floating 
filaments wriggle, desperately reaching, searching for the safety of streetlights. 
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Poltergeist | Katie Proctor 
 
 
A snapshot of TV screen static casts 
sparkling water shadows across the 
staircase. A little girl, hypnotised, 
kneels on the hardwood floor in a 
blue dress and socks. She holds  
out her hands as if to reach for 
something in the distance, traces 
the black and white flickers, a heart 
rate monitor gone off the scale. Is 
there anyone in there? Outside, 
suburbia, a thousand white picket 
fences and crystal clear sidewalks. 
She is unaware. Leave a window 
open to let the spirits out. 
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Jump Scare | Lannie Stabile 
 
 
For a woman, the tension 
is walking home alone  
when the moon  
is the only face you see. 
 
Knowing, if wolves attack, 
the moon can do nothing 
but pale in solidarity. 
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Enter, Teenage Heartthrob | Lannie Stabile 
 
 
Everything about the boy is sexy. 
Even the skeletons joyriding 
in his blood red Camaro. 
 
He spent two summers rebuilding that car, 
18 building his reputation. 
 
When he sweeps back tawny bangs 
with leading man fingers, 
she does all she can not to faint. 
 
And sometimes she thinks  
she would amputate herself at the wrist 
to be that hand. 
 
He bares his teeth 
in a straight, white smile, 
and she wonders when she will learn 
to say clever things. 
Instead of owning a tongue that stumbles 
during the climax.  
 
Well-honed, his charm is sharp, 
and it hacks at her. 
 
But the day he opens his car door, 
beckoning her inside, she knows 
she will ignore the bodies in the backseat. 
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::Lights Flicker:: A Golden Shovel | Lannie Stabile 
 
 
“Darling? Light of my life. I'm not gonna hurt ya. 
You didn't let me finish my sentence. I said, I'm not 
gonna hurt ya. I'm just going to bash your brains in.” 
 
He calls you darling 
when everyone has left the party and Bud Light 
coats his breath. He tops off your glass of 
white wine, empties the bottle. Says, My my my, 
you tipsy little tiger, when life  
starts looking wobbly. He whispers, I'm 
just gonna' slip this off, as he moves to unknot 
your halter top. You and me, we're gonna’ 
have some fun, he promises. But his kisses hurt, 
his unkempt beard rough like pitahaya. 
You're not immediately alarmed. At first, you 
place your hands on his bare chest, thinking, didn't 
he just have a shirt on? And your bralet 
is suddenly missing. You start feeling home- 
sick. He protests, suggests you finish 
your drink. He says, Baby, you're hurting my  
feelings, and you recognize the threat in his sentence. 
He rubs his jaw along yours, cacti 
scraping the smooth sand. It all remains unsaid 
then: your feeble protests and the clear im- 
plication of your exposed flesh and even the pinot 
in your shaky hand. We’re gonna' 
have a good time, he coos again. Fear hurt- 
les through your veins. Ya’ know ya’ 
like it, he insists, relieving you of your denim. 
You think maybe if you just 
close your eyes, don’t struggle. You gonna’ 
just lie there, baby? he asks, bash- 
ing his groin against your 
body. And you imagine bashing his brains 
against the bedpost to dissociate from the pain.  
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Carly Beth Cannot Remove The Mask | Lilia Marie Ellis 
 
 
Carly Beth: No! No! I want it off! I want it off, now! Take it off me! I hate this stupid face! I hate it! I 
hate it! 
Shopkeeper: Carly Beth, I’m sorry, but this is your face now. 
― Goosebumps, The Haunted Mask (Season 1, Episode 1) 
 
1. 
 Back when the future would happen to someone else and I was light and my scars 
came from playground falls and I still had words for being terrified. 
 (My problem was simple enough: I didn’t look like myself for long enough that I 
did. You would understand (impossibility of rebecoming). There wasn’t much to do but 
wait, which required carrying on under the dread guise of normalcy. Shaking too much for 
tears I wept anyway: what is this monster that’s become me?) 
 
2. 
 So I became a vile mystery; begotten and breathed, half (or altogether)  

broken, you wouldn’t believe the cruelty some people endure, the human hands 
weaving it; I’ve trudged through such bonemeal to get here, staring eye to eye a loathsome 
beauty; I’ve been air and shadow both, light and less than light; I believed myself to be 
kind, though nonetheless unloved; 
 Embodied, embalmed, I entered the unasked for.  
  
3. 
 (my worst instincts, my vilest; decay into ugliness; lovelessness; unholied 
punishment; gift from existence itself; and I can only suppose the mask as a symbol of our 
ever-lurking present;  

except of course the mask comes from without; do you really think I’d choose 
being trapped inside? would you?) 
 The present became me like a stinging glove; I was at my most gracious, 
descending. At first when I understood not a tenth of what’d happened I shrugged and said 
to myself the world must be more wide and terrible than I imagined. And that’s true, that’s 
true. 
 
4. 

To the point where I thought I’d earned an eternity beyond recognition. And 
everyone took it as me. I was cold. I imagined growing wings. To become them. Where. 
The days were short and the leaves kept falling. The leaves were dead. I asked myself what 
living looks like. The dead leaves rotted. I said what if my life became. I was scared I was 
so fucking scared. I said a fantasy an origin a  

blazing star. I let my hands melt like water. At once winter. It snowed the  
Earth was white as ash. I pretended myself away like a dream you forget on waking. 

The very last time I prayed I prayed for anything but this.  
 (I was alive I could tell by the screaming of my heart)  
 
5. 

I tugged, hard. 
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6. 
I’ve got a dozen memories locked up on my wall, the most twisted laughter you 

could picture, voices dressed in love to slip sharper through skin; I say this not for 
sympathy, or to fixate on what’s over; I’ve just got nowhere else to go.  

The past must’ve happened to someone else. 
I’ve settled myself into a joy with claws. I’m here; that didn’t have to happen. 
(What a ruthless miracle.) 

  
7. 
 To give an end to what you see as story, to what has no end: it was simple. I was 
lucky. The mask came off like an accident. It was me in there all along, I emerged and no 
one was any the wiser. It almost felt like joy. Any other age I would’ve cried. 
 (So the metaphor takes shape, granted flesh; the understanding hollows; piecewise 
in growing pains the body bears its aftermath of forever;) 
 It turns out there is a god and only partly cruel; 
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The Shape of Water | Madison McSweeney 
 
 
It’s about time the monster got the girl  
not knocked from the tallest building  
or shot in a grotto 
or good-old-fashioned jilted like our friend Frankenstein 
by someone who never gave him a chance; 
this time, vengeance and romance. 
Vengeance, swift and merciless 
slit of a throat 
dispassionate, 
not the point.  
The purpose was the Princess  
rescued and whisked  
to a watery wonderland  
to rule.  
To love the beast.  
Hollywood horror-masters had something to say about love  
We chose, instead, to fear  
to revile those outsiders  
we should be holding dear   
And so Frankenstein crushes the throat of a child  
King Kong will fight Godzilla  
Clive Barker will cobble together the remnants of  
Nightbreed (“Clive — if you’re not careful, some people are going to like the monsters!”); 
the lost Freaks footage will never be found.  
In film after film, 
the beast is defeated 
brought down to our level 
monstrous and mortal  
Save for the Amphibian Man, 
sleeping soundly  
safely, his lover in his arms 
at the bottom of the sea, sighing bubbles  
May we all see such sweet ends to our troubles. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
_ 
*note: the Clive Barker quote is from a 1990 Cinefantastique interview, partially reprinted on his 
official website here: http://www.clivebarker.info/nightbreed.html. 
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strands after Death Stranding | Nadia Gerassimenko 
 
 
I.  
 
these days the sun  
sets the sky 
in no time  
in (no) sight a/light  
and time—oh 
sleep-crumbling time 
crumbles itself 
lost 
 
II.  
 
lost star dying took 
away what supernova  
meant to bring  
ashore: (a) life alive 
worth living  
worth all possible 
explosions, found 
 
III.  
 
found shards of mirror 
shining hollow  
longing for a world 
before this pain 
it shone, follow your 
truth, you find 
humanity, you 
find (your) an/other  
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Rebecca Kennedy is an Irish writer and artist. Her fiction has been featured in The 
Crannog, The Coven, The Old Moore’s Almanac, Hidden Channels, and she represented Ireland in 
The Women in Horror Anthology (Vol.1). In 2020, she was a Participant writer in ‘The New in 
Three Lines’ project launched by Public Relations Agency Story Lab, selected participating 
writer in ‘South Dublin Libraries Online Feedback Sessions’ lead by writer Brian Kirk, and 
she co-wrote and performed the comedy “Quarantine” alongside Simon Ferris on RTE 
Radio One’s ‘Keywords’ podcast. Her illustrations have been exhibited in Art Auction, The 
Model (2015), Cairde Sligo Visual in The Model (2019), and Hidden Channels Magazine and 
TORCH. 
 
Briar Ripley Page watches a lot of horror movies in central Pennsylvania, where they live 
with their cat. They have had previous writing published in venues including Beestung 
Magazine and Prismatica Magazine.  
Find Briar online at briarripleypage.xyz, and as @flameswallower on Twitter. 
 
Evelína Kolářová (she/her) is a young writer from the Czech Republic whose poems have 
been previously published in literary magazines such as Really System or Sink Hollow. Her 
work has made the finalist list of the Poetry Matters Project's Literary Prize 2019. She is 
currently studying an undergraduate programme at the University of South Bohemia and is 
the Editor in Chief and Social Media Manager of a student magazine published at the 
Faculty of Arts.  
Twitter: @EvelinaKolarova 
Instagram: @evelynnevenstar 
 
Matt Ranson is a writer from the UK. He currently co-runs Tealight Press, an online literary 
journal that showcases the talents of the LGBTQ+ community.  
He can be found on Twitter @mattpaperback. 
 
Aleah Dye (she/her) primarily writes poetry, tending towards topics of morbidity, love, 
social justice, and philosophy. She is dreadfully afraid of imperfection and spiders, in no 
particular order. She has a one-eyed cat named Ivy and a one-track-minded (food!) cat named 
Rosebud. Aleah hopes to make hearts grow three sizes with her words. She is a 2020 Sundress 
Publications Best of the Net nominee. Read her latest work via Door Is A Jar Magazine, 
perhappened mag, and mineral lit mag.  
Follow her @bearsbeetspoet on Twitter.  
 
Alice Scott (she/her) is a queer author who may or may not be a ferret turned into a 
person by a kiss from a prince. She has a degree in creative writing from George Mason 
University and is currently working as a bookseller with a specialty in recommending queer 
and underappreciated YA. When not at work, she is usually chipping away at her novel, 
writing collaboratively with her boyfriend, AJ, or procrastinating working on her novel by 
writing short stories. “Eggshell Girls” was one of said procrastination projects. She is the 
author of short stories “A Professional Relationship,” “Playing Possum,” “His Husband’s 
Ghosts” and "Eggshell Girls," and is also the co-host of the #LGBTWIP hashtag event on 
her Twitter, which you can follow at @AllyScottAuthor. 
 
Cecilia Kennedy taught Spanish and English for many years in Ohio before moving to the 
Greater Seattle area to write horror stories. Her first book is a collection of 13 dark tales:  
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“The Places We Haunt” (on Amazon), and she has words in Headway Quarterly, The Daily 
Drunk, Coffin Bell, Open Minds Quarterly, Gathering Storm, and The Writing Disorder.  
She also keeps a humorous blog of her attempts at cooking and home repair: Fixin' Leaks 
and Leeks: https://fixinleaksnleeksdiy.blog.  
Cecilia’s Twitter handle is @ckennedyhola. 
 
Connell Andrew Watson (he/him) is a short-form horror and science fiction writer, 
whose work attempts to perceive a level of coherency, in a world of utter incoherence; 
typically, by morphing family homes into liminal spaces, and crafting eldritch deep-speech 
into perfect prose.  
Connells’ social media handle is @dishclothninja1. 
 
Corey Farrenkopf lives on Cape Cod with his partner, Gabrielle, and works as a librarian. 
His fiction has been published in or is forthcoming from Tiny Nightmares, The Southwest 
Review, Catapult, Redivider, Hobart, Flash Fiction Online, Monkeybicycle, Volume 1 Brooklyn, and 
elsewhere. He is the Fiction Editor for the Cape Cod Poetry Review.  
To learn more, follow him on twitter @CoreyFarrenkopf or on the web at 
CoreyFarrenkopf.com. 
 
Elliot Brophy is an actor and writer based in Manchester, UK. 
 
Kyle Tam is a dreamer, writer, and full-time complainer from the Philippines. Her fiction 
has been published in Idle Ink, Mineral Lit, and Analogies & Allegories among others. She's 
easily spooked by just about everything.  
You can find her on Twitter at @PercyPropa, or follow her work at 
whatkylewrites.carrd.co.   
 
Rebecca Guy is a horror enthusiast who has recently graduated from university, studying 
English and Film. She loves reading, writing, and watching TV and films. Her favourite 
show is “Buffy” (if you couldn't tell), and favourite films include “Booksmart”, “D.E.B.S.”, 
“What We Do in the Shadows”, and “Ghost”. 
Twitter: @spookybecky1 
Instagram: @rebeccaguy36    
 
Samuel Best's short fiction has been published in magazines in Britain, North America, and 
Scandinavia. His début novel “Shop Front” has been described as 'A howl and a sigh from 
Generation Austerity' and he founded the literary magazines Octavius and Aloe.  
You can find him on social media @storiesbysamuel. 
 
A. J. B. (he/him) has been an afficionado of all things horror from a young age, in 
particular classic survival-horror video game titles. This love has sprouted “Mitochondria”, 
a poem inspired by one of his all-time favorite video game titles, “Parasite Eve”. 
 
Carson Sandell is a gay and demisexual poet from the Bay Area. He's currently enrolled at 
Mission College as an English Major with plans of becoming a Creative Writing Professor. 
 
Jessica Drake-Thomas is a poet, novelist, and book reviewer. She's the author 
of “Burials”, a gothic horror poetry collection. 
Twitter: @IAMBADWITCH 
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