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REALISTIC STORY
by Blake Butler

I had a dog inside my eyelid—

Wait, we can’t start off like that. 

This is a realistic story. I have my head on straight. 

To be certain, there are realms of science that would indicate I have not and will never 
have a dog inside my eyelid. The dog would be too large, being the idea. And also: how 
would a dog end up inside my face? That, sir, is absurd.

But what could it have been inside my eyelid that morning that caused me such discomfort 
as I lay on the floor beside my naked mother? 

There was something twitching in me, a little meat noise, some kind of something 
scrunched and so much blood. 

There is always something in me.

I asked my mom to sit up and look into my eye some and see what it was there but my 
mom would not sit up. She had her arms over her head, squealing. She feared the roof 
would soon collapse—come raining down on me and my mother and all our precious 
junk. My father was up on the roof again. My father with his hatchet, peeling up the shit 
job the Mexicans did replacing the shingles my father ordered off the online, shingles 
made from living women’s skin.

Shit, man. Fuck. 

The shingles weren’t made of women’s skin. That is ridiculous. Worse, that is completely 
unrealistic. Who would kill someone for shingles? Even if they had, if I could be convinced, 
how would we know for certain the skin was female? I can not believe in, and therefore 
even conceptualize or therefore read, a story that would allow that kind of flagrantly 
willful admission. What would be the father’s motivation to do such a thing as line his 
home with dead women? Tell me at least where and when the narrator was born and 
whether he has a moustache! Tell me who he loved and what he wanted and what he 
would become—this is what we need to know. This, for holy fuck tits’ sake, is what 
makes a story we can, with our eyes, read. 

So then the roof shingles were made of whatever your common everyday roof shingles 
are made of—though really, I’m not quite sure of even that. Is it paper or like cardboard 
or something? I’d look it up, but couldn’t I just say roof shingles? 
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What kind of shingles appear on the roofs of homes and houses in short stories by William 
Trevor? That’s what I should find out.

God, my ass is starting to leak again.

Look, let’s just you and I, let’s forget I ever said anything about my father’s ill-planned 
carpentry, and the bit I haven’t mentioned yet about how the holes got in the roof in the 
first place (pssss…it was by the weight of my dad’s big dick). Let’s just say my father, who 
does have a moustache, though a pretty sparse one, which he only uses to cover up his 
cold sores, let’s say on the afternoon that Dad was up there walking around on the roof 
(February 24th 1989, to be exact, a rather frigid afternoon indeed for Tempe, Arizona, 
Time! Setting!), let’s say that old man was a little drunk. People get drunk around here 
these days still, right? A person could perceivably be expected, albeit if in a state of 
psychological disarray, to get wasted and tromp around the roof, scaring the family, 
yes? This could happen? 

Right, then this is what had happened.

Reader, are you OK?

Back to about my eye, then—

There was something in my eye, I tell you, swollen up all bright and warm with pus, and 
something else layered behind it, the sore just a cap on something bigger. I could feel the 
slosh inside my forehead when I stood up, when I looked this way or that. There was 
something in me growing. If not a dog in there, it had to be something. 

This feeling was very, very real.

Because my mother would still not look at me, her body quivering, sodden with sobbing 
mucus, dew, the liquid pouring down in through the rooftop where my father was 
banging, screaming his name, because I knew we did not have enough money for a 
doctor (Rubbish! Who does not have doctor money!?), because I could feel the tumor on my 
brain, what I did then, right there next to mother, was I stuck my whole arm in my eye. 
I really did! A trim fit at first, my eyelid ripped some, my eyelashes tickling my skin, but 
still I aimed and pushed and centered, and fist by wrist by forearm I went in. I reached 
my whole arm into my forehead, and I swung my fist around inside my meat. 

This is exactly what fucking happened!

Hey!

I beat the fuck out of my cerebrum. I ripped my nails into the cell walls. Whatever had 
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bored its way in there, I would find it, this thing that tickled in the night, this thing that 
always kept me sneezing, that soon, I knew, would grow to take my entire body on—I 
had to kill it now, to rip it out, if there was any chance of me going on as my mother’s 
very good boy. I would rip the shit out of the dog—fuck! I mean the cyst, the rind, the 
button, the district manager, the whatever the fuck you might believe could be inside a 
person—

Cancer! It was cancer! 

Hey! 

This is a story about cancer.

This is a story about me defeating cancer.

Me, the product of an abusive, undone home.

My father on the rooftop, the sick fuck terrorist, ordering women’s body parts off the 
online!

Did you hear me mention terrorism?

How about a detonation!

Did I mention there was a missile silo off the coast of our small town, primed and aimed to 
shoot through and erupt our home to smithereens, just nearly seconds after this realistic 
American short story ends?

Did I mention we will be made putty, we will not receive proper burial, how our corpses 
will be raped? 

This is a realistic story about terrorism and human suffering and human fear!

This is what happened!

This is a realistic sentence in a realistic story!

This sentence was heavily line-edited in an attempt to alter its lack of reckoning of human 
love.

I, me, the narrator, am a character who you could get to know as a full person, who 
reveals myself to my creator in sidelong bursts, who has a heart a name a wish a want a 
will to exist a special purpose.
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I will not talk about my dick inside this story, because that would be disheartening.

No talk about my dick, or David Lynch or rooms or vomit, or spores or the apocalypse 
or crud, or anything of the other things the author of this very special story tends to go 
on too much about.

This realistic American short story is getting far too off its course.

I’d like to direct your attention back to my father, on the rooftop, buck ass naked, swinging 
his massive scrotum at the trees.

My father with his goiter the size of my whole forehead on his foreskin, scraping with 
the shingles’ skin (please disregard this line).

This sentence was included to somehow qualify the previous sentence by covering it 
over, wising up. 

This sentence is very tired.

Here, though, is a plot twist, strategically centered in the last third of the plot’s 
progression—my father is William Trevor!

My father’s drunken roof-beating stupor came about during a fit of artistic distemper 
during the creation of his next short work!

My father, William Trevor, moved to emotional brutality in a fit of veiled political rage!

And yet there is an upside to this revelation, a spoke in the light that will make everything, 
you see, worthwhile: the thing what my father had failed to tell me, that this most recent 
forthcoming story of his would be sent to the New Yorker in my name!

My father would demand they publish the story as mine as they tremble in the furor of 
his massive neon authorial brow! 

My father had a kind side, which would explicate his awful ranting, and therefore enable 
you, the reader, to understand him as a person in my life.

Within three to eight weeks after the story’s acceptance, I would have a three book deal 
with a major house, despite the fact that I have never written a word in my life, including 
these words, which I insist, are very real, and that I, the narrator, did not myself write, 
because I am ink.
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But lo! 

This sentence is heartwarming.

This sentence is a real sentence.

William Trevor is Phillip Roth.

Phillip Roth is Alice Munro is Anton Chekov is Barack Obama is a sandwich is oinken 
blarzstensen is a steaming pound of need.

This thing growing inside me, which I did not know at the time of this story’s occurrence 
(Time! Place!) was actually the engorged black pustule of my impending rise to literary 
power.

As I reached my hand into my head then, on the floor next to my trembling mother—I 
really did!—I could feel the incantation thumping through my fist fingers. I shuddered 
in the rhythm of the barking of the black heathen dogs I held inside me, the black dogs 
that would bark each syllable of my prizewinning realistic American narrative all the 
way to bank, the blood bank and the black church inside my mother’s knee. 

It really had been a dog there in my eyelid. I knew it. 

Go fuck yourself you doubting fuck.

My dad—Phillip Roth or William Trevor, whichever—laughing into America’s clitoral 
hood with eyes and lips and thumbs of blood.
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UNREALISTIC STORY: AN ANNOTATION 

13.1 And I stood upon the sand of the sea, and saw a beast rise up out of the sea, having 
seven heads and ten horns, and upon his horns ten crowns, and upon his heads the name of 
blasphemy.

(You stood upon the sand of the sea? So you’re saying the sea is made of sand? That 
wouldn’t really be a sea then, that’d just be like a really big beach or something. Which 
beach? Who is bathing on it? Are they topless? Sex sells. Maybe you mean the sand 
belongs to the sea? That brings up all kinds of ownership issues I can’t even begin 
to think about, what about the local state? Is beer allowed on this beach? I like beer, 
especially if it’s free. And this thing about horns wearing crowns: I don’t see how a 
horn can wear anything, especially something with a big ass hole through the center, 
that’s kind of like saying a sewing needle is wearing a condom. I, THE READER, AM 
QUITE CONFUSED)

13.2 And the beast which I saw was like unto a leopard, and his feet were as the feet of a bear, 
and his mouth as the mouth of a lion: and the dragon gave him his power, and his seat, and 
great authority.

(was like unto? Come on dude, what do I look like, a thesaurus? I am very tired. I have 
kids, and one day those kids will have kids, and all of us have our own sex organs, 
some of which are sad. Just say I saw the leopard, or There was a leopard or something. 
Here, give me the pencil, I’ll fix it for you. Your handwriting is really awful. You are 
ugly. BTW: a lion’s mouth would not fit on a leopard! And why is the leopard a she? In 
what sort of household was the leopard raised? Did his dad have a drinking problem? 
Is he black? What about his last sexual relationship? I need to know how this leopard 
fucks if I am going to know anything really about the leopard, and thus penetrate the 
intention of your story, dude. I, THE READER, AM QUITE CONFUSED.)

13.3 And I saw one of his heads as it were wounded to death; and his deadly wound was healed: 
and all the world wondered after the beast.

(No. Just no.)

13.4 And they worshipped the dragon which gave power unto the beast: and they worshipped 
the beast, saying, Who is like unto the beast? who is able to make war with him? 

13.5 And there was given unto him a mouth speaking great things and blasphemies; and power 
was given unto him to continue forty and two months.

(Hey, have you read any William Trevor? Write his name down. T-R-E-V-O-R. You 
should check him out, and maybe try to write more like in the vein of what he’s doing, 
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as opposed to all this dragon stuff. I mean, dragons are cool and all, if you’re writing 
for kids or fat people or something, but in the long run you’re just going to end up 
alienating your readers. You have to know your readers. Do you know your readers? 
I know my readers. You better believe I know my readers. Sometimes I have dinner 
with my readers in my mind and I’ll talk to them like I’m really my character, and it’s 
like this interactive experience for both of us, and sometimes we have sex. My readers 
made $970,000 last year. How much you make?)

13.6 And he opened his mouth in blasphemy against God, to blaspheme his name, and his 
tabernacle, and them that dwell in heaven.

13.7 And it was given unto him to make war with the saints, and to overcome them: and power 
was given him over all kindreds, and tongues, and nations.

(Hey, cool, there you go, war. War is something I can relate to, though I’ve never been 
in a war, or near one, and to tell the truth guns freak me out. In the night I am too 
swollen shut to open up my eyes most of the time from worrying about who might 
come into my house, and I am fairly certain that at least one night while my eyes were 
closed some hoodlums raped my wife. She won’t look at me anymore, her tear ducts 
are busted. Yeah, but hey, you’re really onto something there when you mentioned the 
word “war.” Listen, my anus is a fortress and if you want to throw a party you better 
have a fantastic bartender at the wake, or else you’ll just find yourself in front of the 
computer scratching for coffee pennies, knowwaddamean?)

13.8 And all that dwell upon the earth shall worship him, whose names are not written in the 
book of life of the Lamb slain from the foundation of the world.

(So here’s what I think you should do with your story: while I can appreciate the 
antiquated language, and I see what you are doing there (believe me, I see) I think 
this whole piece would be improved if you dropped the voice and spoke in clearer 
terms, like maybe you could have the narrator be a smart teenager with a penchant 
for troubling his way into the fruit of life. You should probably also move it into a 
first person present mode so it’s a little more accessible, and use some concrete action 
rather than all this prospecting, I mean if you are going to make me read your book I 
should be able to relate to it, man, I want to see it taste it smell it in my hair. Will you 
put it in my hair? I am so confused man, I love you though, I am afraid.)

(By the way, thanks for the comments on my story about the Eurasian grad student 
touring the Norwegian grasslands looking for his half-blind fiancé, but I really don’t 
think having the narrator fall down a hole into a vat of molten heroin babies is quite 
what my readers are looking for. I’m tired, it’s time for LOST, I am going to watch 
LOST.)
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13.9 If any man have an ear, let him hear.

(Huh?)
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IMPERMANENT STRUCTURES
by Ray Fracalossy

There was much activity on the street that afternoon. Earth movers, cranes, bulldozers, 
and other machines of destruction were gathered together to consummate the demise of 
the Willowby house.

The home was the oldest in the neighborhood. At one time a shining jewel, it now bore 
none of its original charm, and had been reduced to little more than an unsafe eyesore. 
It was large by today’s standards, an old Victorian home that had been in the Willowby 
family for three generations. It had remained unowned since the mid-sixties when Horus 
had died, and even then hadn’t been painted or renovated for some time beforehand. 
There had been rumors of squatters living there on and off for a period of time, the only 
tell-tale sign having been a small upstairs fire that left a visible hole in the roof, which 
was never repaired. The water and smoke damage accelerated the deterioration of the 
already weakened structure, and it worsened as rain and snow gained entrance in the 
ensuing years.

The house had bore witness to many events. Multiple births and deaths, numerous 
holidays, both joyous and tumultuous, and a plethora of human dramas. Now it was 
all to end. I stood watching as the demolition ball slammed into the house—knocking 
cement, pipes, and wood—sending pieces to the ground with an earth-shaking thud.

In the house across the street, the Mantle children were excitedly completing a house of 
cards, hours in the making.

Donna was putting up the very last card when the ground shook.
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mOsbURAnD

There was a patch of dead grass in the yard that seemed to control the entire universe. 
It was rumored that a rabbit had died there, the victim of its own cruel, self-loathing 
paws. There were other rumors regarding the patchy area, also involving rabbits, most 
of them purely fiction. Completely removed from this location by two continents, a pair 
of figures slowly draw our attention. One male. One not. One female. One not.

“How are you, Leopold?” asked Mrs. Shea, stealing the clothing from a neighbor’s 
washing line.

“I am not well! I believe my son is dead. I learned the news of his death only after sleep 
last night, where I received a telegram in a dream brought to me by a one armed man 
engulfed in flames.”

“Fool,” sneered the now seconds older Mrs. Shea. “You have no son!”

“Woman,” foamed Leopold, “you are mad. Your words make no sense. What language 
are you speaking?” He recreated the angry face he’d seen the preacher make on numerous 
occasions when he’d intentionally trod upon his feet in the market.

“It’s one of those dead languages, much like your imaginary son,” she replied mocking 
him, her left hand running through her hair, her right hand rummaging and stealing his 
wallet, and replacing it with the wallet of a much shorter man.

“I’m planning a trip to see him. To say goodbye. A final embrace. Perhaps to give 
him a few suggestions pertaining to his will. Maybe some drinking. Can the dead still 
drink?”

“Of course,” answered Mrs. Shea, the lines in her face resembling a map of the 
Mediterranean. “You’ve heard the expression, ‘Excuse the mess, drunken ghosts!’ before, 
have you not?”

He eyed the woman suspiciously, then with extreme lust, then again with suspicion. “I 
can’t believe my father ever had sex with you.”

There was a scream of intense anguish in the distance, like the desperate cries of a murder 
victim, or someone experiencing excruciating pain. Perhaps someone had clumsily 
injured themselves chopping word, or had fallen from a window. Could someone have 
splattered scalding water on a small child? Neither of them acknowledged the sound. 
“A tree falling in the woods,” thought Mrs. Shea, repeatedly.

“I’m off. I hope I shall survive the journey in this downpour.”
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“Madness! There’s not a drop in the sky!” There was a moment, filled with a strange 
unnamed emotion on the part of Mrs. Shea. A combination of fear, and pity, and jealousy, 
all mixed in a sea of indifference. She offered some advice. “You look ill-equipped for 
a long journey. Might I suggest you bring a watch? The ‘ticking’ sound becomes quite 
edible in desperate situations.”

“I gave my watch to a blind man. For companionship, you old bat!” He turned his 
back.

“Rain?” thought Mrs. Shea as she walked away, “He’s gone nutty.” As she walked, 
wetness dripped from her drenched dress.

Leopold rezipped his zipper, and walked away.

The following morning Leopold began his journey. He had plotted out his travel path 
the previous night very scientifically by tossing playing cards into a hat. “Better than a 
map,” he’d muttered. Truth be known, he used that phrase often, most always in a non 
sequitur fashion.

Onward he walked, his mind firmly focused on the image of his son. He thought back to 
that one special Christmas. Such fond memories. So many obscene gestures. It was nearly 
enough to cause him to become choked up. Instead, he turned his attention outwards. 
The very second he’d done so, he regretted it. The world created an emotional stew 
within his being, one both spoiled and tasteless. He made a point of sharing this angry 
concoction every chance he was given.

“Out of my way! I am a father in search of his dead son!” he’d shout out at random 
intervals. In daylight the shouting was directed at passing pedestrians. At night it was 
aimed towards people from afar, along with the accompaniment of a fistful of rocks 
flung through their bedroom windows.

To lessen the difficulties of foot travel, he’d brought along a walking stick. This served 
him well, as he bored easily, and found within the stick a source of cruel amusement. 
He indulged himself in whacking the backsides of small children, and using it to lift 
ladies’ skirts. During such occurrences, he excused himself, placing the blame fully on 
the walking stick, adding that he himself had been forced to suffer under its perverse 
guidance. At that point, the stick, feeling betrayed, stopped speaking to him.

When overcome with hunger, he delighted at discovering the abundant untapped food 
supply tucked away within the follicles of his short beard. It was not only the abundance, 
but the variety of foods his beard contained that created in his mind a futuristic vision of 
a new kind of grocery store.
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“Leopold, you bastard!” shouted Victor at the top of his lungs, although the men were 
standing virtually side by side.

“Why do you shout? Are you trying to scream out an inner demon?”

“My apologies. I’ve been looking through microscopes all day. My eyes have yet to adjust. 
How have you been?”

“My son is dead,” said Leopold.

“You have a son? Since when?” asked Victor, his suspicions raised by the way 
Leopold tightly gripped his lips with his right hand as he spoke, rendering his speech 
indecipherable.

The grief stricken Leopold continued, “And on the eve of his birthday, no less. He was 
nearly at that age.”

“What age is that, pray tell,” asked Victor, suddenly filling the area with a fart reeking of 
mayonnaise, “that age where the imaginary die?”

Leopold gave no answer, as he busied himself picking his nose, mostly to block the 
smell.

I’m feeling rather uncomfortable around this nose picker, thought Victor.

Shut up! Everyone picks their nose, you silent farter, thought Leopold.

“Come, we shall go to my piso to mourn the loss of your son over vodka.”

The men walked half the way there before continuing to walk the other half. The sun spat 
down at them periodically, causing both men to shake their fists angrily skywards on 
more than one occasion.

“Well, let us begin,” said Victor on entering his piso. “It is a fresh bottle. A gift from an 
admirer. A nurse. Let us say I did some healing upon her!” He laughed, and filled two 
glasses. These were jointly consumed.

“Bah, this vodka has soured,” Leopold wheezed as he spat out the words. “Are you sure 
she’s enamored? Perhaps she’s planning your slow demise? My stomach feels as though 
full of wild birds. LARGE ones!”

‘Take your sickness outside! I don’t want you to let such large creatures out indoors, 
you ingrate!” spoke the slightly balder Victor, letting loose an angry bird of his own in 
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Leopold’s direction.

Once outside, Leopold spotted a horse. A spotted horse.

(He also saw a man sawing wood near a see-saw by the sea, but it left no impression 
upon him. He hated wordplay and any sort of pun)

The sun continued spitting. Sometimes rather large repulsive chunks.

“Ahh, no need to continue traveling by foot!” shouted a drunken Leopold randomly 
while consuming his walking stick, his gaze fixed upon the drastically blurry image of 
something horse-like.

Leopold staggered towards the horse. The horse looked away, alarmed by this invasion 
of personal space. Leopold took the gesture as bashful flirtation on the horse’s part.

“I demand you take me to my dead son,” Leopold slurred, the words dripping slowly 
from his mouth like so much excess tree sap, but taking on the appearance of yesterday’s 
dinner in a liquefied vomited form.

He mounted the animal.

“Sir, we are not a real horse. Merely two men dressed as such in the hopes of winning 
the top prize at a costumed event,” explained the man in front, although the horse’s lips 
barely moved.

“I only do it for cheap sexual thrills,” whispered the man in back quietly to himself.

“That makes no never mind to me,” said Leopold, applying a swift ankle kick into the 
sides of the creature he now straddled.

Randolf, the man portraying the hind quarters, took the brunt of this blow, mostly 
applied forcefully to his head area. He suffered afterwards from acute hearing loss and 
excruciating migraines. Yet, he somehow found the injury enjoyable in the moment.

Away the creature stumbled, its four legs horrendously out of sync, cursing and grunting 
from personal injuries.

Its muscles ached from the burden of supporting not only Leopold’s weight, but that of 
the cement blocks he’d discovered nearby and taken to carrying with him. “Souvenirs of 
my journey,” he’d told himself.

After a full day of travel, the horse-suited men collapsed, unable to travel any further.
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“Are we there?” asked Leopold as he dismounted and scanned the area. The costumed 
men, unable to bear another moment confined, proceeded to remove their horse 
attire.

“It feels good to out of that thing,” said the first man. 

Randolf, the hindquarters, clumsily removed his horse half, but in the process 
accidentally unzipped his Randolf costume as well, revealing him to be little more 
than a large cluster of squirrels in a man suit. This surprised Randolf as much as 
anyone else. “How will I break the news of this to my wife?” the cluster collectively 
wondered, before dispersing in all directions.

In the near distance Leopold saw what appeared to be the seated corpse of a small 
boy, obviously dead some time and stiff from rigor mortis. The boy still held a 
magnifying glass in his rigid hand, which focused on an anthill. Death had visited 
the boy during one of his daily acts of cruelty.

Leopold approached the boy, his eyes beginning to tear, and stared for a moment. 
He stared mournfully at the boy then down at the pile of charred ants. 

“My son, why did this have to happen to you?” he sobbed. Leopold lifted his leg, 
angrily knocking the boy’s body over with a swift kick executed with the bottom of 
his right foot.

“You have killed my son with your cruelty!” yelled Leopold to the corpse as he 
scooped one of the charred ants from the pile. He placed it lovingly into a tissue, and 
walked away. “We’re going home, my son.”

A policeman strolling nearby approached after seeing Leopold kick the corpse of the 
boy.

“I should arrest you. You kicked this lad so hard that he now appears as if dead for 
days.”

“Arrest me? Arrest that corpse; he has killed my son,” said Leopold, showing him 
the tissue.

“Your son? That is an ant!” said the officer, who wore eyeglasses and was very 
wise.

“Are you deaf? My aunt died long ago. I tell you this is my son!”

“How can that be? It’s not human!”
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“I know it’s not me, sir. For the last time, it’s my son! You do not need glasses, you 
need a hearing aid!”

At that moment, Leopold reached for one of his cement block souvenirs, so as not to 
forget it, and the officer, sensing a threat, shot him in the head at point blank range.

Nearby, an elderly violinist was preparing a grilled cheese sandwich which would 
end up, overall, uneaten.
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BREAKING THE RULES
by Avital Gad Cykman

My hands rest on the top plate. 
 
“Play fast. May the better player win,” the Greek Restaurant owner says while the waiters 
take bets. 
 
“GO!” The headwaiter shouts.

White porcelain plates crash on the floor. 

“The woman who breaks the most plates within ten minutes stays with Jim,” Jenny had 
suggested. She had let me into her Victorian house when I showed up at her door that 
night. 

I looked at her cheap figure. Her dyed hair sparkled more than her pink robe. “You’re 
mad!” I declared. 
 
“If he can’t make up his mind, we’ll do it for him,” she said. 
 
“Isn’t breaking plates supposed to bring good luck?” I asked. 
 
“Exactly.” 

A desperate woman will do anything. I agreed.

***
 
It is eight o’clock on a Saturday morning and the restaurant is closed to the public but is 
filled with friends and family. There are only two tables left and three lines of chairs set 
along the white walls between the pillars. My table is covered with stacks of plates. 

I throw a plate onto the floor, then one more. Quick!
 
My family starts cheering rhythmically: “Laura! Laura!” They don’t know I saw them 
betting on me with Jenny’s father. I have the right genes for throwing. My parents used 
to throw objects whenever they fought. Screams and the sharp noises of broken dishes 
used to fill the house, while pieces of ceramics rolled all over the floor. Yet, look! They 
have stayed together while Jim and I have grown distant. 

“Laura! Laura!” they shout when I break two plates at a time. Jenny’s family may be 
louder, but mine has quality. They are choral singers.
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I hurl a plate against the wall with my right hand, while I search for the next plate with 
my left. 

Damn, there was no noise. No time to check. Maybe it hit Jim? He’ll think I did it 
on purpose. He believes we do things either deliberately or Freudianly. Sure, he is a 
psychologist. That’s how he met Jenny. She was his patient for heaven’s sake! 

The piles are still as tall as I am, and my height is perfect for Jim. When we dance or 
make love our bodies entangle in harmony. 

My hands are quick though I have never practiced breaking. I wish I had always thrown 
plates while quarreling. I wish I had screamed at him sometimes. I seize a plate and 
crash it onto the floor shouting: “Uh-Ha Jim!” 
 
The day had come when he told me, “I love you, too. You’re great for a woman of forty.” 
He had found me in our bedroom, pale and miserable by the telephone extension.
 
“Jenny will be forty-two one day,” I said.
 
“She is a good sport,” Jim said. I already knew her favorite pastime was gambling.
 
“I am too,” I cried. 

“No, you aren’t.” He frowned. 

“I’ll prove it to you,” I said, leaving the house to look for her.

***

Hell if I don’t break all these plates. Jim pays! 
 
Good coordination and speed are required. I am faster. I know I am. However, I must 
concentrate. How many plates can I break in ten minutes? An endless, countless number! 
I think about the prize and shudder. 
 
Oh, let fun rule for once. I’ll throw plates at home too. If we will still share a home.

I hear her plates breaking. One, two...many. 

My arms move like a helicopter rotor. 

He actually threw flowers all over the garden from a helicopter on our tenth anniversary. 
She probably wants his sweetness, but it’s a lost battle. I want it too. 
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How much time is left? I am on my fifth pile. Am I faster? I won’t waste time spying on 
Jenny. I have been doing that already during what she calls “a love affair” and I call “his 
40s crisis.” Nothing else explains why a man sleeps with a vulgar blonde-haired woman 
of twenty-five. 
 
I must have broken a hundred. If Jenny broke more, so be it. She can have the idiot. He 
will tell her she is clumsy when she drops a plate in front of his colleagues. She can have 
all those joyous dinner parties. Do I really want him?
 
Crash! 

I am sure her poker face will not change if I break this plate right on her bony body. I 
almost throw it at her but instead, I drop it on the floor. Honest game, good sport. My 
hands are tired. It’s still the fifth pile. My arms betray me. I hear her breaking plates 
efficiently. 

One more. I must!
 
“STOP!” the headwaiter shouts.
 
I land on a chair while the penguin-like waiters count the unbroken plates. “Laura broke 
199, Jenny 215,” the headwaiter finally announces. 
 
“Yeahhhh!” I hear Jenny’s family cheer. Her family applauds while mine is appalled.

When I raise my head, I see her standing in front of me. I get up too, maintaining my 
elegance. 
 
“Congratulations,” I tell her and my voice trails off. There are golden sparks in her brown 
eyes. 
 
“Keep the old man,” she tells me. “I just wanted to WIN.”
 
I laugh and walk out on him, on her, on the shattered plates.
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RUNNING AWAY DIARY

MONDAY

I left a little late for work and hurried to the bus station. I realized I couldn’t remember 
where I worked. I looked at the route map and chose to go downtown. In one of the 
alleys, I met my son. He asked me what I was doing there. I told him I was at work. He 
said he was at school. We hooked our elbows together and went to an Arabic bar to have 
a coke.

TUESDAY

An old friend from high school, Rona Cohen, sent me an email full of memories I 
could not remember. I did not want to insult her, since she had been one of my best 
friends. I wrote her back, inventing more memories about people whose names she had 
mentioned. I wrote: “Do you remember how Arnon rang the bell of an old man’s house 
like a madman? The old man chased after him screaming he’d kill every trespasser and 
they ran until I couldn’t see them anymore.” 

She wrote back: “How could I forget? The old man died from a heart attack in the middle 
of the chase. It really marked me.”

WEDNESDAY

I carried a plastic bag full of sour cheese to the garbage can where I would not smell 
it. As I passed the gate, two boys chased a dog right at me. Its paws ripped the plastic 
bag, and the cheese covered us both. The boys ran away and the dog licked my shoes. I 
caressed its back until it finished eating. 

THURSDAY

My daughter said we were out of water. I showed her the mineral water beside the 
yellow mustard. 

She peeked at it and said, “We’re out of everything.”

FRIDAY

A baby girl with soft cheeks raised her large eyes at me. Her mother was smoking and 
drinking coffee by a café’s counter. I picked up the baby and held her to my chest. She 
rested there for a moment, with trust, then she started to scream. 

The smoking woman snatched her away. “What is it with you?” she asked. 
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I said, “I’m sorry. I could not help it.” 

FRIDAY

When I looked up, the family was gone. I turned on the TV and watched a woman 
having a breakdown in an open field. I turned off the TV. Instead, I read a short story by 
an American writer, whose name was lost for me. It was about adultery. I took the daily 
paper. The weather prediction was that of too much rain.

FRIDAY

The telephone rang. Before I said anything, a man said, “Sorry. It’s a wrong number.”

THURSDAY

A man with a brown stash of hair started following me. He went everywhere I did, 
keeping a few steps behind me, and when I was home, he waited behind the thick bushes 
and peeped into the house. I didn’t mind it. I opened the window to invite him in for 
dinner. But when I looked out, the bushes were gone, and the street stretched long and 
empty.

FRIDAY

I kissed the postman. I kissed the man who delivers the gas cylinders. I kissed the Sedex 
man. I kissed the neighbor who came to collect money. I kissed the mirror. All the lips 
were cold.

SATURDAY

I bought myself a birthday card with a little joke about going over the hill to pick flowers. 
I signed the card and went to the post office to send. I never received it.

SUNDAY

I passed by a glass door and saw myself, with a prettier face, playing ping-pong inside. 
I wanted to go in and play, but knew I would lose, so I left. 

FRIDAY

I finally got mail. It was a rejection of my application for a Philosophy course at the local 
university, UFEE. I had not applied anytime I could remember, but suddenly it seemed 
like a good idea. I looked the university up in the telephone book and Golden Pages, and 
then at Google. Such university did not exist. 
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THURSDAY

Nothing happened. I mean: nothing. Not the slightest wind, a barking dog, a passing 
man, nothing. The clock was stuck on 7:25. If I died then, nobody would have noticed.

SUNDAY

I was resting in bed when I heard steps in the empty house, crossing the room from the 
left to the right, the way it would sound through a sound system at a good cinema. The 
steps grew quick and urgent. I opened my eyes. The sound did not come from anyone 
walking, but from my own feet. 
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RONALD MCDONALD
by Sam Pink

 
Today I woke up in the ball pit at McDonald’s. That would be strange if I hadn’t already 
done it three times before today. But today was no different. I did wake up in the ball pit 
at McDonald’s for the past three days. So today was nothing. It was no different.
  
Three days ago, I was fired from my job teaching at a college because one of my students 
bet me that you don’t cum when you get a prostate exam and it took me seven minutes 
to prove that dumb fucking kid wrong. It was hard to touch my own prostate, but 
ultimately, I was correct. I came onto the floor and onto the person in the desk up front. 
I said, “Kids, that is what is known as ‘empirical evidence’.”
 
Fired that day. 
 

***
 
I came straight here for lunch. 
 
I had the chicken nuggets. 
 
To annoy the employee, when I ordered, I said, “Oh crap, what are those things, I really 
like them—uh, they’re like chicken in little small pieces, almost nugget-like in shape 
and—”
 
“Chicken nuggets asshole—you want em’?”
 
I ate the chicken nuggets too quickly. They sat in a steaming lump only about halfway 
down my throat. I threw up in the bathroom. They were still very warm and still kind 
of smelled like chicken.
 
I stayed in the bathroom the rest of the day, sitting over my vomit. When I knew all the 
employees had left, I exited the bathroom and grabbed some food from underneath 
the heat lamps. I found the Ronald McDonald suit in the manager’s office. It was then 
I knew that like Santa Claus and probably all my relatives, Ronald McDonald didn’t 
actually exist.
 
I put the Ronald McDonald suit on and went to the ball pit with armfuls of food. 
 
I ate and went to sleep. 
 
I slept at the bottom of the ball pit where I found a loose sock and used it as a pillow. 
I thought about getting fired. I thought about not having money. I thought about not 
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being able to pay for my apartment. Then I thought all of that was ok because I hated my 
apartment and sleeping in the ball pit seemed much nicer. I thought about not wanting 
to vomit up the food again, but I did. The vomit collected right in front of my face.
 
I turned over and put my head down on the sock. Instantly comforted. The smell of 
my vomit was noticeable, but it wasn’t much different than the smell of a hamburger. 
I smiled and reached underneath my underwear band. I touched my prostate with my 
middle finger. I came all over a green plastic ball. I laughed and said, “I rule.” And I was 
right.
 
Today I woke up to a kid jumping on my ear. He was jumping up and down saying, 
“Mmm-mmmm, I-love chic-ken nug-gets”. His foot landed on my ear with each new 
syllable. When I was awake enough, somewhere during the third “nug,” I grabbed his 
ankle and pulled him beneath the balls.
 
“Hello,” I said. 
 
“Hi,” he said softly. There was a circle of dried snot in his left nostril.
 
“Yes, nice to meet you. Could you please stop jumping on my ear? I just got fired a few 
days ago and, I don’t know—also I’m still kind of tired, so it’s all really annoying. I don’t 
mean to be an asshole or anything, but I swear to Ronald McDonald, I will kill you if 
you do it again. Even just one more time. That’s how annoying it is. That much. I will 
make Ronald McDonald watch me kill you. Or, uh, if Ronald McDonald is busy at the 
time, I will tape the whole thing and show it to him. You know who Ronald McDonald 
is, right? Say something.” 
 
Then I noticed I was still wearing the Ronald McDonald suit.
 
He nodded immediately. A woman called out a name repeatedly from the dining area. 
He sort of looked up.
 
“No no,” I said, “don’t try to peek through the ball pit. We are here now, and you will 
answer my fucking question. So…do you know who Ronald McDonald is?”
 
He nodded again.
 
“You don’t know who Ronald McDonald is, you little fucking liar. Why would you lie to 
me? Me, Ronald McDonald. Yes, I am Ronald McDonald. Oooh—you little shit.”
 
I shook him. He seemed really scared. Scared enough to make the whole thing satisfying. 
I wiped some sweet and sour sauce off his lips and ate it. 
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“I know you just ‘looove those chicken nuggets’—don’t we all? Don’t we just love those 
chicken fucking nuggets? But I love something a little more—and that would be not 
having my ear jumped on repeatedly. I am Ronald McDonald and you will fear me. I 
promise you will fear me.”
 
He nodded and got back up. I stretched a little and went back to sleep. 
 
The next day he jumped on my ear again. “I—love—those—.” 
 
I pulled him under. I pinched his mouth open and blew into it until his stomach burst. 
Wait, “burst” is inaccurate. It wasn’t really an explosion. It sort of just split and released 
some warm, chicken-scented air. I ate some chicken nuggets from his burst stomach. 
 
“I looove those Chicken McNuggets,” I said. 
 
I stood up in the ball pit and shook some of the balls off. 
 
“Today is another day,” I said, “and I will be my best self.”
 
I nodded at the parents watching their kids play in the ball pit. I sat down at a table. 
There was a newspaper with coffee spilled on it. I slept for another two hours with my 
head in my arms, the newspaper over my head.
  
And woke to an old woman mopping. 
 
“Hey, Janine,” I said, squinting over my arms into the sun. “How are you today?”
 
“Oh, fine,” she said. “How are you?”
 
Then I think my face broke. I looked outside and away from Janine. “Um, I don’t feel 
that good.”
 
I ignored her when she asked about the Ronald McDonald costume. And when she 
asked why I was crying.
 

***
 
I didn’t get up today until well after the McDonald’s closed. I ate somewhere around 
four or five fish sandwiches. Then I went to the bathroom and vomited. The pressure of 
the heaving made my eyes inflate painfully with blood. But I kept heaving. I washed my 
face off in the toilet in the next stall. 
 
This is a good place to live, I thought. Very good. I will stay here. I have everything I need. I will 
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be Ronald McDonald. And I will kill little kids. Because I am Ronald McDonald. And I need a 
job.
 
The door opened. In came the janitor wheeling the mop contraption. I hugged my knees 
as I sat on the floor of the bathroom stall. I felt the mop water soaking into my pants near 
my ass. I sat there whispering, “I have nothing but I am not ready to die, please please 
please, please I have nothing.” The mop water made me cold. 
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THE PEDOPHILE
 
A six-year-old boy is walking down the slope of his backyard. He has on a winter coat. 
His cheeks are sweating. There’s a rake in his hand. At the bottom of his backyard, a 
man stands next to a bare tree, one hand on his chin and one hand on his hip.
 
“Here,” the six-year-old kid says, handing the rake over.
 
The man takes it without looking. “Every year with this,” he says, frowning at the tree.
 
The six-year-old boy looks up and breathes. He can kind of see his breath. He licks snot 
off his nose. The man lifts the rake up into the bare branches of the tree and knocks down 
a skeleton. There is a large web of human skeletons in the bare branches of the tree.
 
“Every damn year,” he said. Then he brightened. “But, I mean, there’s nothing you can 
do right? They’re gonna come either way.”
 
The boy said, “I don’t know what you’re saying.” He ran back up the hill.
 
The next day, the man was by the tree again. And again he yelled to the six-year-old boy. 
The boy brought the rake to the bottom of the hill. The man took it with one hand on his 
chin and one on his hip. He knocked down another skeleton. The skeleton fell right by 
the six-year-old boy’s feet. 
 
“Hey look,” the man said, taking the rake down from the branches. “That one kind of 
broke.”
 
“Yeah, sorta,” the six-year-old boy said. “Only sorta though. It only broke—right there,” 
he said, pointing to where the hip bones had detached from the spine. He kicked the 
skeleton and it collapsed. “Now it’s broken,” the six-year-old boy said. “Now it’s surely 
broken.” He threw his hands into the air and screamed and jumped and fell to the 
ground, laughing. 
 
The man laughed and said, “You are the silliest person I know. But I like you.” Then 
he knocked down another skeleton. He looked at the boy and asked, “I like you. Why 
don’t you want to kiss me? I think you want to kiss me. Am I right? Do you want to kiss 
me?”
 
“You are not right,” said the boy, before running back up the hill.
  
The day after that, the boy had school, so the man stayed at the bottom of the hill and 
just looked at all the skeletons piling up in the bare branches of the tree. 
  



- 31 -

The day after that the boy had school again. So the man just stayed by the bottom of the 
hill and looked at the branches of the bare tree, piling up with skeletons, one hand on his 
chin and one hand on his hip. There are more than usual, he thought. So many.
  
The skeletons were almost falling out the next day. The boy was still at school. 
  
The day after that the boy didn’t have school. He brought the rake down to the man, 
who, hand on his chin and the other on his hip, took the rake and tried to knock down 
some of the skeletons. But there were too many by then. 
 
“There are so many,” he said, quietly.
 
He realized he couldn’t get them down with just the rake anymore, so he climbed the 
tree and reached out. He grabbed a skeleton and started shaking it. The rib cage of the 
skeleton was stuck around a branch. The skeleton barely moved. The man shook harder 
and harder until he slipped out from the branch, screaming at the skeleton. He hung 
from the skeleton by his hands. He screamed and hung, kicking his legs. Eventually the 
skeleton broke free and the man and the skeleton fell down to the boy’s feet. With his 
hand still on the leg of the skeleton, the man asked, “Do you have school tomorrow?”
 
The six-year-old boy said, “No, I have a three day weekend.” He held up two fingers. 
“Two more days until I have school again.”
 
“Good,” the man said, “That’s…good.” 
 
Then the man climbed the tree again. He looked down at the boy, who was looking at his 
shoes. He thought about killing the boy for not wanting to kiss him, maybe just split his 
small skull open with the metallic part of the rake. One hit would do it. “Are you sure 
you don’t want to kiss me?”
 
“I am sure,” the boy said. 
 
The man tightened his hands around the rake.
 
The boy ran back up the hill. 
 
The man wanted to cry but instead he returned to the business of knocking the skeletons 
down. There were so many by then that he had to break some of them before knocking 
down the pieces and he wasn’t even sure he cared about doing it anymore, not at all 
sure. All he wanted to do was kiss the boy.
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WHIFFY
by Gina Ranalli

She’s been dead in her bedroom for going on a week now. To say that the house has 
gotten a little whiffy would be more than just a mild understatement but the scent 
actually brings me copious amounts of joy.

I love that she’s in there, dead and rotting and far from beautiful. If there’s one thing 
that she would have hated, it would be to leave behind a hideously decomposed 
corpse. She was always so into her looks, wanting to be as gorgeous as any movie 
star ever was. And this wasn’t a preference she bestowed on only herself. She thought 
everyone should look like a model and in fact, had said on numerous occasions that 
if a man didn’t look as good as, say, Paul Newman, she had absolutely no use for 
him. 

“Ugliness is a deformity,” she would tell me even before I was old enough to 
understand what “deformity” meant. “You got yours from your father’s parents. It 
never occurred to me that ugliness would skip a generation. That thin stringy hair 
and those freckles can’t be blamed on me. And that upturned nose. I have no idea 
where that came from.”

I would sometimes sit on her bed, watching her get ready for an evening out, carefully 
applying her makeup and doing her hair just so. Wearing only the most elegant 
gowns, with purse and shoes to match.

She was stunning and no one knew it better than her.

As the years passed, the unforgiving ravages of time didn’t seem to have much effect 
on her flawless features. She assumed the creams and lotions she’d been drowning 
herself in for years were doing their jobs. 

Without fail, people would tell her, “You are easily the most beautiful forty-year-old 
I have ever seen!”

And then came forty-five and fifty and she still seemed to be blessed by God. Even at 
fifty-five and sixty she was told she looked ten years younger than she actually was, 
but slowly this was grating on her nerves.

“Ten years younger?” she would say to me when were we alone. “And that’s supposed 
to be a compliment? Why don’t they just come right out and say I should be put out 
to pasture and shot?”

That was when the plastic surgeons were called in to work their special breed of 
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magic. Only the best in their field were even permitted to evaluate my mother. If 
a promise of shaving off any less than twenty-five years, the doctor was quickly 
informed that he was a quack and should be put out to pasture himself.

Eventually, she found what she was looking for and went under the knife only to 
come out looking not twenty-five years younger, but thirty!

She was positively blissful with the results and went back in for “a few touch-ups” 
every year until she was seventy.

And then the cancer bloomed within her immaculate body. No matter what kind of 
care she took of her outer shell, like the rest of us, she was helpless to control the 
things that could break down inside the machinery.

I was called home to care for her, which I did, because that is what children do. 
There were nurses for a while, all of whom were eventually fired for not taking good 
enough care of my mother’s “beauty needs.”

But I was there and dutifully applied her makeup and did her hair, holding a mirror 
to her face as she lay dying in her bed, waiting for her to tell me if I’d done well 
enough or if more lipstick was needed. More eye shadow perhaps.

“I’m sorry you never got my looks,” she would tell me after admiring herself in 
the mirror for a while. “I don’t know how that happened. When you were little, 
I harbored the hope that you might one day change from an ugly duckling into a 
swan. But, of course, that never happened. You poor girl. I can’t imagine having 
led your life, with your plain face and dumpy body. It must have been torture for 
you, knowing how beautiful your mother was. You must have thought God had 
something against you to rob you of your rightful beauty.” She sighed then, almost 
exhausted with her speech, but managed to continue after a moment. “I don’t know. 
Maybe God does have something against you. I can’t imagine a crueler fate, but at 
least you know it wasn’t my fault.”

I assured her that I knew.

“Please don’t resent me though, dear. I did what I could to continue the cycle of 
beauty in the world. And right up until I’m in my casket, I’ll be continuing it. All of 
our friends and acquaintances will marvel as I lie there, looking just as spectacular 
as when I had lived.” She smiled at me then, and patted my hand. 

“You’ll see to that. Even in death I’ll be the prettiest girl in the room, won’t I?”

“Yes, Mother. Of course you will. I promise.”
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It wasn’t long after that that she slipped away and I went down to the kitchen to fix 
myself something to eat. The fact that I had no intention of keeping the promise, of 
abiding by my mothers last dying wish, doesn’t bother my conscience at all.

I’ve never felt happier or more alive, knowing that she’s still up there, reeking and 
oozing and hideous, the stuff of nightmares rather than dreams. An ugly thing that 
finally matches the person she truly was.
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CITY OF THE PORCELAIN VALLEY 

Smack in the middle of a heat wave, I didn’t shower for days.

Why? Because a city sprang up in my bathtub.

I’d been busy reorganizing my bookshelves when I’d heard a minor clatter in the 
bathroom. I figured the cat had probably knocked my razor off the edge of the tub or 
something, so I paid no attention and continued with my chore. It wasn’t until later, 
when I had to pee, that I’d actually gone in there and noticed thin, barely visible tendrils 
of smoke drifting up from the bottom of the tub. 

Peering over the edge, I saw tiny buildings, houses and roads. What the hell? 

Stooping low, I could see people roughly the size of gnats roaming to and fro, going 
about their daily business. Cars no bigger than the nail on a child’s pinky finger drove 
the city streets and, if I tilted my head just so, I could actually hear an occasional honking 
of horns.

The city was small, just getting started, but clearly growing by leaps and bounds. There 
were many factories (the cause of most of the smoke) and what appeared to be a school 
and a couple of churches. Stores, banks, and even a hospital were all in the works and 
people were coming up out of the drain in droves.

Perched on the toilet, I watched for a good five hours before realizing I was hungry 
and certainly couldn’t spend my whole life in the bathroom. So I went and had dinner, 
watched some TV, and checked my e-mail before returning to the bathroom.

The cat had discovered the mini city as well. She sat on the edge of the tub, watching 
with fascination, her tail leisurely flicking back and forth. Fortunately for the city, she is 
a fairly mellow cat, not much of a hunter, and mostly just enjoys a little entertainment 
now and then. Usually it’s bugs she likes to watch but now there was something even 
better than bugs. A city. Totally intriguing. 

In just a couple of hours, the city had grown again. Now there were more neighborhoods, 
more streets, a mall, and many more churches. The cat and I watched for a while more 
before growing bored. I went to bed. She probably did as well.

The following morning the city was still there. I couldn’t stand the thought of destroying 
them so I skipped my shower, threw on extra deodorant, and went to work. All day I 
wondered about the city and how it was doing and when I finally arrived home, I fed 
the cat and went straight to the bathroom.
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It was still thriving there in its porcelain valley but by now I could tell unrest was 
growing, especially closest to the drain where what appeared to be low income housing 
was located. I could hear popping sounds and occasionally one of the gnat people would 
fall, a microscopic dot of red forming around it. Gangs were everywhere, menacing the 
city, threatening people, and selling drugs to the school kids. The urban terrorists had 
arrived.

Disgusted, I left the bathroom, hoping the tiny people would reclaim their city and it 
would once again be a nice, safe place to raise children and have a career.

Of course, that never happens. For two more days, I skipped showers and endured 
distasteful looks from my coworkers, allowing the city time to get itself in order. But 
every night, I saw it had only declined into more of a cesspool. Crime was running 
rampant, so much so that the little police cars with their sirens and little flashing lights 
could not keep up. Both cars and buildings were burning almost constantly and the 
sound of gunfire was becoming so common that I couldn’t bear it for another second.

In frustration, I turned the faucet on full blast and watched the city first drown and then 
get sucked down the same drain it had sprung from. Now, as a precaution, I always 
keep the tub drain plugged.



- 37 -

PORNO
by Sean Kilpatrick

I must have blacked out on the treadmill again. I’ve been breast-feeding too much. I 
need to savor this material. I move the carriage from machine to machine, stumbling 
with my red scratched face, my son within his bundle gurgling the milk he pilfers like 
his father pilfers in the little hole I’ve wrapped them both up in. Akimbo on the elliptical, 
you pump enough and god squeaks through, I hammer my legs, the baby held firm, not 
sliding from my lap, whence he came and whence my clutch returns him, I laugh, shining 
into the foodless day. He bobs, undulates, writhing, sticker swollen, bustling zipped 
between my spandex louder than the people talking next to us, his mouth chunking out 
the wadded paper scent of whatever’s left stewing in my body. I need a little Christmas 
feeling ever since I escaped Hiroshima with his father’s relatives and their callous skin 
and ideals about money. I need shoes that don’t hate me. I need to shed what’s left of 
this body. My ribs aren’t properly existing. I dote under the arm machine, my son’s head 
fastened between my knees so no one steals him. I often feel he’s chased by a world 
composed of mere porno.
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HOT GARBAGE

I stood on the beach, touched by hot garbage. I was done being smegmatic on a series of 
answering machines. My hair broke off like an antique bra. The water stung my waist. I 
began to smell like anyone’s saint.

I hid all my snot in a coloring book. I left the baby’s enema in full swing. Bird vulva 
porched my head. I did not finish eating the noodles because they lied. I had one 
photograph of AIDS in my pocket.

I waded the prickling lift of green until my jaw sank. My skin stewed several feet out. 
Whistling through skulls, the tide petted its white magnet and left through me like a 
misting cuticle stirred repeatedly nowhere by bamboo fans.

A fish punched right into my wig, carrying it to the net, into the fisherman’s hands, 
who wore it with so much obscene pride his wife came back to him the next day, but he 
beat her regardless, because the way she held him now seemed suspiciously familiar to 
someone that far alone.

His wife: “I spend my birthdays in a graveyard. I am trying to break my hymen against 
the statue of a communist. I watch him like a stain growing inside my stomach. We share 
a joint. We pass one inhalation back and forth in long kisses and exhale into the corpse 
dirt above each grave. My thoughts sound like a popping mango. I expect to be raped in 
a shallow grave, filled with granite, a lick of something molded dry inside my thought. 
My top has been lost in previous melee and I extinguish the hot end of a cigarette on 
my nipple, uttering a stepped-on purr we both enjoy, leaving a white scar dividing 
the pink like a second nipple, failing to begin, I still flick in certain baths. My poorly 
applied makeup improves by running. Strawberry panties fill my asshole. In a minute, 
he dampens us both. My tits scraped full of holes. He huddles in his crucified clays, 
retarded as any hero, longing after me, staring cow-eyed, fat under his mom-clipped 
hair. How we argue. I draft a divorce with my tongue. The statue and his friends track 
me down like a gang rape magnet’s festive in my uterine area. I bleed for a week. I fill 
up a small closet. Red paint chips under my eyes. They step on my fallopian tubes and 
mace the boy I’m with far up his body until his whole checkbook becomes a rash.”
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IN THE SINK
by Rhys Hughes

Let’s pretend life is easy. We know it isn’t really but why not make the effort? Don’t 
wash the dishes all at once. Do them one at a time, plate by plate, one item every time 
you go into the kitchen to make a cup of coffee. Trouble is, that dirty cup, once you’ve 
drunk the coffee, might turn out to be the one item that gets washed, and so no progress 
at all will ever be made. Too bad.
 
Rhodri gave himself this advice one day, but the truth was that he preferred to ignore 
the dirty dishes in the sink completely. The idea of washing even a single cup promptly 
seemed impossibly radical to him. But there always came a time when the sink was so 
full and the smell so bad he was forced to take action. Then he would telephone his 
girlfriend and invite her around for a meal.
 
Naturally when she arrived and saw there was nothing from which to eat the food she 
would wash up for him. To be fair, he enjoyed cooking and wasn’t hugely untalented in 
that capacity. He didn’t see the tactic of phoning her as a trick; it was more in the manner 
of a business deal. He cooked, she cleaned. He chopped, she shopped. What was so 
wrong with that? He snored, she sneered.
 
A sink full of dirty dishes made life difficult in general. It was hard to fill the kettle when 
access to the taps was blocked. Pissing was even more fraught. Rhodri pissed in the 
sink more often than he did in toilets. There were several reasons for this, none of them 
compelling to anyone else, but so profound to Rhodri that he wondered if he should 
become a missionary for the habit.
 
But he doubted his ability to win converts. He just wasn’t eloquent enough. Other men 
would have to learn the advantages of pissing in sinks for themselves. He suspected that 
many were already convinced. In every man’s life there comes a moment when he has to 
make the crucial decision to piss in his first sink or not. The result can be life enhancing. 
But it can also end relationships.

***

He picked up the telephone and dialed a number. His girlfriend answered and accepted 
his invitation.
 
“Something Italian,” he said.
 
“I’ll be round in ten minutes,” she replied.
 
When the doorbell chimed he let her in and said, “Nearly ready. Do you want some 
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wine with it?”
 
She followed him into the kitchen. “Christ, you’ve left the dishes for me again. This has to 
stop.”
 
“It’s the last time, honest,” he lied.
 
“I bloody hope so. Rhodri, what are you like? You’re a bastard, you know. I’m not your 
servant.”
 
“I’ve got a corkscrew somewhere,” he said.
 
He stirred the pot with an old wooden spoon, tapping it against the side in a carnival 
rhythm. He stood there without saying a word, waiting for her to finish the dishes. Soon 
they were all glistening on the rack, suds of liquid soap popping and oozing, the knives 
and forks standing at attention in a vase adapted for the purpose, ready to be dirtied afresh, 
returned to the sink, forgotten.
 
Rhodri served and they sat down together for the meal. The candles spluttered cheaply and 
the rain started beating on the windows, wanting to come inside where it was dry.
 
“What are you thinking about?” she asked.
 
He looked up. “Pissing in the sink. For the first time. The reasons why men cross that 
threshold. From sink virgin to sink tart. It’s one of the most important times in a man’s lower 
life, no less significant than his first wank. I should imagine it’s almost like a first parachute 
jump but the ripcord is the zip on a pair of trousers. A major thesis could be written on the 
exact moment when a man makes that fateful decision to piss in his very first sink.”
 
“Don’t talk with your mouth full.”
 
“Pissing in the sink is expedient and gratifying.”
 
“I can’t understand you.”
 
Rhodri chewed, swallowed, tried again. “I said I was thinking about how lovely you look 
tonight.”
 
Her eyelashes fluttered. “You’re still a bastard.”

***

In fact most men cross the threshold mentioned by Rhodri because of two concurrent 
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factors: a full bladder and an occupied bathroom. First the man knocks on the door in 
desperation. The bathroom won’t be vacant for another fifteen minutes. What is she 
doing in there? Why has she locked the door? He paces outside on the frayed carpet and 
the entire universe becomes centered on the vast pressure inside his body, that yellow 
force, an undetonated golden explosion.
 
He is not utterly without options. He doesn’t have to burst. There is an empty cider bottle 
downstairs, he could fill that up and flush it away later. But what if she discovers him 
carrying it into the bathroom? He could go into the garden and water the weeds, but the 
house opposite looks directly over the low fence and always has faces in its windows. 
Sink or swim, that’s the truth.
 
It has to be the sink. She would understand, if she was reasonable, if women had 
equipment capable of pissing in a sink with such ease. But no, women have to sit down 
to drain themselves, lazy, inflexible, fussy. I have a bendy wand, the man tells himself, 
it’s not my fault but a gift of nature and one should always use a gift. I am a man. And I 
can piss in sinks. Just try to stop me.
 
In Rhodri’s case, he lifted the dishes out of the sink on his very first occasion. Now he 
didn’t bother doing that. He was aware that urine contains acid and that acid helps to 
clean the dishes. In fact he would aim at the encrusted remains of pasta sauce and seek to 
blast them off. This game resembled the chasing of soap around at the bottom of public 
urinal troughs but was more practical. His girlfriend’s weekly chore was made easier 
by his scouring arc of wee but he couldn’t tell her this and she wouldn’t be grateful 
anyway.

***

“Did you enjoy the food?” asked Rhodri.
 
“Very much. Listen, I’ve got an idea. Why don’t you wash the dishes right now? Get 
them over with.”
 
“Let’s have a cigarette first.”
 
“You don’t intend to wash them at all, do you?”
 
“I made the meal, remember.”
 
They sighed simultaneously. Rhodri scraped his fork along his plate and scowled. His 
girlfriend softened and finished her glass of wine. He softened as well and she smiled.
 
“Let’s sit on the sofa. I want to watch telly.”



- 42 -

“I want to listen to music.”
 
“Not that prog rock crap, please! Come on, there’s something on I really want to watch. 
A drama.”
 
“Not one of those miserable working class plays?”
 
“Kitchen sink drama. Yes it is.”
 
Rhodri froze. At the words “kitchen sink” something seemed to happen inside him. He 
realized that he needed to relieve himself immediately. But this might be an illusion. 
He knew how it is: after too much wine or cider or beer there’s often a feeling of great 
pressure down below even though the bladder might be less than half full. The sense of 
urgency is psychological. All the same he needed to go. It would be all he could think 
about until he actually went.
 
“Why are you squirming around?” she asked.
 
“No reason,” Rhodri said.
 
She arched an eyebrow. “Do you need to use the bathroom?”
 
“That’s not it,” he snapped.
 
“Just use it if that’s what you want. I’ll go and switch the telly on. Join me when you’re 
ready.”
 
“Not the bathroom,” Rhodri insisted.
 
“What do you mean?”
 
“Not the bathroom,” he whispered. “Not there.”

***

In his early student days, pissing in the sink was a time saving measure and meant he 
didn’t have to leave his room, locking the door behind him, to tramp down the corridor 
to the shared bathroom. It was more hygienic too because the taps and soap were close 
at hand. When he left the halls of residence and moved into various houses it was nicer 
to use the sink rather than a grubby toilet bowl.
 
So efficiency and delicacy were his original motivations. But like so many other things, 
what starts off for good reasons often continues as a tradition with no other justification 
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than this: it’s the way I’ve always done things, I’ve been pissing in sinks since I was 
eighteen and now I’m nearly thirty, I don’t intend to stop, and if you don’t like it piss off! 
But Rhodri could never be that assertive.
 
His logic went like this: if you are assertive once you have to be assertive forever, 
increasingly assertive indeed, as other people adapt to your behavior. It’s a spiral. Rhodri 
didn’t want to ride that upside down helter skelter. Too stressful. He preferred the secret 
method, the clandestine piss, taking sinks unawares. If anyone had ever asked he would 
have disowned the custom.
 
And talking about spirals, that’s one of the benefits of using the sink. An opportunity 
to test the Coriolis Effect, the natural phenomenon that determines if liquid will empty 
down a plughole in a clockwise or anticlockwise direction. Something to do with the 
rotation of the Earth. Rhodri had attempted on several occasions to reverse or at least 
disrupt the direction of the miniature whirlpool, using a spent matchstick as a gauge of 
currents and eddies.
 
How wonderful that science could be conducted at home in this manner, not that he 
expected his girlfriend to judge this a mitigating factor if she caught him. Like many 
seekers after knowledge throughout history his illicit research would earn punishment 
from those with power over him. His girlfriend would implement the severest penalty 
at her disposal. She would dump him.
 
Of course to test the Coriolis Effect, the sink in question has to contain a reasonable 
quantity of liquid, all of it attempting to descend the plughole at the same time. Just 
pissing in a dry sink doesn’t test anything, not even the patience of the pisser. Rhodri 
always ran the tap first, sometimes both taps at full force, and the gush of water usually 
filled a sink even when the plug wasn’t in. 

In fact he preferred for the plug to be out. He disliked dipping a hand into a sink that is 
half full of water slightly yellow and slightly warm to snatch up the plug, and he had 
never known a plug chain to be unbroken and connected to the shore of the sink. Why is 
this? Who is the monster who breaks plug chains in every shared house in South Wales? 
Anyway, there is always the danger of discovery and sinks without plugs are safer. 
Understandably.

***

“Tell me what the trouble is,” she persisted.
 
Rhodri grimaced and managed to say, “It’s just that I fancy another bottle of wine. Don’t 
you?”
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“The shop’s down the road,” she said.

“But it’s raining. I hate walking in the rain. I hate getting wet. Will you go for me? There’s 
a tenner in my wallet. Take the front door key and let yourself back in.”
 
“I suppose I could,” she grumbled.
 
“I’ll have the telly on for you when you get back. You like rain. The exercise will do you 
good.”
 
She went and he hurried to the sink. This was the blissful moment, the chance to release 
the force inside him, the defining moment of the evening, his apotheosis, his salvation. 
The snatched piss in the smooth sink. A rupture of raptures.
 
He ran the cold tap but ran it slowly so he could indulge another of his favorite arts, the 
braiding of his own stream around the steady stream from the pipe. The two liquids met 
and embraced, knotting like a magical rope, one strand clear, the other straw colored. 
He closed his eyes and murmured in pleasure.
 
He heard the key turn in the lock. His eyes snapped open in alarm. She couldn’t be back 
so soon! The walk to the shop and back took five minutes. He tried to shut off the flow 
but his muscles refused to obey. If anything the force of his discharge increased. He tried 
again. Now he sprayed and puttered like a malfunctioning engine. Squeeze tight. Too 
late. She was in the kitchen.
 
“Red or white?” she asked. “You didn’t say.”
 
“Yes,” he muttered stupidly.
 
She moved closer to him. “What are you doing? You’re not pissing in the sink, are you? 
You are.”
 
“I’m washing my willy, cooling it.”
 
“No, you’re pissing in the sink. I can see it.”
 
“I’m cooling my willy, honest. The chillies in the food are burning my willy, so I’m 
cooling it.”
 
“You liar. There were no chillies in the food.”

“I ate earlier. A curry. Just before you came in. Yes I’m greedy, I know that, but I’ll reform.”
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“Just have the decency to admit it.”

“I’m not pissing in the sink, I’m not like that.”

“Rhodri, we need to talk.”

***

When his friends asked why they had split up, Rhodri just answered that things hadn’t 
worked out. He missed her a lot. But he wasn’t certain if the depression that followed 
was entirely due to her absence. He felt a growing dissatisfaction with his surroundings 
and realized he would have to change his address. How could he face the sink again? 
He was reminded of her every time he unzipped his fly. Standing in the kitchen with his 
trousers puddled around his ankles he leaked water from his eyes as well as from the 
more obvious outlet.
 
No, it wasn’t just her. It was something else, possibly everything else, that was grinding 
him down right now. It wasn’t even that he was a chronic loser, that truth created a 
different sort of down, a gloom that was always with him. But this new depression came 
from an unknown source and braided itself around his stream of self hating consciousness 
like a jet of piss around a gush of fresh water. It felt almost as if someone was pissing in 
the sink of his soul but without scouring anything clean. He couldn’t live long like this.
 
He thought about his girlfriend, the way she stood in the rain as if getting soaked wasn’t 
such a bad thing. He had never known her to be sarcastic. That’s why he knew it couldn’t 
be just her. He would wait for the sink to fill to the brim with dirty dishes and then 
decide what was his best course of action. He would never talk to her again even if they 
met accidentally in the street. She had made it impossible for him to apologize. After she 
stormed out of his house he followed her. Turning to face him, she had shouted:
 
“You arrogant bastard. You’re just like every other man. What makes you think you’re 
so fucking special? Men aren’t the only ones, you know. Girls can piss in sinks too!”
 
Yes it wasn’t just her. It was everything. The rain, the pubs and the people inside them, 
the books he liked to read, all his possessions in fact, his music, his clothes, even his 
opinions. Running away is never a real escape, he had been told this many times, and 
he believed it. But it wasn’t escape he wanted. Just a rest. A rest from himself, even from 
that part of himself that wanted a rest. This paradox was nothing to worry about. He 
needed a holiday or maybe something more than a holiday, a longer time away.
 
What are foreign sinks like?
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THE JUICE OF DAYS

Squeezing juice from oranges and grapes is easy enough, and with adequate pressure 
even apples and pears will release their sweet fluid, but only the mad inventor Karl 
Mondaugen ever managed to make a refreshing drink from the days of the week.
 
His laboratory is a chaotic place, because he likes to work on many different projects 
at the same time, and frequently the scattered components of abandoned prototypes 
will accidentally join together on the floor and form something new. These random 
creations are mostly useless but occasionally a miraculous device will be spontaneously 
generated.
 
This is how the juicer of days came into being. Karl Mondaugen glanced down and there 
it was, an ugly thing but remarkably original.
 
Original, yes, but would it prove useful? The answer to this question depended on 
whether days tasted good or bad. With only one way of finding out, the mad inventor 
lost no time in extracting the juice of the day he stood in.
 
He raised the glass to his lips, sipped and grimaced...
 
In the evening he went to take a stroll along the esplanade. He was mildly cheered to 
encounter his friend Izaac Spoilchild fishing for messages in bottles with a large net. 
Karl joined him and asked pleasantly, “Anything new?”
 
Izaac shook his head sadly. “But you should have seen the one that got away! An 
enormous green bottle big enough to hold a man. Can you imagine what sort of message 
that might contain? In fact the glass was so opaque there might well have been a man 
inside. At one point I thought I heard a voice but it was probably just the crash of waves. 
I trust your day has been more productive than mine?”
 
Karl snorted and answered, “Not at all. I squeezed the day and sampled the juice but it 
wasn’t very nice. I would welcome a second opinion, however.”
 
Izaac agreed to follow the mad inventor back to his laboratory and taste the experiment for 
himself. He swirled the liquid around his mouth for a whole minute before swallowing. 
“You’re right, it’s not too pleasant, rather muddy in texture. If it was a color instead of a 
drink it would be brown, but in fact it’s completely transparent.”
 
“That surprised me as well,” Karl Mondaugen admitted.
 
“I’ve drunk nicer sea water. On the other hand I won’t describe it as ‘vile.’ I can’t see 
much of a market for it, if your plan was to sell the stuff.”
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“No matter. I’ll dismantle the juicer and recycle the parts.”
 
Izaac Spoilchild raised his hand. “Don’t be too hasty! Today is Wednesday and maybe it’s 
the worst flavored day of the week. Why not try again tomorrow and see what Thursday 
tastes like? In fact I wouldn’t accept defeat until you’ve juiced all seven possible days.”
 
Karl was impressed. “I hadn’t thought of that.”
 
The following morning he rose early, ate a hasty breakfast, and decided to finish his 
meal with a mug of something invigorating, not tea or coffee as was usual for him, but 
the juice of Thursday. True, it was still the morning and it might be argued that the day 
was not yet ripe, but the operation was so simple that very little time or energy would 
be wasted if the concoction proved sour. He risked only disappointment and perhaps a 
stomach ache, not a major disaster.
 
The juice of Thursday was also transparent and only a little fizzy.
 
He sipped and swallowed, an ambiguous expression appearing on his face. Thursday 
tasted better than Wednesday, without doubt, but could hardly be described as delicious. 
“My doubts remain,” he told himself, “but my hopes are not entirely vanquished.”
 
He remembered the comment Izaac had made and added, “If this drink was a color it 
would be mauve.” Then he nodded and set the glass aside.
 
For the remainder of the day, the dried husk of that squeezed Thursday, he went about 
other business, refining other inventions and scuffing together scattered components 
with his slippered feet but creating nothing viable either by design or chance. In the 
evening he wrote a letter to a friend in Munich, then settled on a sofa with a book and 
finally dozed off.
 
In the middle of the night he awoke, staggered to his bed, and slept away the crick in his 
neck that the sofa had given him, for it was a gift he did not want.
 
The dawn of Friday did not rouse him. An hour passed and then he opened his eyes and 
yawned at the sun, which has never choked anyone, and swivelled himself to the ground 
and shuffled to his kitchen. Pumpernickel, sauerkraut, sausages: the same breakfast as 
always. This time he demonstrated patience, brewing coffee and waiting until noon 
before applying the juicer.
 
Friday was far sweeter than the juices of the previous two days. He licked his lips, eyes 
bright, drained half the large glass before making a judgment. “Very nice. It tingles on the 
tongue with anticipation, with promised excitement, and would be electric blue in color 
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if it wasn’t clearer than the purest water. But in the final analysis, it’s not perfect. Indeed 
it’s hardly superior to pink grapefruit juice or a mix of lychee, papaya, and passion fruit. 
I’m still not convinced!”
 
Despite this little speech without an audience, he removed his slippers and laced on 
his boots and went for a walk along the esplanade. Izaac Spoilchild was in his usual 
place with his usual net and Karl offered him the half full glass. The fisher of bottles 
accepted it and sampled the liquid and made a smacking noise that might have been a 
wave striking the seawall. Karl wasted no time getting down to business and forestalled 
Izaac’s response by saying:
 
“Not bad, the juice of Friday? But I suspect the juice of Saturday will be even better, 
utterly delicious in fact, for everyone knows that Saturday is the favorite day of the 
week. It should have occurred to me sooner than it did, but because I don’t have a 
proper job, I mean a job with a boss to answer to, I forgot how important the weekend 
is to most people. The same applies to you, my freelance friend. Saturday is sure to be 
uniquely refreshing!”
 
Izaac digested this news. “All very well, but what part will I play in your project?”
 
“Bottles!” Karl chortled. “Many, many bottles. My juicer is rather inefficient at the 
moment because it’s one of my accidental inventions. With a few minor adjustments, 
maybe only the tightening of a screw or two, its performance will surely be enhanced. I 
intend to squeeze every last drop out of Saturday and there’s certain to be a lot of liquid 
in total. I need your bottles to store it in.”
 
“Shall I remove the messages first?”
 
“That’s probably a wise precaution. We’ll open a booth on the esplanade and sell the 
stuff. I’m sure our profits will be considerable. The pure juice of Saturday!”
 
“A business deal? I have no objections. Let’s shake hands on it.”
 
“And drink a toast too...”
 
“With the juice of Friday? Fair enough, there’s a little left. What color will Saturday 
resemble? I’m tempted to say alternating bands of green and yellow.”
 
“Not bands. Vertical stripes.”
 
“You’re right, of course,” Izaac agreed.
 
In fact both guesses were wrong. Saturday produced a juice no less transparent than 
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earlier days but it tasted of golden stars in a silver sky. Karl had spent most of the 
morning making the necessary adjustments to his juicer and then wheeling it to the 
house of Izaac, which was a sort of private museum of seaborne bottles. They waited 
until early afternoon before liquidizing the day. Only when all the bottles were full did 
they switch off the machine.
 
Neither man enjoyed transferring the bottles to the chosen spot on the esplanade, but 
the final results were worth the toil. Their booth was little more than a table on which 
were arranged the bottles for sale. A sign proclaimed the simple truth about the contents 
of these glass vessels: FRESH SATURDAY JUICE! Customers were slow to approach at 
first but after a few brave souls sampled the drink the report of its excellence quickly 
spread. Every last bottle was sold.
 
One customer was familiar to both of them, Paddy Deluxe from the far side of town, 
who remarked, “This day feels a little husky to me, so its juice is exactly what I need!”
 
Karl and Izaac sniggered together when he had gone.
 
“We’ve discovered the perfect formula for success in the soft drinks industry: make a 
day uncomfortably dry by squeezing it thoroughly, then sell the juice back to the people 
who live in that day. We’re the cleverest capitalists who ever existed! It’s a kind of tangy 
thievery, but wholly legal. As long as we choose a tasty day to squeeze we can’t lose. 
We’re destined to be rich!”
 
Sunday proved to be not quite so delicious, thickest, and creamiest of the days so far, 
too stodgy to be entirely refreshing, like yogurt soured with piety. In fact both Karl and 
Izaac described its nonexistent color as white. But some people liked it, mostly older 
folk, and it was clear that it held a real minor appeal. Monday, by contrast, was utterly 
vile, the blackest and bitterest of possible juices. And Tuesday was only a slight, slate 
gray improvement.
 
“Now we have all the data we need,” Karl Mondaugen declared to his accomplice.
 
“Yes,” Izaac Spoilchild agreed, rubbing his callused palms together in melodramatic 
glee. They decided not to waste time juicing Wednesday and Thursday, because they 
already knew what those days tasted like, nothing special. Better to wait and concentrate 
their efforts on juicing Friday, Saturday, and Sunday. But in fact they soon decided to 
ignore Friday also and focus mainly on the two weekend days. Izaac explained that his 
number of bottles was limited.
 
While he went to fish for more, Karl planned the precise way he would spend his 
money when he was a wealthy juice baron. Perhaps in the construction of an enormous 
laboratory. Or even better: a factory that made laboratories. He was happy to dream the 



- 50 -

remainder of the week away until Saturday arrived, and then he rushed out, slamming 
the door behind him harder than ever before.
 
With Izaac he repeated the procedure of the previous week, setting up the booth on the 
esplanade and rapidly selling every bottle. But this time there were complaints.
 
“What do you think you’re playing at?” demanded a man named Frothing Harris. “This 
juice is foul. I want my money back without argument or delay!”
 
Other customers were quick to follow his example.
 
“I don’t understand,” Karl lamented. “We juiced this Saturday in exactly the same way 
as before.”
 
“We’re going to have to reimburse every single customer,” Izaac groaned, “which means 
we’ll make a loss. No money and no juice.”
 
There was a little fluid left at the bottom of one of the returned bottles. Karl sipped it 
and twisted his face. “Disgusting! We should have sampled some before selling it. We 
assumed the juice of every Saturday would be identical. What a mistake!”
 
“There are only seven flavors in a week,” Izaac countered, “and Saturday is the best.”
 
Karl shook his head. “Not so. The cyclic nature of weeks is an illusion, a wholly artificial 
conceit. In fact every new day is entirely different from all the others that precede it. 
The pattern exists only in the imposed names, not in the days themselves. What fools 
we were to forget that! The flavor of any new day can never be predicted. The juice of 
that first Saturday is gone forever, every last drop drunk. Just because the Earth circles 
the sun means nothing: the sun is also in orbit around the centre of the galaxy, and the 
galaxy itself is constantly moving!”
 
Izaac scratched his head. “You mean that our planet is always in a new location, at a 
point in space it has never been before, and that’s why each day is unique?”
 
Karl wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “I wish each new day had its own name. 
I’m sure there are enough objects in existence to make this feasible. Cupday, Laughday, 
Sockday, Jumpday, Drumday, Snakeday, Upday, Downday, Eyeday, Humbleday...”
 
“And on and on,”  Izaac said, before crying, “I have an idea!”
 
Karl arched an eyebrow. “Yes?”
 
“There’s still a mouthful of the original Wednesday left, right? Remember how we 
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described its color as brown, a color made of all other pigments mixed together? Maybe 
we did that because it potentially contains all other days. I mean, that was the same day 
your juicer accidentally came into being, wasn’t it? So the juice that remains contains the 
squeezed essence of everything that existed in that day, every object, including the juicer 
itself!”
 
“Inspired,” Karl agreed, “but I’m not sure how that helps us.”
 
Izaac hopped from one foot to another. “If you devise some method of reversing the polarity 
of your juicer, we can pass the remaining juice of that first Wednesday through it, turning 
the juice back into part of a solid day, a part that hopefully will include the old juicer. Then 
we can use that juicer to re-juice today. Don’t you see? With the juicer we already have we 
juiced this Saturday, but with a juicer existing more than a week in the past we can juice 
last Saturday again!”
 
Karl spoke not a word in reply but rushed back to his laboratory, Izaac puffing close behind. 
It was almost inevitable they would arrive to discover that the juicer of days had vanished. 
In its place stood something else, a different machine, also spontaneously generated, whose 
scattered components had come together on the floor in the breeze generated by Karl’s 
very hard slamming of the door earlier that day. At its base stood a glass of oily liquid.
 
“This device is a juicer of juicers! It juices only other juicers. Our juicer is juice!”
 
This outburst had caused Karl to dribble generously. Izaac used the subsequent pause to 
pluck at his friend’s elbow with his gnarled hands and whimper, “But what if you reverse 
its polarity?”
 
“I simply can’t be bothered,” Karl huffed, lunging for the glass and drinking down its 
contents in a single gulp. Then he stood still and glowered.
 
After a minute, Izaac ventured the question, “What does it taste like?”
 
“The best part of a fortnight and half our combined futures!”
 
“Anything else?”
 
“A metallic tang. Like melted robot thumbs.”
 
They regarded each other sadly.
 
“Care for a beer?”
 
“Yes.”
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REQUEST
by Ofelia Hunt

“Wal-Mart?” Madison says.
	
“Yes,” I answer. My mouth’s tired so I let it hang loosely.
	
We cross Mill Plain Boulevard, then move diagonally over the parking lot which is wide 
and concrete with perpendicular white lines and dusty islands of low dead shrubs and 
sloped bent trees.
	
“Chop the trees,” Madison says.
	
The white tips of my Converses are dirty and there’s a little hole in one of them. I consider 
fixing the hole but there’s only one hole and I don’t feel comfortable destroying the one 
hole because everywhere there are holes and people filling the holes but some holes 
don’t want to be filled. I could live in potholes, maybe—carefully shrink my body, or 
choose the body parts I value most—eye, mouth, finger, stomach—invert or implode 
the parts, stuff them slowly into the pothole. We’re inside Wal-Mart. There’s no asphalt 
or holes. The tiles are wide and buffed and my Converses slide as we move. Madison 
walks with her shoulders sloped forward so my shoulders imitate her shoulders but it’s 
impossible because I’m conscious of the man watching me from the McDonald’s stand.
	
“I could work here,” Madison says. “I’d take over. Discount everything. Sell employees. 
Tie ‘em to shelves, lock ‘em in ball-cages, the rubber-ball-cage. Poke ’em for the customers, 
with a broom. ‘Poke ‘em,’ I’d say. ‘Keep ‘em in your closet,’ I’d say. Then hand them a 
stick. ‘Try it,’ I’d say, ‘poke the closet people’.” Madison turns down an aisle.
	
When I imagine closet people I picture five thousand dwarves with sharp pointed teeth, 
stowed tightly in cramped dormitory-closets, in cubbies, then bored college students 
pulling the dwarves from the cubbies and rolling them around concrete dorm rooms, 
or roller hockey in basement parking lots—midnight—puck-dwarves, fluorescent light 
bulbs, a circle of Nissan Pathfinders.
	
“Do you like these?” Madison asks. Madison’s holding a rock. “You hide your key in 
it.”
	
I don’t answer. I think about the man at the McDonald’s stand. He could be anyone, 
anywhere. Tall, I think, and bored. Brown, corduroy hat. Flat, expressionless face. I know 
him, probably. A neighbor, or childhood neighbor, in the low silver trailer, maybe, in the 
short dead grass. He had rocks for hands and ate paperclips.
	
I explain this to Madison.
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“Don’t be melodramatic,” Madison says.
	
“Holiday Resort Trailer Park,” I say.
	
“What?”
	
“Nothing.”
	
“How can I help you?” There’s a man in a tight blue vest.
	
“No thanks,” Madison says.
	
I see the brown-corduroy hat-man at the end of the aisle, holding a faux-leather steering 
wheel cover.
	
“Wrong answer,” blue-vest man says.
	
“What?” Madison asks. “I don’t need help.”
	
“My name’s George.” George points to the name tag on his blue vest.
	
I move past them.
	
“I asked you an open-ended question,” George says.
	
“So?” Madison says.
	
I stand next to the brown-corduroy hat-man and watch the steering wheel covers.
	
“So you can’t answer “yes” or “no” to an open-ended question. I said ‘how’ which 
implies at least a short answer with complete sentences. You have to explain the method 
by which I can help you,” George pauses. “You see that mirror? There are cameras, 
okay. Help me out, okay? How can I help you today, Miss? The question presupposes 
a worldview in which I can help you, after all. I can help, if you let me, if you would 
only explain how, and really, here at Wal-Mart, helping you, the customer, is my modus 
operandi.”

“Hi,” Brown-corduroy hat-man says. “What’s your name?”
	
I don’t answer.
	
“We should go on a double date with George,” Brown-corduroy hat-guy says. “I’m 
Anthony.”
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“Yes?” I say.
	
“Do you have pornography?” Madison says.
	
George is silent.
	
“I need Wal-Mart porn for my little brother’s birthday extravaganza, with big tits, big 
Wal-Mart tits, but I can’t find the aisle.”
	
“I’m not a stunt double,” Anthony whispers, covering part of his mouth with his hand. 
“Don’t let my appearance fool you.”

***
	
We’re at the park. Across the river, I see a jetliner take off.
	
“What do you think about closet people?” Madison asks.
	
I wonder how many closet people are in the jetliner, in the overhead compartment, 
waiting to be poked.
	
George sits in the sand and watches a caterpillar.
	
It’s evening and cold.
	
“Hmm?” says Anthony.
	
“Closet people for your closet,” Madison says. “Keep them there, maybe dwarves, or 
small children. Poke ‘em with a stick when you’re bored. Kick ‘em around the room.”
	
Anthony moves George’s caterpillar to a new sand-wrinkle. “I don’t know,” Anthony 
says. He blocks the caterpillar.
	
“You’d forget to provide nourishment,” George says.
	
“What?”
	
“And they’d die, slowly, of starvation. Modern culture creates humans too busy to care 
for dwarf-slave closet people, and providing a well-balanced diet, moderated for dwarf-
metabolism, is nearly impossible with professional concerns, commuting, filling your 
car with gasoline at midnight, etc...You’d forget and there’re consequences and police 
and then prison for five million years. It happened to my sister.”
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Madison looks at her hand.
	
“Do you work tomorrow?” Anthony says to me.
	
“Yes, probably.”
	
“Okay.”
	
“I wouldn’t forget to feed them. I feed everything,” Madison says.
	
“Did you live in a trailer park?” I ask Anthony. “You know where I’m talking about, 
right?”
	
“Dead distended bellies, television news, corpses, necrophilia, or something.” George’s 
voice is tight and even. “Horror movie suicide, probably. Eating Cheerios on the couch. 
Police. Ten dwarf corpses lined end to end.”
	
“It’s gone,” I say. “There’s a bike trail now. And a pile of dirt.”
	
“Let’s move this way,” Anthony says.
	
I follow Anthony. Another jetliner takes off over the Columbia River. There’s wind and 
sand in the wind and Anthony and me on the beach of the river. I’d have to watch the 
water forever to notice movement. We walk toward a narrow peninsula. Across the 
path, there’s a dolphin statue above a waterless fountain in front of a half-constructed 
office building.
	
“Stand next to the dolphin,” I say. “I dare you.”
	
“I don’t think I should.”
	
“You could sit on the dolphin. I’ll take a picture with my phone.” We move closer to the 
dolphin.
	
“There’s a trench between us and the dolphin. It’s dangerous.”
	
“Did you live in the trailer park or not? When you were young? I think I remember you 
somehow, but I’m bad with faces. Everybody has a face, you know. Everybody.”
	
Anthony doesn’t answer. He stands very still and watches my face, then jumps across 
the trench and sits on the dolphin. I take a picture with my cell phone.
	
“This is my fucking dolphin,” Anthony says. “I’m taking it home.” 
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***

“Show me your penis,” I say. Madison’s asleep in Madison’s room. I’m in the kitchen 
with Anthony. “Is it circumcised?”
	
“Can’t do that.” Anthony laughs nervously.
	
“I just want to see it a little and look at it. I won’t take a picture or anything. I won’t touch 
it. Is it hairy or something?”
	
“I don’t have a penis.”
	
“It’s probably gigantic, right? And you’re a porn star or something and you’re afraid 
you won’t be able to control your penis, that it’ll enter the fresh air and detach, hide 
behind the refrigerator, probably.”
	
“No, I’m genetically a hermaphrodite and my penis is inside my vagina.”
	
“Pull it out. Just for a second. Put it in the refrigerator.”
	
“Okay.”
	
I wait quietly. Anthony’s hand’s near his jean zipper.
	
Madison walks into the kitchen. Her eyes are closed. “Go to bed,” she says. “I’m 
sleeping.”
	
“Anthony’s my closet person.”
	
Anthony sits at the kitchen table, his hands on his lap. Madison pours a glass of milk.
	
“I should take a picture of your milk, then destroy your milk so only the picture remains,” 
I say. “I want to remember something.”
	
Madison and I sit at the kitchen table.
	
“What is it?” Madison asks.
	
“I don’t know.”
	
I pull my cell phone from my pocket and scroll through the pictures. “Dolphin,” I say. I 
show the picture.
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“I sat on the dolphin,” Anthony says. Anthony’s face’s wide and proud. “I’ve sat on 
dolphin statues before, and cowboy statues. I’ve made a career of statue-sitting, but this 
is my triumph.”
	
I scroll through the pictures. There’s the trailer park, mostly a dirt pile behind a chain 
link fence. I show it.
	
“We went there,” Madison says. “We took pictures.”
	
“I wonder where they went,” I say.
	
Nobody talks.
	
“You know, the people,” I say. “I wonder where the people went when the dirt pile was 
made. They had to go somewhere, right?”

***

It’s midnight. We’re at Wal-Mart, near the toys.
	
“How may I help you?” George asks.
	
I show George the picture.
	
“What’s this?” George says.
	
Anthony plays with the transformers. I stand next to Madison and think about fluorescent 
lights.
	
“Ignore her,” Anthony says. “She’s trying to be sad.”
	
Madison asks, “Are you off work soon?”
	
“It’s possible that circumstances could align in the next fifteen minute whereby I could 
end my daily term of Wal-Mart employment.”
	
I show the picture again. “It’s the trailer park,” I say.
	
“Oh,” George says. “Is it new construction? City culture in the suburbs where upwardly 
mobile college graduates live in luxury condos near cooling lakes?”
	
“Maybe?”
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“I’ve been there once or twice, in Arizona.” George laughs quietly. “Let me grab my 
coat.” 

***

“Where are we going? I have to know, I’m driving,” Anthony says.
	
“I’ll tell you when we get there. For now, north.”
	
Madison’s chuckling in back. George whispers in Madison’s ear. I hear the word, “mullet” 
and then “corporate ideology handshake.” I don’t know what it means.
	
“Turn right right there,” I say. The strip malls become larger. There’s a plant nursery, a 
mattress store. “Turn right again. We’re here. Park.”
	
There’s the chain link fence. The pile of dirt. The bike path.
	
We climb the fence. I stand next to the largest dirt pile. Madison stands next to me.
	
“It’s sure a nice pile,” Madison says. “You can really tell that thought went into it. You 
don’t just dump out a pile, you know. It takes planning.”
	
“Just look at the structural engineering,” George says. “Dynamically sound. You could 
build a geodesic hut on top, bamboo, and live the energy-efficient lifestyle.”
	
“There aren’t any trailers,” Anthony says.
	
“I wish there were trailers so I could burn them.”
	
“What?”
	
“I’d burn them and the people in the trailers, probably.” I sit cross-legged in the dirt. 
“We should burn the dirt pile.”
	
“I don’t think dirt’s combustible,” George says. “We could try, of course, but my theory 
is that we’ll find it a yeoman’s task.”
	
“What the hell does that mean?” Anthony asks.
	
“Well. Maybe…Wait, I think, with the proper application of accelerants, we might be in 
business, as they say.” George’s pacing slowly. “Perhaps with gasoline we could heat 
the dirt to the temperature at which it would slowly combust, or seem to anyway, which 
is the point, I suppose.”
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“What’s he saying?” Madison says.
	
“I don’t know.” Anthony sits next to me. “What next?”
	
“I don’t know. I don’t know. I don’t know.” I hold some of the dirt in my hand. “This is 
dirt,” I say. But what does dirt mean? And why am I holding the dirt? I want the dirt to 
be something else—a thing, perfect and solid, glittery, a thing I could hold in my hand, 
photograph, maybe, then steal the thing, place it on my mantel, one final triumph, grow 
old, sixty years later point at the mantel and say to the small kidnapped boys, “That 
thing is something.”
	
There’s a spotlight, bright in our eyes, broken by the fence. From a speaker we hear, 
“Please stand with your hands up. You’re trespassing on private property.”
	
We stand. The spotlight’s light is divided by the chain link fence but somehow, clumps 
back together again, into one solid light and I think about this as I stand between Anthony 
and Madison. George’s laughing. “Trespassing,” he says. I know, finally, that I won’t 
have to move again, that I can remain here, hands up, in the clumped light. I won’t have 
to go because nothing can move me.
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I TAKE HIS PICTURE

I take his picture in the basement of an old mansion.
	
There are no lights.
	
The floor’s dirty.
	
Later, I’ll create a folder on my laptop and place the picture in the folder. There will be 
other pictures, but no other folders.
	
The boy’s dead but not bleeding. I’m very careful.
	
“Goodbye,” I say to the boy. I put my camera away. “I’d like to say it was an accident 
but it wasn’t so I won’t say that because it would cheapen your picture probably and 
I might have to delete it sometime or feel guilty or something and you wouldn’t want 
that.” Sometimes I talk to comfort people.
	
My cell phone rings. “Good job,” Bronson says. “Did it go exactly as planned?”
	
“Of course.” I open the basement door which’s low and sloping and step outside. It’s 
morning. The sun’s low on the horizon and hovering quietly away. “Do you have the 
package?”
	
“I have the package.”
	
“Okay, then.”
	
I put my cell phone away.
	
I lied about the folder. I have many folders and many pictures on many laptops in many 
apartments. The apartments are all mine, as are the pictures.
	
I pull my jacket tight to my body and walk along the highway. There are no people, only 
tall streetlights. The gravel makes noises. Ahead is my car. I get in the passenger side.
	
“You’re ready?” Lemmy asks.
	
“Yes.”
	
“No evidence?”
	
I don’t answer.
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“Then we’re ready for phase two.”	
	
“Yes,” I say.
	
“Good.” Lemmy starts the car.
	
Lemmy’s my little brother. I slowly pull my gun from my pocket. “I’m sorry,” I say.
	
Lemmy turns.
	
I shoot Lemmy in the face.
	
There’s blood and other things, parts, and I scoop the parts and wipe the parts and 
gather parts into Lemmy’s shirt. I drag Lemmy out of my car and lay him on the ground. 
I shoot Lemmy’s mouth and destroy Lemmy’s mouth. I shoot Lemmy’s hands and feet 
and I shoot Lemmy’s face again and now when I look at little Lemmy and the pieces of 
Lemmy I don’t know him and I know that no one else will know him either.
	
I take a picture.
	
My car’s running. I sit in the driver’s seat.
	
I drive. This is phase two.
	
My car’s a mess. There are blood streaks in the windows and Lemmy-parts I missed. I 
step on the gas. My car moves quickly and I wheel it around corners and change lanes. 
My hands are sweaty. My cell phone rings.
	
“Hello.”
	
“You’re coming,” Bronson says.
	
“Yes.”
	
“You destroyed him.”
	
“Of course.”
	
“Okay, then.”
	
At Bronson’s house I set my car on fire.
	
Earlier we dug a pit. I drove the car into the pit, and now the fire. Bronson’s waiting on 
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his front porch in a thick white bathrobe and I imagine myself in a matching bathrobe, 
very soft and comfortable and sitting quietly at home, watching television with the lights 
off.
	
“You’re bloody,” Bronson says.
	
“You should hug me.”
	
“Maybe after you shower.”
	
“If I shower I won’t want to be hugged. I’ll want to be alone.”
	
Bronson steps down the porch-stairs and walks slowly to his backhoe-loader. There’s a 
lot of smoke now. He starts the backhoe-loader. “Move,” Bronson says. “You’re in the 
way.”
	
I move.
	
Bronson uses the backhoe-loader to push dirt into the pit. He covers the car with dirt and 
smoothes the dirt and parks the backhoe-loader. Now we lay fresh sod over the bare dirt. 
I remove my shoes and walk barefoot in the sod which’s very green and comfortable. I 
start to sit.
	
“No no,” Bronson says. “Take off your clothes. We’ll destroy those also.”
	
“Of course,” I say. “But first you take a picture.” I hand Bronson my camera.
	
“Will you pose?” Bronson asks. “Think about Lemmy,” Bronson says. “Think about 
me.”
	
I try not to laugh but I can’t help it.
	
“Good,” Bronson says. “Sexy. Now roll in the grass. Roll in the sod.”
	
I take off my clothes.
	
Bronson takes more pictures.
	
I carefully fold my clothes and set them on the backhoe-loader. I’m naked and posing 
and Bronson’s taking pictures and I imagine taking the pictures of myself so that I’m 
Bronson and I’m watching me and my breasts are floppy probably and blood-covered 
and there are little bits of Lemmy on my nipple and neck and little boy-bits stuck to my 
toes and in my naval. “What do you see, Bronson?” I ask. I don’t listen to the answer. I 
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imagine Bronson’s naked body and shooting Bronson’s naked body and I think that if I 
were to shoot Bronson I would shoot his bellybutton first. When I touch my bellybutton 
I think about knots and I imagine untying my bellybutton and my liver and lungs and 
pancreas flopping out in front of my, or maybe intestines and stomach, and piling there 
while I watch. “What do you think about bellybuttons?” I ask Bronson.
	
“They’re okay.”
	
“Could you untie one?”
	
“Is that possible?”
	
“Could you untie mine?”
	
“I don’t think so.”
	
“Good,” I say as I grab my gun. “It’s time.” I aim the gun and Bronson looks suddenly 
very tired. “Take off your robe.”
	
“Why?”
	
“Just take it off.”
	
Bronson takes off his robe. “This isn’t very funny,” he says.
	
I aim my gun.
	
I shoot.
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THE OHIO GRASS MONSTER
by Andersen Prunty

“I ain’t gonna let you butt fuck me,” Karen said.
	
“You would if you loved me,” Todd said.
	
He sat on his couch, shirtless, wearing tight cut-off blue jeans, the portable phone pressed 
to his ear.
	
“’Sides, I thought only fags did it that way.”
	
In the background, he heard someone laughing.
	
Todd shouted into the phone, “I just wanted to do it that way so I didn’t have to look 
at your FACE!” Then he clicked the off button and tossed the phone onto the floor. He 
unbuttoned his jeans and slid his hand into the moist warmth of his crotch. His cell 
phone rang and he picked it up. It was Matt. Todd flipped the phone open and said, 
“You comin’ over?”
	
“Yeah.”
	
He flipped the phone shut and lodged it into the couch cushions. He grabbed the remote 
control and unmuted the television. It was that show where the guy goes out and survives 
in the wilderness. Todd wished he was that guy. He sat and waited for Matt. Todd was 
only fifteen but the determined expression on his face made him look thirty-five.
	
A half hour later he met Matt at the door. Matt was a little overweight and breathed 
heavily. He wore a black sweat suit.
	
“You ride your bike over?”
	
“Yeah.”
	
“Let’s go out back.”
	
Todd shut the door behind him and walked around the house, Matt breathing behind 
him. The air was cool and the sky was gray. The trees were still bare. Cars whispered 
by on the interstate but it wasn’t visible from back here. No other houses were visible 
either. The smell from a distant trash fire hung in the air, burning plastic and maybe 
some rubber.
	
They walked out to a makeshift wrestling ring, an old king-size mattress with canvas 
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over it. Metal fence posts stood at the corners with three strands of clothesline wrapped 
around them. An old couch, its stuffing and springs popping out, sat to the side.
	
“I figure this summer,” Todd said, “we can get some more couches out here and start 
chargin’ admission. You know Darren? From Fink’s? He wants in on it too. We had a 
match a couple days ago. He’s pretty tough. I won though.”
	
“Yeah?”
	
“Yeah. Okay, you get in there first.”
	
Matt stepped into the ring. Todd announced him with his special voice. Then he 
announced himself as the reigning champion. Todd stepped into the ring and made a 
sound like a bell. He said he would buy one as soon as he found the right kind.
	
Matt wandered out into the middle of the ring, his arms to his side. It was hard to walk 
on the mattress. Todd approached him, flipping his hair back off his shoulders. Matt 
stuck out his hand and pushed him in the chest. When he brought his hand away there 
was a red mark on Todd’s pale skin.
	
Todd moved in again, real quick, and got Matt in a headlock. He took him down to the 
canvas. Matt outweighed Todd by at least fifty pounds. He put his hands in the sweaty 
backs of Todd’s knees, lifting him up and flipping him over. The headlock broke. Matt 
threw himself onto Todd, pinning him down.
	
“One!” Matt said. “Two! Ow, fuck!”
	
He leaped off Todd and stood up.
	
“You can’t do that.” Matt’s eyes teared up.
	
“Do what?” Todd rose to his feet and approached Matt. Matt held out one hand to stave 
him off and rubbed his neck with the other.
	
“You bit me on the neck.”
	
“I did not.”
	
“I can feel the teeth marks, Todd.”
	
“The match still has to go on.”
	
“No it doesn’t. I quit.”
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“Then I win.”
	
“You’d be disqualified.”
	
Matt left the ring.
	
“Disqualified?”
	
“For biting me on the neck.” Matt sat down on the sprung couch. Todd left the ring and 
sat down next to him. Matt rubbed his neck, suppressing sobs. Todd pulled a notebook 
out from between the couch cushions.
	
“I been doin’ some drawings.”
	
“Drawings?”
	
“Yeah. Of our costumes and shit. We can’t just be us.”
	
Todd flipped through the pages. Matt caught a glimpse of the design for Todd’s costume. 
He had a long robe and fabulously styled hair. He stopped when he came to Matt’s.
	
“I think this’ll be pretty cool,” Todd said.
	
“What is it?”
	
“You’ll be called the Ohio Grass Monster.”
	
Matt looked at the drawing. It was done from several different angles. The figure in the 
drawing had on a skintight black suit and something like a gorilla mask.
	
“See? It’ll be just like your sweat suits only tighter and thinner so you don’t sweat so 
much.”
	
“What’s that on the back?” 
	
“That’s just some grass or hay or somethin’. You won’t wrestle in it. You’ll take it off 
before you start. Like a cape or robe or somethin’.”
	
“Oh.”
	
“Now we need to work on your finishing move and then I thought we could go in and 
get started on the costumes. Maybe we can get into the state fair next year.”
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Matt stood up. He pulled up the waistband of his sweatpants. “I gotta get home.”
	
“You just got here.”

“I know. I forgot somethin’.”
	
“You comin’ back?”
	
“I don’t know, Todd.”
	
Matt was already walking away. Todd closed the notebook and headed back inside. 
The television was still on. He continued to watch the show about the survival man and 
wanted him to get eaten by something. Anything. It didn’t matter as long as there was 
blood.
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TOSS

A boy with a boar’s head wanders into his kitchen and asks his father for a pet.
	
His father doesn’t hear him.
	
His father’s pills are scattered all over the kitchen table. He’s leaning back in the chair, 
his arms dangling at his sides. He says he takes the pills to keep his fingers from curling 
up.
	
The boy kicks his father in the shin.
	
The father snaps out of his coma and stares forward with bloodshot eyes, dragging a 
bony hand across his drool-slicked chin.
	
“I wanna pet.”
	
The father makes a great effort to reach out and grab one of the boy’s tusks. He gives it 
a weak shake and says, “Then we’ll go get you a pet.”
	
They leave the house and go to the pet store. The father walks very slowly and looks at 
his hands. He asks the boy if he notices his fingers curling up. The boy doesn’t answer.
	
They reach the pet store. It smells like a barn. The animals roam free. The menagerie 
runs the gamut from cute and cuddly to exotic and lethal. The father pokes the animals 
in the eyes and tells the boy he’s checking to make sure they’re ripe. The boy thinks 
maybe he’s confused. The boy falls in love with a two-headed rabbit. Luckily, it’s ripe. 
He takes it home and names it “Cobra.”
	
On the way home, the father says, “If you want we could stop at the hospital and get 
that cat sewed up in ya. Yeah, it’ll be a real fun surgery. We used to do shit like that all 
the time.”
	
The boy bites his father on the hand. The father slowly pulls his hand to his chest and 
stares at it, says now they’re gonna curl up for sure.
	
The next day, the boy takes Cobra to school, to the classroom filled with boar-headed 
children.
	
The class is taught by two men named Vern and Carl. Vern is stout and intense. He 
wears a tight button down shirt stretched over his belly. He is the disciplinarian. Carl is 
taller with carefree, flowing hair. He wears a sweat suit. He is the fun guy.
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After about an hour of class, the teachers get bored. Vern tells the boy to hand over the 
rabbit. Carl assures him they’ll bring it back. The boy hands Vern the rabbit and the two 
men go outside.
	
The boy stands at the window and stares out at the green grass of the school grounds. 
Carl and Vern appear. They look very happy. They toss the rabbit back and forth. Back 
and forth. The boy thinks it looks like a lot of fun. So fun. He wants to be out there, 
tossing the rabbit with his teachers. Instead, he stays in the classroom and cries with the 
other students.
	
Later, he takes Cobra home.
	
He tells his father to come out to the yard; he’s discovered a new game. A half hour 
later, his father makes it out. The boy tosses Cobra at his father. His father moves way 
too slow and the rabbit bounces off his chest. His father falls down. His fingers curl up, 
wildly extending from his hands and twisting into impossible shapes.
	
Cobra hops away.
	
The boy goes into the house and beats his fists on the couch. Tomorrow he will make his 
father take him back to the pet store and he will get a new pet. And then they will go to 
the hospital and he’ll have the pet sewn so deeply inside him it will never escape.
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MULTIPLE MORNINGS
by Kevin L. Donihe

MORNING ONE

My bowels feel heavy. I need to defecate. 

The bathroom is a sty. I have no idea why there’s so much shit smeared on the wall, 
ceiling, floor, even caked in the bathtub. Is this mine? 

No matter. I take my seat and concentrate on empting my bowels. Nothing exits. 

MORNING TWO

Something’s stabbing my eyes. Didn’t realize night ever happened, and I don’t remember 
going to sleep. I try to stand, but cannot. It’s as though whatever I’m lying on (linoleum; 
I’m on the kitchen floor) has bonded with my skin. 

I take a seat in the closet chair and watch the blank TV. Seems like the less taxing thing 
to do, apart from maybe curling up in a fetal ball for a few days. I try to choose that 
option—just as an intellectual curiosity—but my body won’t contort. It’s too much 
hassle, so I sit on the chair and look at the floor, then the walls, then the ceiling. 

MORNING THREE

In lieu of anything better, I stand in the center of the living room. I could spin left. I could 
spin right. I could take a step forward or a step back. Or I could do none of these things, 
which, for the moment, seems like the one true option. Everything’s nice and calm when 
I remain motionless. Nothing confusing happens. Thoughts don’t spin. 

Time just passes me by.

MORNING FOUR

Perhaps I should eat something. Can’t say I’m hungry, but I don’t remember the last 
time I ate. 

I open the freezer door. Inside: a bunch of denuded skulls in baggies. A few still have 
flesh remaining. They must be…leftovers.

Maybe it’s best to just think about eating.

I think very hard, and recall a dense, hard-to-swallow cereal foisted upon me in my 
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youth. I imagine I’m eating that. It fails to satisfy. Dinner, I’m sure, will be just as dire. 
The mind-steak, overcooked, the dream-potatoes, lumpy. 

MORNING FIVE

I stand in front of the mirror, naked, and can’t stop staring at my body, so scrawny and 
disgusting, like something that might blow away with the wind or come up from the 
earth. And my eyes, like dim lights submerged in dirt. I look like I should be in pain, or 
at least in a state of profound malaise. But I’m numb. I touch my fingers together. There 
is no sensation.

I look past myself, at the room reflected behind me:

The window. I could dive out of it for a quick yet rewarding descent. The closet. I could 
hang myself with a belt. I leave the bedroom, en route to the kitchen. The stove. After 
putting my head in, I could luxuriate for as long as it takes. The freezer. It would take 
longer, but would give me time to crystallize my thoughts.

MORNING SIX

Today, I’m going to eat something real. Scrambled eggs. Can’t remember the last time I 
ate them, or even if I had the same name and face then. 

Maybe this’ll be the start of a grand new day. 

When I crack the shells, whites are cloudy and the yolks are almost green. I put them on 
the stove and shake the skillet for hours. Half the eggs are burnt to a crisp, the other half, 
barely cooked. 

There’s no use eating. There’s no real food. Closing my eyes, I imagine myself entombed 
in a sepulcher. People stare down at me. The lid closes. Darkness. I can’t see the outside 
of the sarcophagus, but now it’s covered head-to-toe with bats.
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A LOATHSOME JOB

I loathe work. My boss, M. Makulahbaum, is supposed to be a dentist; I’m supposedly 
his assistant. I don’t know a damn thing about dentistry. I don’t believe he does either. 
He’s never filled a single cavity or capped a crown or shoved things into sleeping and/or 
euthanized patients. In fact, all he does is float around in the form of a red mist.

A sign above his door says:

M. Makulahbaum, Dentist
Where nightmares of flesh and bone collide

***

I enter the foyer to his office and take the steps up. A song plays on the intercom. 
Makulahbaum blasts it each time an employee walks through the door. 

I reach the final step. The chorus gets so loud it penetrates me. My body ripples with data 
and pulses to a synchronized beat. I slam my head against the wall, harder and harder, 
until my brain rock n’ rolls right out of my skull and into a deposit box by the door.

Makulahbaum refuses to let employees carry brains to work. It used to bother me, but 
I’ve gotten over it. Mine is usually riddled with little holes when I get off, like something 
long and hard has been rammed into it, perhaps for hours, but I don’t need a brain when 
bathed in the light of Makulahbaum’s office. It infuses me, reaches into my synapses, 
finds the soul inside the machine, and has its rough and tumble way with it. 

Inside the reception area, I adopt the customary tone and greeting one uses with 
underlings, fellow employees, and higher-but-not-too-higher-ups. 

“Baby, I’m back! Use me!”

The secretary and a passing custodian drop what they’re doing and clamor towards me. 
They run claw-like fingers over my body and use words like “ripe” and “succulent.” I 
brush past them, entering the office where Makulahbaum waits.

He’s a man of Spartan taste. There isn’t much here apart from his desk, though he has a 
rather impressive wall-mounted face collection. I’ve yet to see one quite like it, and don’t 
think such a thing can be bought retail. 

Miniature manatees swim in a tank by the desk. 

I take my seat as Makulahbaum floats from his. His soul-body enters mine, producing a 
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sudden electric tingle and the bite of copper on my tongue. He says nothing, but that’s 
to be expected. He’s not the talkative sort. 

Behind his desk are two identical white doors. I’ll enter one or the other; the morning 
routine never varies. Makulahbaum lets me know, in his special, silent way, that I am to 
enter the door that opens into the bad room.

His mist-body pulls away and floats back to the desk. I get up and head toward the door 
like a gas chamber gurney or an electric chair sits behind it. In truth, the door leads to 
an office almost identical to Makulahbaum’s, only smaller and without the neat wall-
faces and mini-manatees. It’s a drab, boring place—painted all in white—and sunrays 
streaming through the window look gray even when it’s night. 

The clock says twenty minutes have passed. They rarely stay hidden this long.

Not seconds later, something flaps against the window. 

Great. They were waiting for me to think about them...

I turn, not wanting to see the wing that made the sound, but knowing I must. It’s their 
customary way of announcing arrival—the penguins that waddle out on the ledge and, 
on bad days, hover above it. 

There are only two of them, regarding me from behind the window, eyes looking past 
my flesh and into my soul. They hiss—I almost thought “jizz”—at what lies within. I 
always thought hissing was a trait reserved for cats, geese, and certain reptiles. 

The first penguin’s eyes turn red.

“Stop it!” I bang my fist against the facing. “I will not accept this!”

The second penguin’s eyes do the same; an ethereal flipper curls around my skull. 

“Get out of mind, you ball-gnashers!” I clutch my swelling head. “Leave me be!”

They refuse; three more waddle into view. The ethereal flipper curls tighter. I grab my 
head, screaming as my brain breathes. I ram my head a few times against the filing 
cabinet before realizing there’s no filing cabinet, but notions of “real” and “unreal” don’t 
concern me, not when those birds fix me with their fucking graveyard-all-night stare-a-
thon gaze.

I’m powerless. I can’t shoo them off, not when they see past my mask, not when they know 
who I really am. (Hell, I don’t even know that!) Any attempt would be feeble, impotent, 
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and the penguins would surely laugh.

I imagine the sound of penguins laughing and my ears bleed a little. In desperation, 
I launch myself at the window, smacking my body against it so hard the pane rattles. 
Then I repeat the process, twice.	

More penguins. The world becomes a black cave. Everything’s dead here. No light. And, 
God help me, I think I’m dead, too. I’d hoped to make it longer, but I’m going out now, 
baking under the wilting stare of urban penguins.

It’s time to go to my Happy Place and observe events from there. Goodbye.

My watch beeps. The world sucks me back in, and I’m not dead. It’s just lunchtime.
 
The penguins waddle away from the window. They know the drill.

Zip lock bags filled with brown, pulsing blobs lay on a table in the employee’s lounge. A 
piece of scrawled-on tape on the front of each bag reads “work food.” There’s no drink, 
but the food is moist and soppy so I don’t need water.

I take a bag and walk up a stairwell to the roof. The penguins are there too, swooping 
across the backs of weathered statues, roosting in the mouths of gargoyles. 

I don’t remember the roof having statues and gargoyles. No matter. I sit down by the 
door and hope the penguins understand I’m on break.

They don’t bother me on the roof, but are waiting at the window upon my return, dozens 
of them, plastered against the lower half of the window, red eyes aflame, fixing me with 
their stare.

I face the opposite wall and don’t think about them, but feel a presence nevertheless, 
like a huge and terrible monster standing behind me. I turn around. One of the penguins 
levitates at least a foot above those plastered against the pane.

“We are inside you, Brian,” it says. “We are you. Let you become us.”

“I will never become you!” Then I hiss at him. I’ve never before been so bold, especially 
not so soon after cowering. It gives me a frisson.

It hisses back, and I return the favor. I refuse to let it have the last one. For hours, we hiss 
in turn.

A Makulahbaum flunkey enters the room. I call him “Dickey” because he wears a 
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necklace of dried, severed penises. I don’t know his real name and never see him—or 
any flunkey—unless I’m needed. 

“Makulahbaum says you’re free to go.” He faces the penguins. “And you guys did an 
extra good job today, so you’ll get a raise.”

“Thanks, bub,” one of the penguins says through the pane.

“How about me? Do I get a raise?”

Dickey cocks an eyebrow. “Why ask, Mr. Cocks?”

“I don’t know. Maybe because I’ve been taking it up the ass for five years now?”

“Broach that subject with Makulahbaum.”

“He doesn’t speak!”	

“You heard me. I don’t have my mouth stuffed full of cotton, do I?” Dickey opens his 
mouth. At least eight spit-soaked cotton balls fall out.

Negotiating with flunkies is useless. I face the penguins. “Damn you all to hell,” I 
shout.	

They ignore me, put on tiny hats and coats, and float off, heading north.

***

I almost forget to pick up my brain at the drop box. When I return to get it, there’s a new 
sign taped to the door:

NEW COMPANY POLICY: Effective next Friday, leave your heart as well.
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