








Siege

Jeanne Matthews

She gasped as the icy water rose
over the insteps of her shoes. She
hadn’t seen the skim of ice on the
walk, and now her last pair was
soaked in sooty water. This kind
of carelessness was dangerous,
she knew, but she was always in a
hurry now, the armed soldiers on
the street corners making every
trip out of the house a thing to be
feared. This curfew was the latest
insult. All women off the streets by
5 p.m. What are they thinking?
Don’t they know how long the
bread lines are? Who do they
think will feed the children?

Knowing that the children were
the least of their concerns, she let
a wry smile twist her lips. She must
stop thinking of them as human.
Stop giving them manners and
trying to make them conform to
the Geneva Convention. They
are not like us. When they took
the men last year it admost made
sense, like the old wars when men
did the fighting and the women
and children stayed home and
wrapped bandages. But there
were no letters from the front, no
wounded soldiers sent home. The
men simply did not come back.

When they came for the teen-
age boys this summer, there was
a brave rebellion and mothers
kiled 200 of them in this town
alone. But there were hundreds
more 1o replace those killed, and
the women soon needed all their
strength and skill to keep the re-
maining children alive. Indoors all
the time now, the children were
growing pale and listless. Some
fine generation we're preserving
for the future, she thought. Weak,
sickly children who live on bread
and fear, coughing up the fine
black soot that fills the air night
and day.
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She froze as the gunbarrel swung
towards her belly, but the soldier
only smiled that unnatural smile
that all women had come to
hate. His voice dripped venom.
“Ladybug, ladybug, fly away
home, your house is on fire, your
children are gone.”

Phase Il had begun.

Dana Church



Genetics

Take a fime,
any time
juxtapose it with your mind.
Look at it closely,
commit it to memory if you will.

Back into the deck it goes.

Now, shuffle the cards
and hand them back to me.

I'l deal them once again.

Anne Ware

Julio Picallo
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An Occurance at Owl Creek Shower

Tim Cross

Bob was really very drunk when
he got into the shower that morn-
ing. Too drunk. Combine vertigo,
two quart pitchers of desert dry
martinis, and a slippery floor, and
the potential for injury is very
great indeed. Bob held on to the
handle on the shower door. It
wasn’t very strong, but did offer
some support.

He had been drunk since the fight
last night. It was a nasty one.
Problems had been building be-
fween he and his wife for some
fime now. And last night was the
icing on the cake. The water was
warm and flowed over his body in
cascadingly gentle waves. He
grabbed the soap out of the dish
and began to wash his chest.
Maybe he had gone a little too
far this tfime, said too many hurtful
things. Monica hadn’t spoken to
him all morning. Just an icy cold
glare as he mixed his first potent
pitcher. He reached down to turn
up the hot water a bit more. Ahh,
nothing lke a good shower.

He stood weaving back and forth
as he soaped his right foot, nearly
lost his balance and then recov-
ered. He hadn’t ever hit her in all
their years of marriage. Why
now? He finished his left foot and
set the soap down in its cradle.
He did still love her, but they had
both grown and changed these
last few years.

He stood back and let the water
just pour over his head and down
his body. He felt a little more so-
ber now, didn’t he? Yep, nothing
like a good shower. He stood with
his head down and watched the
water run down the drain. Then
he closed his eyes and drifted for
a moment in the alcoholic eu-
phoria.

It was her fault they had had the
fight anyway. She was always on
him about something. He did too
little around the house. Spent too
much time playing racketball and
drinking at the club. Too much of
this. Not enough of that. He
reached back down for the
soap. It squirted out of his hand
and made two rapid laps around
the shower floor before he was
able to corral the errant bar. He
soaped his arms and his back, as
much as he could reach anyway.
He started to reach for the sham-
poo, but changed his mind.

Bob slid the shower door open
and retrieved his martini from the
lavatory counter top. Holding his
drink back out of the shower
spray, he slid down the far wall of
the cubical. The cold liquid run-
ning down his throat was in direct
contrast to the warm, almost hot,
water splashing crazily on his legs.
They had a perfect marriage until
she got that new job. Yeah, it
was then that she had changed.
She seemed more strong-wiled
since that job. She was always a
strong-wiled woman, but now,
man, oh, man, look out!

Bob kiled the last of his drink.
Which one was that now? Nine?
Ten? No, it was definitely eleven.
He stood up and opened the
door again. Some of the erratic
spray splashed out on the floor,
but what the hell. He set his glass
back down on the counter top.

Bob stood back under the water
and wet his hair. Maybe they
should have had that baby she
wanted two years ago. Maybe
then she would have centered
her attention on it instead of her
career. Yep, that was probably

his big mistake. He reached up to

the shampoo holder mounted

high on the shower wall. He
grabbed the bottle, unscrewed
the cap, and poured some of the
creamy liquid info his cupped
hand. He rubbed his hands tfo-
gether and began to massage
the cream into his hair. Not only
had she been more willful lately,
but she also seemed belligerent.
Nothing he said or did was good
enough. Everything was wrong.
The house on Owl Creek road
that they had worked and
planned for was no longer what
she wanted. Now she wanted a
condo! It was always something.

Although he continued to mas-
sage the cream into his hair, there
was still no snow-white foam.
“"Damn, | must have picked up
the conditioner instead of the
shampoo,” he said out loud. The
water pudding around his feet
was different now. It was almost
up to his ankles. “What the hell?”
he turned and looked down at
the drain. Gobs of hair sat swirling,
struggling to go down the small
holes. He looked at his hands and
saw clumps of his hair in them.
“OH MY GOD!"" he screamed. He
looked up to the shampoo holder
and grasped the bottle that was
in the front. He stood staring in
astonishment as he read the la-
bel. New Improved Nair! For bikini
area too! "Oh, No!"” he said and
shook his head; more clumps of
his hair hit the shower floor.

This sfory has been brought to
you as a public service by WADS
— Writers Against Drunk Shower-
ing
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Fly Away

The time has come
For you and me to ride
Climb aboard my white stallion
And we'll gallop to the moon
Sweet fantasies abound
In your eyes so soft and wild
Come with me over the rainbow
And we'll dance to the songs of angels
Take my hand now
We'll cross the river where time has no hold
Wrap your arms around me now
- We'll fly forever and never grow old
With the sword of firey love
We'll slay the dragon of wretchedness
Riding on hot wings of destiny
We'll shatter the image of dreariness
Over forests of darkness
Over mountains of fear
Always flying
Never dying
Through clouds of tears
Over bridges of pain
Always sailing
Never failing
Yes, come shine with me
Spread your wings now
Let’s Fly Away

Brian Cox

Louisa M. Walton
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The Hide
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Julio Picallo

The sun is fading behind the dis-
tant mountain range and Carlson
knows it will be night soon. He
lights the fire and checks his rifle
for the fourth time. He isn't taking
any chances. This is no ordinary
wild animal he is going after, no
brainless brute. No, this creature is
something special. A breed like
no other. The ultimate game.

But Jim Carlson is no ordinary
hunter. He has never known any-
thing else. Raised in the heart of
Africa, his father had been one of
the world’s most successful big
game hunters. Jim learned every-
thing his father could teach him
and more. By the time he was
twenty-three he had been on sa-
fari on four continents, and there
was no challenge he had not met
and conquered. He has long
since surpassed his father in skill
and cunning, but Jm has always
felt there was something more,
some mountain yet to climb. And
after all these years, he has finally
found the one challenge that
can set him apart from any other
hunter.

As he tightens the trip-wires in the
brush around his camp, he thinks
back to the day his quest began.
The image of him and his friends
on an impromptu fox hunt in the
woods surrounding the Irish village
of Dunmair is still vivid in his memo-
ry. He remembers how they be-
came separated at the river
when the pack of dogs leading
them split info ftwo groups and
went in separate directions along
the bank of the stream. Wiliam
Rogers and Neal Atkinson had re-
mained with Jim, while Perry Mad-
ison had set off behind the other
dogs.

[t wasnt long before the three
men caught sight of their prey.
The dogs had chased a small
grey fox into a tree and were

barking wildly upon their arrival.
Carlson turned back alone at
that point; there was no chal-
lenge left in the hunt and the
night was quickly blanketing the
autumn sky.

He had been riding for quite a
while but was stil a long ways
from Dunmar when he heard an
unfamiliar sound along the Irish
countryside. The cries of a wolf
were seldom heard so far north in
the hills, but a bewildered Carlson
recognized the howling almost
immediately. The experience of
several dozen wolf hunts told him
something more. The cries were
coming from an animal in pain.

Suddenly from behind him came
a thunderous noise. Instinctively
he turned. It was Rogers and At-
kinson riding towards him like
madmen. They had their rifles
drawn. Realizihg he had left his
back turned to the creature, he
jerked his body around expecting
to meet his doom. But there was
nothing; the creature was gone.

The two men leaped from the
steeds and ran towards Carlson.

“What in God’s name hap-
pened?”’ cried Atkinson. “Are
you all right?"*

Jim didn't answer. His eyes were
searching the nearby brush for
any sign of the beast, but there
was no frace to be found. The
only reminders that the creature
had been there were the eerie
smell that permeated the night
and the body of their friend lying
still on the ground.

"Oh, God,” cried Rogers. “t's
Perry. Is he alive?”’

The three men raced to their fall-
en friend. They expected to find

him dead. But to their shock, Perry

Madison was still alive. His face
shredded and his chest ripped
open, but stil breathing, they
mounted him on the back of Rog-
er's horse and headed back to-

wards Dunmar. The village was
still @ quarter-hour’s ride from the
site of the attack, and they
feared little chance for their
friend’s survival until they could
get him medical attention.

A noise in the distant brush sud-
denly snaps Jim out of his day-
dream. He points his flashlight in
the direction of the movement
and sees a small rabbit racing
back to its hole. Letting himself
return to his thoughts, he jumps
ahead a few hours.

Miraculously, they had reached a
doctor in time to save their young
friend, and had then gone to the
town’s only pub for a much need-
ed drink and to assess what had
occurred earlier in the evening.

"Did you see the wolf, Jm?"
asked Rogers.

“No,” he answered.

“But we heard shots! What the
hell was going on?” asked Atkin-
son.

"l heard Perry screaming in the
darkness a few yards in front of
me, so | fired several rounds intfo
the air. | suppose it scared the
wolf away,” answered Jim.

Carlson didn’t want to tell his
friends what he had seen. This
was one hunt he was going on all
by himself. He figured Atkinson
and Rogers would stay to look af-
ter their friend. That would give
him the time he needed to track
the injured creature down alone,
but he had to be sure they would
stay. This was a hide he wanted
all for himself,

“"We thought you had gone back
to the village,” said Atkinson.

"I was headed there when |
heard the wolf howl. | decided to
have look. | guess Perry did too,"”
said Carlson.

“All | know is that whatever



ripped him apart is still out there,”
he continued. "And | am damn
sure going to get it.”

“"What do you mean, whatever
ripped him apart?’” asked Rogers.
"It was obviously the wolf we
heard.”

“Of course,” he answered.

Jm knew that even if he told
them what he had seen, they
would not believe him. It was the
shadows,”” they would have said.
Even he wasn’t sure what he had
seen, but he knew it was real and
all that mattered now was get-
ting the hide from the creature.
Finally he had found an animal
that filed him with fear, a crea-
fure who seemed more human
than animal and more evil than
savage.

The next morning he began
stocking his backpack with am-
munition and supplies. He spent
the entire day preparing, all the
while his heart pumping wildly in
anticipation of the hunt.

He did not bother to go see his
friend. Atkinson and Rogers had
seen Madison, and they told Jm
of a wild nightmare their injured
friend spoke of. They also re-
counted how his wounds had al-
most completely healed over-
night. But it was unimportant to
Carlson, the hunter was on the
frail of his game. He assumed
Madison’s nightmares were due
to hysteria and his recovery ex-
aggerated by two well-wishing
friends.

Planning on setting into the hills
before dawn the next morning,
he went to bed early that night.
Carlson’s traditional glass of bran-
dy the night before a hunt did not
serve its purpose, as he was still
awake three hours after going to
bed. The anticipation of the hunt
was too much for him. Hoping the
cool night breeze would serve as
an anesthetic, he got out of bed
and went to the window.

From his hotel balcony he could
see most of the sleepy little vil-
lage. The lights were still on at the
pub he had frequented during his
stay, and he could see the silhou-
ettes of a man and a woman as
they departed. The ful moon
made it possible for him to see
them walk arm-in-arm past the
bakery and the adjacent market.
They stopped and embraced at
the corner directly across from
the doctor’s office where Madi-
son was being treated. Suddenly
the woman screamed. Carlson
assumed the man had become
abusive, but a fraction of a sec-
ond later he saw the true reason
for her shriek.

Crashing out of the doctor’s of-
fice door was the same creature
he had seen in the hills. It ran di-
rectly towards the couple and
drove them both to the ground
with a vicious leap. Carlson stood
paralyzed as he watched the
struggle. It was over instantly. By
the time most of the house lights
in the area had been turned on,
he could see the creature at the
outskirts of town and speeding
towards the nearby woods.

Carlson didn't bother to change
and ran to the site of the mutila-
fion with his rifle in hand. He
weaved his way through the
crowd, which had already gath-
ered, and made his way into the
doctor’s office. He expected to
find Perry Madison’s body as muti-
lated as the two victims on the
sidewalk. Except for a few tatters
of the robe his friend had been
wearing, what he found was an
empty office.

In a daze, he walked back out to
the street, where he ran into At-
kinson and Rogers. They had just
arrived and were as confused as
he was about what had hap-
pened. Carlson waited to see if
anyone besides himself had wit-
nessed the attack. He could not
afford to have anyone know the
truth, nothing could stand in the
way of his ultimate prize. When

he was sure no one else would
contest his story, he told the
crowd a tale that suited his
needs.

"It was a wolf,” he said. *'l saw it
from my balcony.”

“But what happened to Perry?”
asked Rogers.

"l think the wolf was after him,”
responded Carlson. “Old wolves
have been known to do that.
Once they have attacked a
prey, they will follow it anywhere
until their meal is caught. They
are too old and slow to catch
many meals, so once they have
drawn blood, they can’t afford to
let their prey get away.”

iHe knew experienced hunters like
Atkinson and Rogers knew that,
but he wanted to be sure every-
one in the crowd believed his sto-
ry.

“"He must have followed us into
town the other day and waited
until nightfall to strike,” he contin-
ued. “"He could track Perry to the
doc’s office by the scent of his
blood. As for these two poor bas-
tards, they just stumbled into the
attack. The wolf was dragging
Perry’s body away when they
came running up the street to
see what was going on.”

A hush had fallen over the crowd,
then one shouted out “'The wolf
must be kiled before he can
strike again.” Jim knew he had to
seize the opportunity. Before the
rest of the crowd could react, he
took conftrol.

“No!” he shouted. “'Perry was my
friend. I'm the one that's going
after the wolf. Most of you are
family men, but I'm a hunter. It's
up to me to kil this beast!”

“Neal and | will go with you,” said
Rogers.

"“No, Bill,”” he answered. “Some-
one has to stay here in case the
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wolf circles back in this direction.
Besides, I'm already prepared 1o
go after it. If | wait for the two of
you to gather the necessary sup-
plies, it will slow me down another
day, and we might lose its frail.
No, this is one hunt I'm going on
alone.”

After the crowd dispersed and
the two bodies had been taken
to the morgue, Jim returned to his
room to piece together what he
had seen. The horrible realization
of what had happened was not
illusive. What he had seen that
night was not the same creature
that had attacked Perry Madison.
The demon he saw that night was
Perry Madison.

Carlson now knew the truth. The
fairytales of old England were not
just fables recited to frighten chil-
dren at bedtime. What he had
seen that night was the direct re-
sult of surviving a werewolf at-
tack.

His friend had now become like
the very creature that had at-
tacked him. A savage, blood-
lusting demon of the night bent
on the destruction of human life.
Carlson felt for his friend, but
there was little he could do for
Madison. His soul was in the hands
of God now.

The fact remained that there
were two werewolf hides in the
dark forests around Dunmar, and
Jim Carlson was determined to
have them both. This was more
valuable than the rare white tiger
skin that hung in the den of his
eighteenth century home, or the
bull elephant hide he displayed in
his parlor. No, this was far rarer
than any frophy he had gath-
ered. One werewolf skin had
been enticing enough, but he
would sell his soul for two of them.

But that was all in the past now.
None of what would matter if he
wasn’'t at his best on this night.
Tonight he would have to be bet-
ter than he ever was before.

A shriek of pain suddenly echoed
through the now black hills, and
Jim Carlson again returns to the
present. He knows there is no
more time to review the events
of the last few days. A cold chill
tfravels down his spine. His hand
frembles as a drop of sweat
moistens his palm. He closes his
eyes, takes a deep breath and
tries to gather his thoughts. His
mind needs to be dlert, for the
supreme contest is now at hand.
This is not to be just another test
of superior skill against raw sav-
agery. Pitted against an adver-
sary with the unbridied power of
a wild beast and the unequaled
evil of the human heart, this is a
battle that will be fought on the
scope of human endurance.

Gripping his rifle tightly, he opens
the pouch storing his newly made
silver bullets. Having melted down
his two silver belt buckles and the
handle of his cane to supply him-
self the necessary weapon
against the werewolf, he prays
the fables are true. Regretfully he
picks up a homemade necklace
of garlic and drapes it around his
neck. The smellis sharp and pierc-
ing, but he knows it's far less re-
pulsive than the smell of his own
blood. Finally he checks the silver-
bladed knife at his waist. There
are only two nights left in the cy-
cle of the full moon, and he must
succeed now or lose the trail in-
definitely.

Another ghostly howl! splits the
night, and Jim knows he has only
a few moments before Hell’s bru-
tal fury strikes out at him. A subtle
stirring in the brush behind him
suddenly erupts info a whirlwind
of breaking branches and rustling
leaves. He dives to the ground
and turns his rifle in the direction
of the noise. He sees the beast
rising from the shadows and
streaking towards him. He has

only a second or two to react,

but that is all it takes. He fires, and
the creature’s assault becomes
an uncontrolled tumbling and roll-

ing, which cuminates only a few
feet in front of Carlson with a
devastating fall. The animal stirs a
moment and then gives in to the
night which bore him.

The hunter is surprised and re-
lieved by the ease of the Kill, but it
does not diminish his joy. He is now
the unquestioned master of any
beast alive, and the most price-
less hide in all the world lies face
down and motionless at his feet,
waiting to be claimed. But the
hunter’s delight is short lived.

He watches in horror as the crea-
ture’s hair and fangs begin to re-
cede. His legs contort and bloat
as they too change shape. The
behemoth’s head is the last to
give in to the metamorphosis.
Carlson’s precious hide is being
stolen from him before his aston-
ished eyes.

Within moments the corpse of a
nude man is all that remains. Jim
bends down and rolls him over,
only to find the face of a strang-
er. The realization that Perry Mad-
ison is still alive and on the prowl
strikes Carlson, but it comes an
instant too late.

He screams as much from horror
as pain while two sharp claws
tear into his back. His forehead
bursts open as it crashes into the
ground from the force of the as-
sault and the garlic necklace is
thrust from his neck. The beast,
still clinging to his back, buries it
fangs deep into the back of Jim’s
lower neck. The animal rises to its
hind 4egs and tosses Carlson
against a nearby tree. The blow is
brutal, but not enough to finish
the rugged hunter. The demon
stops for a moment, almost as if it
recognizes the now shattered
body of his blood-soaked friend.
Jim knows he has only one
chance left. Caling on all his
quickly fading strength, he draws
the silver blade from its sheath. He
shields it from the beast’s view
with his body and silently calls on



luck for the first fime since his days
of innocent youth.

The demon springs forward with a
fantastic leap that ends in a hol-
low, agonizing scream. Luck is on
Carlson’s side. The blade has
struck true and deep into the
creature’s heart. Their eyes meet
for an instant, and the bloody
hunter can see no trace of hu-
manity left in the animal pressed
tightly against him. The creature’s
body becomes limp and drops to
the ground with a shallew thud.

Like before, the beast undergoes
a magnificent transformation
rarely seen by human eyes. This
fime the end result is Perry Madi-
son. The weary hunter is sad-
dened to see his lifeless friend.
Once again the precious were-
wolf hide has evaded him.

He is in no condition or frame of
mind to bury the men. Their souls
cheated him out of his viciously
earned hides, and he bears no
pity for them. Barely able to
move, he makes his way down
the side of the hill to his horse, the
thought of eluded glory continu-
ing to haunt him. The return trip to
Dunmar is a long and agonizing
one, but it is far less a burden than
his desire for a frophy that has
vanished with the wind.

The congratulations and appreci-
ation of the townspeople is little
consolation o the master hunter.
A day has passed since his battle,
yet the bitterness of his failure will
be along time in passing. Carlson
is uneasy as he lays down for a
much needed sleep, yet he tries
to put his pain and the week'’s
events out of his mind. He feels
unusually warm but is too tired to
walk out on the balcony. He re-
moves his pajama top and tries
to scratch away a nagging itch
on his back. The itch spreads to
his face and chest, and soon be-
comes as unbearable as the
heat. He pulls himself out of the
bed and goes to the window. In

the moonlight he can see a dark
patch of skin on his chest where
scars from the werewolf attack
had been. He also notices hair on
his chest where he thought he
had shaved earlier that morning
for bandages. He feels a sudden
pain in his jaw and waks to the
mirror, fearing a previously unde-
tected fracture.

Turning the light on, he peers in
the mirror to find the face of Sa-
tan staring back at him. His heart
begins pounding wildly as if it was
going to burst from his chest.
Carlson’s ears are growing longer
while his jaw is straining to break
away from his skull. The hair on his
chest has now spread to his arms
and is quickly rising up his neck.
Burying his face in his now elon-
gated hands, he drops to his
knees as a bludgeoning pain
drives his legs out from under him.
Then the hunter succumbs to the
horror of reality as easily as he
gives in to his now contorted
body.

At last Jim Carlson has the hide he
so desperately wanted.
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The Tragedy continued

friend had scrawled as a favor.
Then the power of the White-
Jacketed Tubes was unleashed.
Ol' Pops survived, but his paper
was charred to ashes. He died of
sadness soon after because he
couldn’t remember how to re-
write the letters of her name,
though he tried to recreate them
for days, scratching dismally in
the dust, pausing only to weep
over a little pile of ashes.

| am crawling through this muddy
ditch alone, sloshing over what
feels to be another of the bodies
that are everywhere these days.
No more cocoon to cushion me
from myself ... | know truth. The
night sounds are loud in my ears,
though my eyes see naught but
pure darkness as | traverse the
land in a maggoty ditch — the
only safe mode of travel nowa-
days — the way less frequented
by the cannibals who infest the
land, desperately searching. One
doesn’t take shelter in houses if
one wants to live; that is where
they lurk. Yet some people re-
fused to learn, and they died un-
der the slashings of their neigh-
bors’ teeth.

| am not alone — | hear the clum-
sy stumble of my reeking at-
tacker who shares this sanctuary
of muck with me. As | arise to
grapple with it among the fetid
smells, | redlize that the tragedy
of war lies not in the death of
humankind, but in the death of
what makes us human.
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