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At the Dividing Line 
by Jonathan Montgomery Pollock 
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S.L. Clarke 
shrouded. 

 
 

 
 
in shreds she fell, 
woven into fabric unseen. 
listening to the night, 
built on silent screams. 

frightened, 
consumed. 
she held her own hand — 
clenched too tightly, 
until she could barely stand. 

rolling into a saw, 
inside her toolshed arsenal. 
she liked being chopped… 
but she wasn’t diabolical. 

what if a saw 
wasn’t really a saw 
at all; 
but a word 
built on a promise 
of certain downfall.   
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shrouded, 
you see. 
that was the word 
the word of all people— 
unseen and unheard. 

crowded, 
invisible. 
the night drudged on— 
clapping, 
and praying 
the crowd murmured, 
dawn. 

screams consumed 
her promise — 
shrouded dawn. 
   

7 



Linda M. Crate 
you don’t know my myths 

 
 
 
 
in the most wicked 
song of night 
one where the owls are hesitant 
to take flight, 

i will stand there with 
open arms, fangs tingling with delight; 
because you don’t know any myth 
about my name or birth right— 

you think that i am a chickadee, 
but i told you that i was the raven 
with claws sharp as every angry thorn of me; 
but you refused to listen to me then 

so do you see my rage now? 
all hallow’s eve is the perfect time to glow 
with all this pent up rage i’ve carried 
you and your lover death will finally be married. 
-linda m. crate 
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Linda M. Crate 
the light they don’t possess 

 
 
 
 
my beloved, 
let us dance in the graveyard 
of these forgotten bones; 
let us bring to life 
songs that beckon and call 
from underneath the ground— 
all hallow’s eve 
some people wear masks 
as if they don’t every other day, 
but we can be ourselves; 
without fear of recompense 
so let us spill the blood of the wicked 
and dream new dreams into existence— 
let us dance with the ravens and the crows 
beneath the soft moonlight 
of a foggy night 
drunk on the mythologies of our bones 
uniting as one 
beneath this most marvellous of nights, 
let us show them the mercy the world affords us 
to our enemies: none— 
i am certain they will call us devils, 
but look at those who call themselves saints; 
we know our hearts are full of the light they don’t possess. 
-linda m. crate 
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Linda M. Crate 
the beasts called mine 

 
 
 
 

these fangs demand 
flesh and blood, 
and no one else will do; 
when you are alone 
in the darkness 
that’s where i’ll press the wound 
you deny exists— 
i will knock you off 
your imaginary throne, 
eyes red and ready for battle 
i will see who is stronger 
the vampire or the werewolf; 
you with your bloody steaks 
always exhausted and sleeping 
or me, the nocturnal beast, 
awake at early hours; 
despite the fact i prefer night— 
we’ve both got fangs and claws 
only difference is i have 
already seen what you’re capable of 
you have yet to reckon with the beasts called mine. 
-linda m. crate 
   

10 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 

Back In a Minute 
by Jonathan Montgomery Pollock 
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Courtenay S. Gray 
Gobble Goblin 

 
 
 
 
The snakes hiss, 
The hare is fair but, 
Twisted into a branch of possession. 
Stomachs churning and bubbling, 
The woody and resinous aroma emanates, 
Violently from the pumpkins and Dracula Orchids. 
Snuffed out candles ooze, 
Barrels full of booze. 
Acrid fingernails tarnished with the stench of blood and wax. 
Baleful is the black cat that prances around the feet of townsfolk. 
Caterwauling at the full moon like a wolf. 
The dead shall rise on All Hallows Eve and they will avenge their 
brothers and sisters. 
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Rickey Rivers Jr. 
The Witching Hour 

 
 
 
 
Slithering devil, the lie teases rash decision. 
It is the witching hour. 
Deceit waits at the bed’s foot. 
Regret begs notice. 

Few things are scarier than a noise at night. 
Does something scurry? 
Or might only a plastic bag crinkle? 

Outside is sound, a possum, stray or raccoon? 
Darkness surrounds. 
Scurrying continues. 
It is the witching hour. 

Sweat on the neck, back, the body is hot. 
Above me, a sound, a squirrel? 
Somewhere close a clock ticks. 
I have no clock. 
Still dark outside, I sleep better in day. 
Reality has left my world. 
It is the witching hour. 
Sanity: a runny egg. 
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Rickey Rivers Jr. 
The Christian Man 

 
 
 
 
The Christian man fears that which is not understood 

by text. 

Unbeknownst to him, laid upon his soul, 

a hex. 

A brew from one in cabin near 

has brought the man from there to here. 

Bewitched! Betwixt 

a passage, 

a foreign land to him. 

The man enters unaware 

no control of limbs. 

Upon arrival his eyes take notice, 

his mind not his, his heart unfocused. 

From cabin doorway, tall she stood, 

her face covered with a hood. 

Enticing further, a tiny hum, 

no will for him, his body numb. 

Sense of self long since dumb. 

The Christian man succumbs. 
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Rickey Rivers Jr. 
Extraction and Infection 

 
 
 
 
Sucking, sticking nails into sockets, puncture brain stem, alter personality. 

Demons infect physically and metaphysically. 

The head of hell is quite cool indeed. 

Cold! It is cold, this perversion, unseen creeps; succubus exoskeleton. 

Evacuate fluids. Control the strength of demon’s grip. 

A hip toss pulls when lip-locks fail. 

The army of demons rain down, as hail. 
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Rickey Rivers Jr. 
Western Folly 
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Bang! You’re Dead 
by Jonathan Montgomery Pollock 
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Essie Dee 
Sector One 

 

 
 
 
Darkness. The shrill high to low wail of the alarm penetrates all within 
its wake. I feel my way along the cold stone walls of the windowless 
room and find the entrance to the inner passage. I continue my tactile 
search for escape, noting the walls to be unusually damp. Water. I hope 
its water. In the complete absence of light, it seems as though there is 
no movement on my part. If not for the sensation of treading upon 
hard ground, I’d believe it if I were later told I had been floating in 
space. Bodies brush against me, skittering away in the void—carried by 
their own volition or something else? 

A slight glow ahead, the new section is approaching, ping of its 
alarm mixed with the current horn blast. The glow, if you can call it 
that, intensifies off to my left. The emergency lights are not bright but 
seem like a sunrise as I emerge from the blankness of Sector One. Soft 
blue lights run the length of the hallway along the ceiling and floor. As 
I make my way down the hall, the old blasting alarm fades as the 
pinging intensifies. I use my hand to steady myself, eyes still adjusting. 
The walls here are more than damp, they are sticky as well. I look at 
where my hand lay… not water. 

I am unsure of myself, look back from whence I came. The dark 
depths of Sector One. An experiment in there, somewhere. Another 
windowless room further along another inner passageway. There are 
rumpled shapes on the floor ahead, and no longer am I certain if the 
cause for alarm lay behind or before me. Which way to safety? And a 
further thought—am I to be fearing fire, a blast maybe, a chemical, or 
is it something more sinister, that can move and think on its own. As 
my physical form debates which direction to take, my mind wanders to 
the reason I am here at all. 

19 



My car broke down, an expense I could not afford. Late on my 
rent for the third time in as many months, and still trying to put off 
student loan repayments. A payday loan. Seemed like the perfect 
answer, get me back on my feet—until I tried to pay it back. I realized 
the interest was more than the amount I had borrowed in the first 
place. My coworkers at the plant were sympathetic. Most had either 
been in my place or knew someone with similar trials. The suggestions 
were all the same—Sector One. Always in need of cleaning staff, always 
paid incredibly well. 

They, the suits, shifted uncomfortably in their seats, obviously 
unused to anyone reading the document. I commented that I’m here 
now for not reading the last contract I signed. One of the young ones 
nodded, pushed his glasses further up and asked if I had any questions. 
So many words I didn’t understand, pure legalese to a mind turned to 
calculus. But what I could gather was that they would own me, in a 
manner… anything I sensed while working, be it sight, touch or smell, 
could never be discussed. With anyone. Not even those who worked 
there. I asked what they could possibly be doing to require such 
silence. A pause and a chuckle from all the suits. The one with the 
glasses speaks again. 

“The rumors are not true if that is your concern. It is all pure 
science, not science fiction.” He pauses and looks to the others, who 
nod approval. “We are involved with government contracts… any and 
all governments in fact. Our scientists sign the same documents as they 
could hinder progress made by other countries…” His voice trails off as 
I hold up my hand. The pay is too good to turn down. The payday 
loan company owned half of me, why not sell the other half to pay 
them off? Besides, I had done the math - three months in Sector One 
and I would have made more than enough to even pay back my 
student debt. How much could I possibly see in three months as a 
cleaner? 

A new sound mixes with the ping of the alarm, bringing me back 
to my current situation. I can’t tell what it is, but it’s coming from 
behind me. Part of the void. I inch forward towards the shapes on the 
ground. I recognize lab coats but not much else, an awful smell fills the 
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air—a horrid mix of rotten eggs and burnt coffee. My stomach heaves 
lunch onto the crumpled forms, obscuring lab coats from view. I wipe 
my mouth with my sleeve, leaving brown streaks on brown fabric, run 
nicotine-stained fingers through sweat-damp hair, and continue on. 

As I reach the end of the hallway, the glass doors of Primer Two, I 
hear the new sound again. A heavy sound that makes the hair on my 
neck stand on end. I freeze, am motionless, lungs holding air in. I feel 
like prey. I hear something breathing. Slowly I turn, afraid of what I 
will see. Somehow the dark void I had left behind has followed me, has 
swallowed the hallway, the remains of my lunch, the dim glow of 
emergency lighting.  

I lunge at the doors, pushing, pulling. Realizing they are locked, 
that I am sealed in, I try to break the glass to no avail. The sound again, 
so close now. Hot dank air brushes against my neck causing my pants 
to dampen. Again I turn slowly, one last time. Ah. No fire, no blast, no 
chemical exposure then. And I close my eyes so I don’t have to see the 
end. 
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Bryan Grafton 
The Ghost of Baron Von Something R. Other 

 
 
 
 
“Yep, there used to be a coal mine back there on my property. You 
boys have seen the filled-in shaft holes in the ground, those depressions 
five or six feet deep, and the coal slag piles when you’ve been 
mushroom hunting back there haven’t you?” 

The two twelve-year-old boys nodded their heads yes in unison. 

“There also used to be a road back to it from where you cross the 
Coal Creek bridge. It went about a half mile or so back to the mine. 
‘Course the road isn’t there anymore. Been plowed over and farmed 
for seventy some years now. Mine been closed longer than that.  Only 
the name remains, The Baron’s Mine.”  

Newt Bailey knew the boys were hooked from the look on their 
faces. That they would beg him now for the rest of the story. “Yep only 
the name. Oh yeah and of course the Baron’s ghost still remains out 
there,” he added with a twinkling smile. “Don’t want to forget him 
now do we? 

Say you boys aren’t thinking about going back there this Friday on 
Halloween are you?”  

“Yeah we’re kind of thinking about it some. But we want to hear 
the story about the Baron’s ghost that’s supposed to live back there 
before we decide,” answered one of the boys. 

The boys sat there enthralled, dying to hear old Newt Bailey tell 
the local tale about the ghost of the dead Prussian Baron. The Bailey 
family had been one of the first settlers in the township and old Newt 
Bailey had lived and farmed here all his life. He knew all the local lore 
and legends.  
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“Okay here goes guys,” he said settling back in his rocker, the boys 
sitting directly in front of him on the floor, leaning forward, hanging 
on to his every word. “The mine was owned by one Baron Von 
Something R. Other. He was called that because no one can remember 
how to pronounce his long German name. He never came to this 
country but he’s the one who set up the coal mining operation back in 
the 1890s or so. He was from Prussia which is in the northern part of 
Germany, the area around Berlin I believe.  

Well the story goes that one day one of his descendants, who 
inherited the land, came over from the old country to see what his 
relative had left him. He was a Baron Von Something R. Other too. 
This was back in 1915 or so when World  War I was going on full blast 
in Europe. There were strong anti-German feelings something fierce in 
this country at that time because of all the so-called atrocities the 
Germans were believed to have committed when they invaded 
Belgium. 

Well, there was this miner who worked at the mine back then, a 
Belgian by the name of Camiel Dhooge, who had family over in 
Belgium. He believed that the Germans had in fact committed 
atrocities because he kept getting all these terrible letters from his 
family over there about all the tragedies and hardships they were 
enduring. One day he got one that said his brother had been killed by 
the Germans. Well, this sent him over the top and some say drove him 
mad. 

So the Baron comes to this country while the war is going on and 
goes out to view his mine wearing his fancy Prussian, gold buttoned, 
medal decorated, spiffy military uniform and wearing one of those 
Prussian helmets on his head with a spike on top of it. You boys know 
what I mean don’t you? You’ve seen pictures of them haven’t you?” 

The boys nodded yes. 

“Well, the Baron goes out to see his mine and Camiel sees him and 
finds out who he is. So he gets the Baron off by himself and starts to 
give him a piece of his mind as to what he thinks about Germans. Then 
before you know it, the two of them get into an argument and start 
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fighting. Next thing you know the Baron is dead, a hole in his head. 
Camiel had driven his pickaxe right through that hard helmet of his 
and into his brain. Claimed it was self-defense as the Baron was trying 
to butt him in the belly with the spike on his helmet. The State’s 
Attorney didn’t believe him though and charged him with murder 
because everyone knew that Camiel hated Germans. Well, his attorney 
got him off. Got the jury packed with Belgians. But that wasn’t the end 
of it. Oh no, not as far as the Baron’s ghost was concerned. Every so 
often he’s seen back there in the woods, wandering around the mine 
area, looking for revenge.” 

“We heard that he comes back around Halloween,” said one of the 
boys. “Is that true?” 

“That he does son. The Baron was killed in October sometime, no 
one remembers the exact date but it was during the Oktoberfest that 
the local Germans held back then and the Baron was known to tilt 
back a few steins of beer. He was probably drunk when he went out 
there and got himself killed. 

My father bought the land from his estate and closed the mine. It 
was pretty much played out anyway. It was no big mining operation by 
any means. They only tunneled in as far as the light and air held out. 
No deep intricate hive of tunnels or anything like that. My father used 
the mining grounds as pasture land for his stock cow herd and I’ve 
used it the same way too ever since.” 

One of the twelve year old boys couldn’t wait any longer and 
interrupted Mr.Bailey. “Tell us Mr.Bailey about when you were kids 
and the ghost of the Baron tried to kill you and your friend.” 

Newt Bailey smiled, tooth sucked in some air and said, “Well okay 
but it’s kind of a scary story, fellas, so be forewarned.” 

“We’re don’t scare anymore. Tell us,” demanded the same boy. 
“We’re twelve years old.” 

“We were about your age then,” continued Newt.  “And one 
Halloween my best friend, Bill Schroeder, dared me to go looking for 
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the Baron with him on Halloween night to see if all those rumors we 
had heard were true or not. Bill claimed that the ghost wouldn’t harm 
him because he was German and wouldn’t harm me because I was his 
friend. It was darker than pitch that night, no moon, no stars, just 
blackness. Well, I had to go since he dared me. So we go to walking 
around back there in the mine area that night and Bill keeps hollering 
out in German, ‘Baron woher sind sie?’ Laughing and joking the whole 
time. His father had taught him a little German. That means Baron 
where are you, in German. Well sure enough before too long we hear 
some noise off in the dark come crashing through the brush toward us, 
and Bill, to the day he died, swore that he heard the Baron answer, ‘Ich 
bin hier Wilhelm.’ That means I am here Bill. 

What I heard though was a lot of noise, snorting, gasping sounds, 
and some stomping. I didn’t hear any German words. The sounds kept 
coming closer and sounded like something big was advancing toward 
us. Well, of course, being dumb kids we panicked and took off running 
and screaming and ran right into one of those big old deep shaft holes 
that I just told you about and I’m sure that you’ve seen back there.  

“We’ve seen them,” answered one of the boys. 

“Well we fell about six feet to the bottom, then the bottom gave 
way, scared the BeJesus out of us. We thought that we were sliding 
down an old coal mine shaft right into the bowels of Hell itself but we 
only dropped about another four or five feet. After we brushed off all 
the debris, we looked up. There ten feet above us, against the 
moonless, starless, pitch-black night was the Baron’s ghost bobbing up 
and down. We took to praying and our prayers must have been 
answered because he finally went away. But we were still trapped. The 
sides were just too steep and slippery for us to climb our way out.  

Well after a couple of hours we heard some barking dogs getting 
closer. Bill said that the Baron was now sicking the hounds of Hell on 
us. Probably big fanged humongous German Shepherds or Doberman 
Pinschers he said. Pretty soon they were right above us, barking and 
howling their lungs out. I recognized the dogs from their howling. So I 
hollered back up at them, Baron, Dhooge stop it! My father had a sick 
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sense of humor when it came to naming our dogs. We were saved. 
Hallelujah! My father had ‘scent’ the dogs out to find us. And thank 
God they did. 

Next thing we know there are flashlights blinding our eyes and our 
fathers are chewing us out something terrible. They pulled us out, drug 
us home, and tanned our hides but good that night. I guess the Baron 
had a good laugh on us that night. I wouldn’t recommend going out 
there this Halloween, boys, unless you want to meet the Baron of 
course. He’s still out there.” 

“Is that really a true story Mr.Bailey?” questioned one boy in 
disbelief. 

“Well son, it’s truly a story that’s for sure,” answered Mr. Bailey 
hoping to keep the legend alive and thinking that there’s no sense in 
telling these boys that the ‘ghost’ he saw that night was really the white 
face of his father’s Hereford bull against the pitch-black sky, bobbing 
and waving his head up and down. For if he did, then it wouldn’t truly 
be a story would it?  it would be fact. 
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Means Trouble 
by Jonathan Montgomery Pollock 
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Renee Lake 
Ghost Road 

 
 
 
 

People send me letters, they always do. Some want art, locks of my 
hair, and some just to say they did. Others want advice. They don’t 
come straight out and ask, instead, I read between their carefully 
worded lines. 

I tell them not to be like me. Not out of moral obligation or guilt... 
I tell them so they won’t get caught, get careless, get sloppy. They 
don’t believe me when I tell them the vultures gave me away. 

Everyone who speaks to me is confused. Interrogators, 
interviewers, old no-longer-friends and estranged family all asking over 
and over, “were you trying to get caught?” Of course not. I had plans, 
so many ideas. 

They tell me no one ever noticed my car parked on the side of the 
road. An old white four-door sedan, unassuming. Sitting there every 
other Saturday. 

I miss my car. With the balled-up tissue paper in the back window, 
old food wrappers on the floor, always smelling like dirt, rust, and 
cologne, it was me…it was home. 

No one noticed me either, walking into the field, pale skin, black 
hair against the green, hopping the fence, climbing over dead tree 
stumps. Not one person saw me, and if they did, they didn’t pay me 
any attention. I was invisible to everyone. I like being invisible. 

I always came during the day. To get a glimpse of the little town 
and all the people with their mundane lives. It was a thrill to see them 
going about their own business, while I went about mine. 

The area smelled like wet hay, but the rotten kind. That moldy 
scent that sticks in your nose for days. Even a memory of the smell 
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gives my body tremors. My special place was surrounded by that moist 
decaying scent, stronger the closer I got to my hidden prize. I guess my 
special place isn’t there anymore. 

The first time I came upon that field was magical, and it was night. 
I dragged the mass of blankets and trash bags out of my car, hauled it 
over the fence, through the field and into the little smattering of trees. 
If people don’t notice things when the sun is shining, then the 
moonlight won’t make a difference. The sound of my shovel against 
the soft earth was music, and I remember dancing, swaying in the 
breeze as I finished my task. Happier than I had been in years. 

They ask me if I picked that place on purpose, did it have 
significance? No, in fact, I chuckled the first time I saw the road was 
named Ghost Road. Ironic, really, perfect. 

I got comfortable in my routine. I became too complacent. I 
should have paid attention. They tell me a couple driving became 
fascinated with the vultures swarming the area, big ones with white in 
their feathers. They say they filled the air, hopped over the asphalt and 
congregated in the grass. 

During my trial, the man said he had grown up near Ghost 
Road and had never seen vultures there before. Apparently, it was a 
joke, they told each other they should remember my car, the time and 
date- just in case. I listened as the woman said they laughed at each 
other for their macabre thoughts. I wanted to surge over the table and 
strangle them both. 

I am trying to learn to control my temper. 

I never got to go back, they took her from me. I won’t ever wipe 
the dirt from her face again or smooth back her hair. I am not going to 
be able to study the rate she decomposes or how her flesh softens 
under my touch the longer she stays buried. 

I want to blame that stupid couple, but I can’t …she tells me I can’t 
blame them. 
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She appears in my cell at night. In the corner, she sits, staring at me 
from behind her hair with those lovely dead eyes. 

She tells me if I hadn’t kept digging her back up, they never would 
have come…. those damn vultures. 
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Scott J. Moses 
Cruel, Baying Adolescence 

 
 
 
 

Before she left for the bathroom, my sister asked me to murder her. 
Now she sits across from me, dark eyes boring for the response I know 
she wants. 

Headlights pass over the glass of the run-down diner, the raindrops 
clinging to the surface for their lives. 

"Collin, this is serious." 

"I got you a coffee." 

She huffs. 

I tick through the packets of sweetener below the window.  

She snaps her fingers.  

"Collin?" 

"I know," I say, noting the remnants of dried blood beneath my 
fingernails. "I know..." 

The waitress, blonde, mid-forties and in the most vintage diner 
uniform imaginable stoops over us, a cup of black coffee in each hand. 
I all but forget it's 1985, and it's only when Elaine smiles up at her, 
dark eyes and tousled hair swallowing the world in the way they do, 
that I remember. 

The waitress smiles back, trembling as she lowers the mugs. The 
coffee a churning sea, torrential and running in lines down the 
porcelain. 

She can't hide her fear, though she tries smothering it with polite, 
habitual mannerisms. A facade society deems more respectable to 
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being outwardly uncomfortable. Funny thing is, I doubt she even 
knows why she's afraid. Even as the old instincts awaken within her. 
Think it akin to a dog sensing a storm. Deep down, humans know we 
are, but not exactly what we are, and it's easier for them to dismiss us as 
random chills, or post-alcohol anxiety. 

"You sure you kids aren't hungry?" the waitress asks, pencil and 
pad in hand, grey eyes gliding over us, her pulse quickening in her 
throat. I know Elaine sees this, hears it more than I can ever know, and 
I know more than most. 

"I'm fine," Elaine says, still smiling, dark hair obscuring an eye. "My 
brother must be starving though, he's been driving all day." 

"I'm good with coffee, thanks." 

The waitress can't conceal her smirk, her face an amalgamation of 
fear and humor, still clenching the napkin I gave her when Elaine left 
the table.  

Two words: Birthday Cake. 

She smiles and taps the napkin beneath her notepad with a 
manicured nail.  

"Well, you all just let me know if you change your minds."   

She shuffles away. A child at their first funeral, uneasy around the 
dead. 

Dust collects in the corners of the restaurant as if intentionally 
swept there, and the overhead menu above the register is censored with 
strips of electrical tape, dwindling the selection to little more than toast 
and pancakes. 

Elaine sips her coffee, staring at me over the lip of the mug. The 
speaker nearest the door whispers static, something hemorrhaged 
within. The buzzing hum its death cry. 

She lowers her coffee. "You had to have known. Dad told you what 
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could happen. Of the risks involved with—" 

"I don't want to hear it, Elaine." 

She leans over the table. 

"Too, fucking, bad." 

 A fire in my chest. Dad's final letter gnawing through the breast 
pocket of my leather jacket. As if his spirit is trapped there, in words 
scribbled two decades prior. Weighing on me, as if he'd never been 
executed by the state with torrents of electricity. As if he hadn't 
murdered Mom in the backyard next to the birdbath.  

That first line of his last letter scrawled and traced over in ballpoint 
pen: 

I MARRIED A DEVIL, AND SHE BORE ME A DEMON. 

"He was a hero, Collin. He died a murderer for doing what was 
right. Mom knew it, hell, she probably asked him to..." 

She falls against the cushion of the decades-old booth with a sigh. 
"She knew what she was. She knew what I might be, what I am..." 

"I'm glad it's so easy for you," I say, swallowing coffee. "To talk 
about those you never knew. It's not like you saw your father gun 
down your—" 

She crosses her arms. "You're being selfish." 

And that's that. 

My fist hammers the table, our unused silverware in disarray, the 
diner marinating in the stench of burnt toast. 

"SELFISH? Sure, Elaine, that's it. Grandma Ellen—” 

"GRANDMA ELLEN?" She leans over the table again, tears in her 
eyes, and I catch the waitress look over from behind the register. 
"Grandma Ellen was a fluke. A one-off fucking miracle. That's what, 
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one edible fruit on the decaying tree that is our family? You're 
rationalizing..." 

She's right. A faulty argument, yet one I've held for so long. Great 
Grandma Ellen, the anomaly, but not Mom... 

Mom's on her knees. I'm barefoot on the back porch, my 
five-year-old feet numb in the January sun. Dad's crying, Mom's 
crying, and then her brains blow out on the birdbath behind her. 

The neighbors call the police, Dad turns himself in, but Elaine, 
curled up in Mom's belly...lives. They deliver her right there in the 
snow, or at least that's how Uncle Ernie told it. 

He kept Dad's letter safe for me all those years, and it wasn't until 
my 18th birthday that I learned the truth. I remember the weight of 
that dark wooden chest. The letter in its envelope, opened, stained 
yellow with age. Dictating the details of our family's, condition. 
Something dormant, yet passable in the sons. Something chaotic, and 
horrid in the daughters.  

Something, evil. 

"We still have time," he said, as I stared at what lie in the chest. The 
ten gleaming shells single-file beneath the silver snub-nose that killed 
my mom. "I've lost years of sleep over it. Your father tried, Collin, but 
your mother wasn't enough. Your sister lived, Elaine, lived." 

"Collin..." Elaine says, quiet now, more little girl than I've seen her 
in years. "More people will die..." 

I lean back in the booth, Dad's revolver uncomfortable in the small 
of my back. Remembering the night of my 18th birthday, and how we 
abandoned Uncle Ernie's car on that bridge, miles from all we knew. 

A sip of my coffee.  

"People die all the time. What's it matter if it's you or me or 
whatever else that gets them?" 
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The Bailey's are strewn about their farmhouse, like the mutilated 
cattle they kept outside. All that blood...  

"Listen to yourself," she says. 

I couldn't possibly get it all, there was so much. On me. On Elaine. 
The smell of shit, sugar, and piss-wet dog and gasoline. 

I check my fingernails.  

"I won't. I can't..." 

"You HAVE TO. Dammit, it's not even a choice...you have to stop 
it. This, thing in me...it won't let me do it or I would've already. It 
wants to leave. It-"  

She breathes deep, looks over her shoulder to the waitress who’s 
lost in some conversation with the cook through the kitchen window. 

"It wants me to kill you. It wants you dead, Collin, but I won't let 
it get what it wants. If you ever loved me, you'll—" 

The waitress comes over, gargantuan mound of pancake spilling 
over the plate she's holding. A single flickering match the make-shift 
candle. She looks as if she'll sing the song, but refrains. Saves us all the 
trouble. 

Elaine's eyes moisten, and she smiles. Watching the cake and the 
dripping syrup as it's set before her.  

The waitress smiles. "Heard someone had a birthday today. How 
old are you, honey?" 

"18," Elaine says, sniffing the snot and tears up through her nose. 
"I'm 18, spending my birthday with the only family I've ever known." 

The waitress smiles and retrieves the coffee pot from the bar, 
refilling our cups. 

Elaine wipes her eyes with the back of her jacket, her mascara in 
smears, before lifting the fork next to her. It's refreshing, knowing she 
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doesn't want this, that she doesn't want to die. That she's jealous of 
Grandma Ellen, as all the women in my family must be. That she 
wants to live, meet a partner, have kids, a house, the whole 
goddammed dream, but knows she can't, she won't. 

"Well, time to make a wish." 

She chuckles, looks right at me, and says aloud, "To no more nights 
locked in shitty motel bathrooms." 

I smile. Hell, I can't help it. She's funny, my little sister... 

She blows out the candle, I clap, a big smile on my face, fighting 
the urge to round the table and hold her close, but stop when her head 
jolts to the television over the diner's counter-bar.  

A news anchor stands on a rural road before a one-story 
farmhouse, the fence behind her torn inward. The reds and blues of 
sirens dance along her face and when she brings the mic to her lips, her 
mouth moves without sound. She pivots, lifting her hand to the 
wooden house behind her, the door of which is splintered inward, as if 
battered down or pulled apart. The text below the anchor, white letters 
on a red banner, reads: 

TERROR IN MAIKSVILLE. 

Elaine's tearing up again, and any happiness the cake brought is 
gone. Stamped out by the reason we drove all day, stopping only to fill 
the tank, knowing we couldn't outrun this, and that eventually, it 
would take us as it does everyone in our family. 

I clear my throat. "Can you turn that—" 

"UP," Elaine says. "Can you turn that up?" 

Our waitress lifts the remote and green bars slide to the right of the 
screen. 

Police are still at a loss as to what happened last night at Bailey's 
farm but are considering some large predator to blame. The details to 
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the investigation are confidential at this time, but police advise anyone 
with information to the killings to please come for—" 

A stone in my throat. Dad's voice in the suffocating stillness. 

"DO IT. YOU MUST DO IT. YOU MUST DO IT, SON. YOU 
MUST—" 

"I know..."  

Elaine leans in. 

"I know that I have to...it's just..." 

She sighs, runs a hand through her hair, and stares into the window 
dripping with rain. "Do you remember when we were little, riding 
around with Uncle Ernie in his 72 Datsun? How we'd stick our arms 
out of the windows, saying we made the car an airplane?" 

I see it then. The two of us in the backseat of the Datsun. Biggest 
smiles of our lives on our faces, skin warm in the Georgian sunshine. 
Laughing, as kids should, carefree, naive...glimpsing Uncle Ernie's 
deadpan glare in the rearview. 

"Not much of a last meal..." I say to the cake, slouching with butter 
and syrup in the center of the table. "Murderers, rapists...politicians, 
even they get steak or lobster before they..." 

"I am a murderer, Collin..." 

She sips her coffee, streams of mascara in lines down her cheeks, 
permanent tears etched in skin, etched in soul. 

 

The bell above the door chimes as we leave, and the brown 
Volkswagen stolen last night comes into view. A faithful mount 
carrying the rider onward. Unbiased in serving its purpose, usually 
dying in some undeserved way. 

Elaine rounds the car to the passenger door, arms wrapped about 
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her in the Michigan chill. I insert the key in the door, and pause. 

"I found you in the Bailey's bathroom...why would it be in the 
bathroom if not to wait for morning, for me, like we practiced, just in 
case we ever found ourselves here...I think you're still in there. I—" 

"STOP," she says, looking from me to a sky permeating orange. 
Dusk creeping in around us. A lone sedan passes on the highway, and I 
unlock the door. 

"We have to hurry," she says, as the car idles in silence. Our breath 
plumes of frost inside the coupe's cabin. 

She's looking through her window, hand cupped over her eyes, and 
though her black hair obscures her face, I can tell she's shaking, crying. 

I see her there, naked in the Bailey's bathroom, after overstepping 
the toppled refrigerator barring the hallway. Navigating the mess of 
blood and toppled household gone awry.  

The Bailey's were everywhere, in bits throughout the farmhouse, 
each piece a clue leading me to her. Her hair and mouth wet with 
blood, she staring wide-eyed at the tiled-wall of the bathroom. Hands 
over her eyes and legs curled in as she rocked back and forth. 

She gasped when I touched her, a breath one takes when seconds 
from drowning. We left wrapped in a patchwork quilt hanging near 
the ruined door as we made our way through the field. The morning 
sun full, looking out on the cattle torn from themselves, spilled out in 
heaps and steaming on the field wet with dew. 

My hands loosen their grip on the wheel.  

"Mind checking the glove box?" 

She turns to me, hair disheveled. 

"What?" she says, more cry than question. 

I wink, and when the lid flaps down, I smile because she does. 
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"No way," she says to the cassette wrapped in plastic, cradled in 
both hands. "The Smiths? How did you—" 

"This morning, you in that record store, headphones on and 
swaying with the music. You looked straight at me and said your first 
words since Maiksville. 

'So good.' 

So when we were getting gas, when I said I had to piss, I went back 
and got it for you." 

She leans over the shifter knob, squeezes me tight, and I swear I 
could live this moment forever. 

The music flows as we pull onto the highway, the only car in view. 
Teeter’s' Diner illuminated in the rearview, every letter but the T's in 
buzzing neon. 

 

Trees line the sides of the snow-layered road, the Volkswagen's 
engine rumbling our feet as the RPMs climb. A piercing Jack O' 
Lantern orange seeping through the crevices of the thickening forest. 
Elaine hasn't stopped moving. Her palms up, flat and near her 
shoulders. Eyes closed, hair swaying, dancing the way she did in that 
record store a lifetime ago. 

I roll down my window, my sigh lost in the roar of the speakers. 
The frozen air swoops in like a demon, scrambling up and over the still 
lowering glass. A frigid torrent tunneling into the coupe.  

Elaine stirs in my periphery.  

"What are you...?" 

My arm extends into the ice-ocalypse, and pierces the air. A wing 
to a plane requiring two. I know she's smiling, despite my view of the 
ice-glossed road. I feel it. I just know. 

Winter funnels in from both sides now. So cold, colder than even a 

39 



Michigan winter should be. 

She twirls the wind between her fingers, spinning the air in 
unknown sorcery, bending it to her will. The sky's so red it's dark, and 
as I flick the headlights on, her hand jerks back in through the opening. 
She cradles her stomach while The Smiths scream, "Please please please, 
let me get what I want this time." 

"Collin?" she asks, and wretches birthday cake on her boots and the 
floor, the stench sour-sweet. I pull off the highway, my door left ajar, 
and make my way to her. My boots crunching in the semi-frozen snow. 

I take her arm, never minding the blood-specked vomit which 
steams at our feet. Headlights pierce the trees ahead, a red sun dies 
behind, and the sky dims to black. 

Her head rises, and when she looks up at me her eyes gleam, twin 
diamonds refracting the light. I lift my head and see it too. The old 
bastard, casting its light down on us. 

My family and I are the skeletons in God's closet. The ones who 
slipped out when our heavenly father was sleeping off a night on the 
bottle. His cheap T.V. flashing,  

IT'S 10 P.M. DO YOU KNOW WHERE YOUR MISTAKES 
ARE? 

Elaine lifts her hand to the forest, groans, and spills her guts where 
the road meets the snow. 

My tears burn.  

I can barely see.  

The gun is heavy.  

So heavy. 

My hand is frozen.  
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I can't breathe.  

This is it. 

This is— 

"Collin...you have to..." 

"I know, Elaine...I know." 

I lead her in. The two of us arm in arm, shivering in the Michigan 
winter. The trees dwarfing us as adults do children. I can just make out 
the headlights of the Volkswagen over my shoulder, the beams dim and 
strangled through the clot of skeletal trees. Autumn's shed remnants 
dead all around us. Its leaves stiff and plastered to the snow-laden 
earth. 
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The Sorcerer of Delray Beach 
by Jonathan Montgomery Pollock 
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Pongwut Ruji 
Midnight 

 
 
 
 

She was sitting there, at the opposite seat of him, in the empty 
midnight carriage. Appeared from the origin station and left when 
they reached the terminus as usual. Same time. Same station. He knew 
because he had always been watching her, though she wasn’t aware of 
his existence at all. She couldn’t see him.  

When their eyes met as if looking into the mirror and the sparkle in 
his eyes reflected only her sweet, mild face and the doe’s eyes of hers, he 
had hoped she would have seen him but that hadn’t happened. He was 
completely invisible. Or at least that’s what she had been tending to 
believe.   

He explored her secretly, wondering about her life. Perhaps he 
should follow her home, see where she lives. Just a thought, though, 
because as far as he was concerned, he couldn’t leave this passenger car; 
he attached to it like forever.  

She looked exhausted. Whatever job she had been responsible for 
made her worn out. A few minutes later, she would fall asleep, let him 
scout her body more from the distance. He didn’t intend for her to 
wake up. Let her rest.  

Station before the destination, she would open her eyes, yawn a 
little and begin to fix her messy hair then step out when the train 
terminated at the platform. He was finally alone again until next 
midnight.  

 

Every day, the sound of scratched metal irritated him, giving a 
headache, but what he truly couldn’t stand was the taste of peculiar 
bitterness spiking his tongue. He felt like drowning endlessly deeper 
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and deeper to the dull ocean of ignorance, kept forgetting about 
something really important, but could one know how essential it was if 
they couldn’t remember? He should try to dig a bigger hole, discover 
what lies beneath. That mysterious sound came, again and again, like 
the pain. Maybe tomorrow then. 

It’s just you and me, Gracie, he whispered into her ear with the 
name he had self-named. He didn’t know the real one nor could ask 
her, but it was nice to build a relationship with each other, even the 
imitation one. After all, she was his sole companion on this midnight 
ride. The unseeable barrier between them brought less joy. So many 
times he gave up on a desire to touch her tenderly. Only a tiny space in 
the air, a millimeter, he could feel her soft skin. That delicate moment 
seemed as if a fizzy sparkling wine first tasted in his mouth, so vibrant 
yet fragile.  

Screech, screech. The chaotic crowd made a long harsh noise 
interrupted him. Argh, he hated it. Make it stop, he shouted uselessly. 
Nothing happened.  

It must have been something he forgot. What was it?  

 

Tonight was different.  

She was shaking and scared—even the glitter in her eyes 
disappeared cluelessly. He abstained from the urge to cradle her in his 
arms, sat still in his seat opposite. Momentarily, the headache attacked 
until he couldn’t open his eyelids. 

Help, somebody help! Someone was screaming. He couldn’t move, 
only lay fossilized, unable to comprehend the situation.  

He looked straight; she was still there, phoning. It’d been silent 
once again.  
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“I’m on the train,” she muttered. The air vent rustled. “I think I’ve 
been followed but no one’s here. The car is empty; still…I swear I feel 
someone around, watching me right now.”  

Her body quivered as if the unexplainable vibe petrified her 
minute by minute. She glanced at his direction. All of sudden stood up 
abruptly, widening her eyes. She jumped out of the train as soon as it 
approached the next station; earlier than usual. She wore that horrid 
face he couldn’t understand.  

He was puzzled.  

 

Jemma fled from the deserted platform, nearly broke her legs by 
falling off the stairs, and had never felt these levels of terror in her life. 
All she thought was to get out of here as fast as she could to anywhere 
people still roaming. Finally, she found the middle-age lady napped 
inside the ticket office.  

Her face was so pale the lady impetuously ran while she tapping 
the office’s window.  

“What’s wrong, Miss?”  

“I, I…”  

She couldn’t brace herself to speak; frightened it might become 
true if said out loud. No one would believe or worst—think she was 
crazy. However, the lady seemed to understand. 

“You saw a ghost?”  

Startled, then nodded, she inhaled deeply, asked,  

“So, there’s a ghost here?”  

“No, Miss. I can assure you; no ghost haunted the train or the 
station.”  
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“How can you be so sure about that?”  

“Well, you’re not the first who claims to encounter the 
supernatural but the truth is, there’s no ghost because no one died 
there.”  

Jemma left, positive the lady had lied. She knew for a fact at least 
one death had happened years ago—her husband. He jumped in front 
of the moving train and the rest was history, the very painful and cruel 
history for the one who had been left behind.  

She didn’t understand the motive behind that action although she 
should. One ordinary midnight, he decided to say goodbye to this 
world without leaving any note. They hushed up the incident, 
considered it bad publicity. Shortly after, people forgot as the news 
had faded except her, she would never forget him. 

Someone watched her every movement even if she was alone, 
giving her a chill. Jemma averted the eyes and unintentionally saw the 
reflection on the glass door of the closed shop. Instead of her own, it 
was his.  

 

She was standing on the platform, hoping it wouldn’t be too late 
for the last train. Why am I here, she wondered. Before answered, she 
stepped into the carriage, gazed at a particular seat—the one near the 
pole on the right. He was there, looked at the floor, and then turned to 
face her.  

“You’re here,” he said.  

“Yeah.”  

“And you can see me.”  

“Apparently, yes.” 

“Then you can tell me what’ve happened.”  
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“You died. Suicide.” Teardrops ran down her cheeks.  

“No, I mean what’ve really happened.”  

Their eyes locked. Jemma could feel sympathy in his eyes. The 
memories recalled themselves through the shattered glass pieces by 
pieces until ultimately formed into the complete shape. 

She remembered the bomb blast; the screams; the cries; the chaos; 
and the pain—extremely pain. The flood of panic and horror spread 
everywhere, as well as deaths.  

The culprits had chosen the shrine on the significant religious 
ceremony night. The huge crowd of believers filled inside and outside 
the holy place. At midnight, the time-bomb exploded, killed almost a 
hundred including her. The authorities never caught the attacker 
though clearly it was a terrorist attack. Bad for tourism, they said.  

“You were still everywhere. In our house. In the workplace. I saw 
you every day like you didn’t allow yourselves to rest,” he told with 
emotionless voice. “One day, I couldn’t take it anymore.”  

She sobbed, realized what he would say next. She was the one 
responsible for his suicide. She forced him to do that.  

“I’m sorry.”  

“Don’t.” he paused. “I keep forgetting about you no matter how 
hard I tried. But tonight, I hope it changed. We can be together at 
last.”  

He appeared in her eyes and she was likewise. They exchanged the 
smiles, holding hands; the obstacle between them instantly gone.  

At least until tomorrow came.  
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Under the Lion House 
by Jonathan Montgomery Pollock 
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