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DOIN’ LINES WITH 

T H E  D E V I L  

 Rain pounded against the top of the car. Rosco and Bozolli sat inside. 

 άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƘƛǘ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΣ ƳŀƴΣέ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{ƘƛǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ǘŀƳŜΦ ²Ŝ Ǝƻǘǘŀ 

ǎǘŜǇ ƛǘ ǳǇΣ ȅŀ ƪƴƻǿΚέ 

 ά¸ƻǳΣ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ǎǘŜǇ ƛǘ ǳǇΚέ wƻǎŎƻ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άCǳŎƪƛƴΩ ŘŜŀǘƘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣ ƳŀƴΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀƛƴΩǘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǇŀƛŘ 

ǘƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ƭŀǇ ȅƻǳǊ ǇƭŀǘŜ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊ ȅƻǳ ŎƘƻƻǎŜΦ /ΩƳƻƴΣ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ǿƻǊƪ ǘƻ ŘƻΦέ 

 The two men stepped out of the car in their tattered overcoats, and entered the 

downfall. Rosco tugged on the rim of his brimmed hat. Bozolli blew smoke through the strands 

of hair hanging in front of his eyes. He let his distant thoughts manifest. 

 άL Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǘŀƪƛƴΩ ǎƘƛǘ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΦέ 

 ά5ƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǇǳƭƭƛƴΩ ǿƛǎŜ ǎƘƛǘ ƴƻǿΣ ƳŀƴΦ ²Ŝ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ Ƙƛǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘΦ ¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŦŜǿ 

ŘǊƛƴƪǎ ŀŦǘŜǊΣ ŦƛƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ŦǊŜǎƘ ǇǳǎǎȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ CƻǊƎŜǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘŜǇǇƛƴΩ-it-up 

ǎƘƛǘΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ŘƻƛƴΩ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƛƴΩǘ ǿŜΚ ²ŜΩǊŜ ƘƛǊŜŘ ƳǳǎŎƭŜτǎƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ǿƘŀǘΚ ²Ŝ ƎŜǘ ƧƻōǎΣ ǿŜ 

ŘŜƭƛǾŜǊΦ bƻ ōǳƭƭǎƘƛǘ ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜŘΣ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ǾŜǊȅ ƳǳŎƘΦέ 
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 Bozolli patted Rosco on the chest. He took three steps back and rushed the door. It 

crashed open with him slowing to a stagger. The darkness of the room flooded out and sucked 

in their shadows. 

 ά¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜ ŀ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǎǿƛǘŎƘΚέ wƻǎŎƻ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

 Bozolli walked to the back of the room and stopped at a desk. Behind it, a man sat 

slouched over in a chair. Bozolli grabbed him by his collar and lifted him to his height. 

 ά!ƘΣ ǎƘƛǘΣέ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 άIŜǊŜ ǿŜ ƎƻΦέ Rosco pulled a chain link and let it go. The light bulb swung in circles, 

lighting parts of the room in its orbit. 

 άIŜΩǎ ŘŜŀŘΣέ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ǎŀƛŘΦ .ƭƻƻŘ ŘǊƛǇǇŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘΣ ǎǇƻǘǘƛƴƎ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ǊŜŘΦ 

 ά²ƘŀǘΚ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƻǳǊ ƧƻōΗ CǳŎƪƛƴΩ ŎƻŎƪǎǳŎƪŜǊ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƪƛƭƭ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦέ 

 ά²ŜƭƭΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜΩǎ ǿŀƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀƴȅǘƛƳŜ ǎƻƻƴΣ wƻǎŎƻΦέ 

 Bozolli stared at the man. The limp head pulled downwards in a bob. He lifted the chin 

and beheld an arc of sliced flesh. 

 ά!ƘΣ ŦǳŎƪΣέ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 άIƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ƘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊΚ WŜǎǳǎΦέ 

 άwƻǎŎƻΣ Ƙƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ŦǳŎƪǎ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƘŀǘΩǾŜ Ŏǳǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ǘƘǊƻŀǘǎΚέ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ǘǊŀŎŜŘ 

ǘƘŜ ǿƻǳƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊΦ άLǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΣ ƳŀƴΦέ 
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 άaŀȅōŜ ƘŜΩǎ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ƭƻǿ ƴǳƳōŜǊǎΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ƪƴƻǿΦ Wǳǎǘ ŘǊƻǇ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƴ ƻŦ ŀ 

bitch and help me find something worth bringing back to Zioli ς ΨŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ 

ŎƻŎƪǎǳŎƪŜǊΣ ǎǿƛƳƳƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ōƭƻƻŘΦέ 

 Bozolli let go and the body sank; the limbs turned and rolled. Rosco drew open a closet. 

Books and rubbish fell down atop him. 

 άaƻǘƘŜǊŦǳŎƪŜǊΦέ 

 Bozolli looked at the corpse. 

 ά²ƘȅΩŘ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ƛǘΣ ƳŀƴΚέ 

  He opened the center drawer in the desk. A plastic bag of colored powder lay where his 

eyes fell. It was over-packed and bulging with a plumpness that looked attractive to him. His 

eyes darted up. Rosco was noisily upturning furniture. Bozolli licked his lips and fell into an 

ecstatic nostalgia of doing blow and getting the rush. He checked Rosco again, snatched the 

bag, and shoved it in his pocket. He heaved the desk over with a grunt and searched the ruin. 

 ά̧ ƻǳ ŦƛƴŘƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛΚέ 

 άbŀƘΣ ǘƘƛǎ ŦǳŎƪ ǎǇŜƴǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŘƛƳŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘΦ !ƛƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

 ά¸ŜŀΣ ŦǳŎƪ ǘƘƛǎ ƎǳȅΦ LΩƳ ǘƘƛǊǎǘȅΦ IŜȅΣ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴƴŀ ƎǊŀō ŀ ōŜŜǊ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΚέ 

 άLΩƭƭ ƳŜŜǘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ȅŀΦ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴϥ ŦƛǊǎǘΦέ 

 ά!ƭǊƛƎƘǘΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ƻǳǘǘŀ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 
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 Rosco and Bozolli raced down the stairs. They stood under an awning by the car, 

ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ǌŀƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ǳǇΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻŀƪŜŘΤ ǘǊŀǎƘ ŦƭƻŀǘŜŘ ōȅ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƻƎƎŜŘ 

the gutters. Rosco slapped him on the back. 

 άDƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŀ ŎŀƭƭΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ōǊƻŀŘǎΦέ 

 Bozolli nodded. 

 ά¸ƻǳ ǿŀƴƴŀ ǊƛŘŜΚέ 

 άbŀƘΣ LΩƭƭ ǿŀƭƪΦέ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǿŀǾŜΦ Iƛǎ ƳƛƴŘ ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀƎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ 

pocket. The mere thought sent his flesh crawling in excitement. 

 Jogging over to the subway entrance, he descended the stairs. He gripped the bag 

firmly, liking the way it felt in his hand. Picking up speed, he brushed by people, avoiding faces. 

IŜ ŜƴǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴΩǎ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ǎƛƴƪΦ ¢ƘŜ Ǉƛǎǎ-yellow light of the room bathed his 

face in a sickly glow. As his eyes adjusted, his dominion returned. He fought the anxiety 

coursing throughout his body down towards his shaking fingertips. 

 Bozolli walked into an open stall and latched it closed. He carefully took out the plastic 

bag and held it in the light. The powder was a potent, dark red. It looked almost as if old Mr. 

Vast had cut his own throat all over the coke. He opened the bag, dabbed it with his pinky, and 

brought it to his tongue. Sulfur laced it with a sting. He lifted his eyebrows in shock. 

 άL ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ŘƛƎΦέ 

 Bozolli reached for his wallet. He slid a razorblade out. 
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 άDƻƻŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳΣ ƻƭŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŘŜΦ 

 He poured the powder onto the toilet paper dispenser. A large pile of the red sat in a 

clump. With practiced skill, he spread the powder into six lines ς the perfect length, the perfect 

width. Bozolli smiled for the first time in a while. He slid the razorblade back into his wallet and 

took out a dollar bill. He pinched an end and rolled it. Wiping the sweat from his forehead, he 

bent down for the line. Bozolli held his left nostril closed and inhaled a line smoothly. He tilted 

his head back and inhaled again. 

 άaŀƴΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƛǘΩǎ ǇǳǊŜΦέ 

 He licked his pinky and lifted some powder to his gums. Nodding his head, he put 

George Washington down for another line. Deep inhales followed. Music crept through his 

mind, an industrial beat of pistons shooting in and out, in queue with his breath. The drip hit 

him. His eyes sparked. Water dropped from his hair down to his mouth. Sweet, dirty rain 

soaked into his tongue. He nodded his head harder to the music. He held the other nostril 

closed and snorted a line. The sulfur-like, bitter taste hit the back of his throat. 

 .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ŘǊƻǾŜ Ƙƛǎ Ŧƛǎǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƭƭΩǎ ǎƛŘŜΦ Lǘ ŘŜƴǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŜƴǘ ŀ ǊƛǇǇƭŜ ƻŦ Ǉain through his 

fist. 

 άIŜȅΣ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ǿŀǘŎƘ ƛǘΣ ōǳŘŘȅΗέ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊΦ 

 Bozolli did the last three lines in quick succession. He fumbled the bag of powder back 

open and tossed more of the hellish dust onto the toilet dispenser case. His shoulders and torso 
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were now in the rhythm of the hypnotic sounds. At lightning speed, he crafted the lines, 

dashing the razorblade side-to-side, extracting the fine powder. 

 Inhaling and sniffing the dust, the drip became more noticeable. The numbing feeling 

raced through his throat. He bit his thumb and swished the chalky powder around his mouth. 

Laughter hit him, tears rolled down his cheeks and slid into his mouth. An iron-like saltiness hit 

his taste buds. He leaned over and did three more lines, and stared up to the ceiling, still 

inhaling. He closed the plastic bag and stuck it in his jacket pocket. 

 With his throbbing fist, he punched down the stall door with ferocity. He inhaled hard 

and stretched the muscles in his neck, straining them out. He growled and flexed his hands, 

tensing his whole body. 

 άCǳŎƪƛƴΩ ƴǳǘΣέ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƴƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊŜǿ ƘƛƳ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƭŜ ǿŀƭƭΣ ǇƛƴƴƛƴƎ ƘƛƳΦ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛΩǎ ƛƴƘŀƭƛƴƎ 

was hard and constant; the music pulsed deafeningly loud in his ears. 

 άDŜǘ the fuck ς ƻŦŦ ƳŜΣ ȅƻǳ ŦǳŎƪΦ LΩƭƭ ς ƪƛƭƭ ȅŀΣ ȅƻǳ ǎƻƴ ƻŦ ŀ ōƛǘŎƘΦέ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƎŀǎǇŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀƛǊΦ 

 .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ŎǳǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǳǇǇŜǊ-row of teeth with his left hand and the lower-row with 

his right. He shook violently with sweat pouring off his face in rushes. The salty taste flooded his 

throat, liquid and wet; it rolled over his tongue, down his throat. Bozolli roared. He ripped the 

ƳŀƴΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ŀǇŀǊǘΦ 

 DŀƎƎƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǳƎƘƛƴƎΣ ŘǊƻƻƭ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƛǘ ŦƭŜǿ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ƛƴ ƎƻōǎΦ ! ǎƘƻǊǘ Ƴŀƴ 

with a newspaper entered the bathroom, saw Bozolli, and ran out with saucer-like eyes. Bozolli 
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ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƘŀǊŘŜǊ ƻƴ ōƻǘƘ ǎƛŘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŀ Ŧƛƴŀƭ ǎŎǊŜŀƳ ŦƭƻƻŘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΦ Iƛǎ Ƨŀǿ ŎǊŀŎƪŜŘ 

ŀƴŘ ŘƛǎŎƻƴƴŜŎǘŜŘΦ .ƭƻƻŘ ǎǘǊŜŀƳŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ 

 Bozolli rocked back-and-forth, inhaling and exhaling hard. He spit phlegm and looked 

down, surprised to see blood. He rushed over to the mirror. Splattered red covered his face. He 

ran in a scurried half-fall out of the bathroom, through the hall, up the stairs, and back into the 

ǊŀƛƴΩǎ ŘƻǿƴŦŀƭƭΦ 

 Bozolli breathed hard and let the rain wash over his face. He looked up at the moon. Its 

craters formed a face that he swore was the devil himself. 

              

.  .  .  .  .  .  .  

 

F A C E  C U T  

 The man cleared his throat and knocked on the door. It swung open. 

 άIƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴΩΚέ IŜ ǎŎŀƴƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ /ƭŀǊŜƴŎŜΣ ŀƛƴΩǘ ȅŀΚέ 

 ά¸ŜŀΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƳŜΦέ 
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 άLΩƳ .ǊƻƴǎƻƴΦ /ƻƳŜ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ƛƴΦέ IŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ /ƭŀǊŜƴŎŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ ǎǘǳŎƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ 

out into the hall, checked both ways, and closed it. Latching the deadbolt, he turned to 

Clarence. 

 ά¸ƻǳ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŘƻƛƴΩΚέ 

 ά¸ŜŀΦέ 

 ά²Ŝƭƭ ǘƘŜƴΣ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ƳŜ ȅƻǳ ŎƭŜŀƴ-ŦŀŎŜ ŦǳŎƪΦέ 

 Bronson led Clarence through the dark apartment. Knives and razors lay scattered 

across the floor. Coats soaked in a dark red hung over the windows, blocking the light. Bronson 

wore a stained wife-beater, his gut hung out under his shirt. 

 ά!ƴŘ ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ŀǊŜΦέ .Ǌƻƴǎƻƴ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ƘŀƛǊŘǊŜǎǎŜǊ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ ! ǎƘƛƴƛƴƎ ǊŜŘ ƭƛǉǳƛŘ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ 

the seat. 

 Clarence sat down, straightening the wrinkles in his pants and adjusting his shirt. He 

looked ahead to the broken mirror. Above it was a single pulsing light bulb. Pieces of glass lay 

jagged on the counter, giving off odd slivers of reflections. The wall behind the mirror bore 

deep scratches and bloodstains. 

 ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƛǊǊƻǊΣέ .Ǌƻƴǎƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴ 

ȅƻǳΦ ¢ŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ƻŦŦΦέ 

 Clarence removed his jacket, unbuttoned his pants, and laid them in a neat stack by the 

wall. He stood, not welcoming his vulnerability, and sat down in the chair. The air was a musty 
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dampness that kept his eyes wider than he wanted them. He took deep breaths, trying to 

ǎƻƻǘƘŜ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜǊǾŜǎΦ .Ǌƻƴǎƻƴ ǎŎǊǳǘƛƴƛȊŜŘ /ƭŀǊŜƴŎŜΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ς the textures, the lines, and the 

smoothness. 

 άLΩƳ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ǎǘǊŀǇ ȅƻǳ ƛƴΣ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΚέ 

 ά¸ŜŀΦέ 

 ά¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ƴŀƳŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŜǿ ŦŀŎŜΦέ 

 άaȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƴŀƳŜŘ ƳŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǎŀƛƴǘ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƘƛǘΦ ²ƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ōƭŀǎǇƘŜƳȅΣ ƴƻΚέ 

 άbƻΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ Ǉǳǎǎȅ ƴŀƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ Ǉǳǎǎȅ ǎŀƛƴǘΦ bƻǘƘƛƴΩ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ŘƻƛƴΩ ŦǊƻƳ 

ƘŜǊŜ ƻƴΦέ 

 Clarence sighed and looked at the scratches in front of him, contemplating what was 

next. He focused his eyes on them, projecting himself into a meditative state, trying to fall into 

the scratches and surf them like waves. 

 Bronson walked out of the room and returned with a war-damaged toolbox. He opened 

it and began lining up the tools on a nearby table. Different sized knives, needles, scissors, and 

ǾŀǊƛƻǳǎ ǎƘŀǊǇ ǘƻƻƭǎ ŜƳŜǊƎŜŘΦ IŜ ǿƻǳƴŘ ŀ ǘƘƛŎƪΣ ōǊƻǿƴ ǎǘǊŀǇ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ /ƭŀǊŜƴŎŜΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 

back ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ /ƭŀǊŜƴŎŜ ǎǇƻǘǘŜŘ ŀ ŘƻƎ ǘƻȅ ƛƴ .ǊƻƴǎƻƴΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ 

 άhǇŜƴ ȅŀ ƳƻǳǘƘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
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 Clarence bit down on the toy. His forehead was oily with sweat. Bronson turned and hit 

a button on a small device. Music came blaring out. Slow, heavy beats played at low tempo. 

Bronson crouched next to Clarence. 

 ά¢Ǌȅ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜΦ Lƴ ŦƛŦǘŜŜƴ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ŀ ƴŜǿ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΣ ȅƻǳ ōǊƛƎƘǘ-eyed fuck. You 

Ǝƻǘ ŀ ƴŀƳŜ ȅŜǘΚέ 

 Clarence shook his head and swallowed, tasting the grime and spit that covered the ball. 

 άL Ǝƻǘ ŀ ƴŀƳŜ for ya ς hǾŜǊŘǊƛǾŜΦ CǳŎƪƛƴΩ hǾŜǊŘǊƛǾŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƻŘ ǎƘƛǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 

 /ƭŀǊŜƴŎŜΩǎ Ƨŀǿ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƛƴ ǘŜǊǊƻǊΦ !ƴȄƛŜǘȅ ƻǾŜǊŎŀƳŜ ƘƛƳΦ .Ǌƻƴǎƻƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

beat of the music. He picked up a rusted hunter blade and a stone rock. The knife scraped 

against the rock in razor-tearing grinds. Bronson flashed a grin and slashed Clarence. A sunken 

dark line appeared on his left cheekbone down to his chin. Blood drizzled. 

 Clarence fought to keep his focus on the scratches in the wall. Bronson hacked from ear 

to lipΦ ! ǎƪŜǿŜŘΣ ōƭŜŜŘƛƴƎ ŎǊƻǎǎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘ ƻŦ /ƭŀǊŜƴŎŜΩǎ ƴŜǿ ŦŀŎŜΦ Iƛǎ ƭƛǇ ƘǳƴƎ ƻǳǘΣ ŦƭŀȅŜŘ ƛƴ 

two near the corner. The flaps shook in fright. The once smooth surface was warped. 

 ! ǘƘƛƴ ōƭŀŘŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΣ .Ǌƻƴǎƻƴ ǎƭƛŎŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛŘƎŜ ƻŦ /ƭŀǊŜƴŎŜΩǎ ƴƻǎŜ Řƻwn to his 

nostrils: four lines on the left side and two on the right. Taking a razorblade, he made shallow 

Ŏǳǘǎ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ /ƭŀǊŜƴŎŜΩǎ ƴŜŎƪΦ .ƭƻƻŘ ǇƻǳǊŜŘ Řƻǿƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜŜƪΩǎ ŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŎƘŜǎǘ ƛƴ ƘŜŀǾȅ 

drips. Bronson chose another blade and held it at a downward angle. He cut across the cheeks, 

and tore upwards through the lip. The blood in his mouth dripped out of the punctured hole. 
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/ƭŀǊŜƴŎŜΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƭƛŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƛƴȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǿŜŀǘ ōǳƭƭŜǘǎΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜ ǿŜǘ ŦƭŜǎƘ ƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ƻŦ 

his face. It felt like the inside of his face was slowly sliding out in distorted lumps. 

 ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴΩ ƎƻƻŘΣ ǇŀƭΦ hǾŜǊŘǊƛǾŜ ƛǎ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴΩ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦέ 

 Bronson walked out of the room and slammed some doors and cabinets in another 

room. Clarence waited with blood droplets in his eyes and a stream of red running out his 

nostrils. He grated his teeth, adjusting the slick toy in his mouth. 

 Bronson returned with a sandwich, dripping mustard, and a beer. He shoved the bread 

into his mouth, picked up a scissor, and cut away parts of flesh ƻƴ /ƭŀǊŜƴŎŜΩǎ ŦƻǊŜƘŜŀŘΦ ¢ƘŜ 

flaps dropped to the floor. Each resounded with a flop in the growing red puddle. 

 /ƭŀǊŜƴŎŜΩǎ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴ ǿŀǾŜǊŜŘΦ IŜ ƪŜǇǘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŎǊŀǘŎƘŜǎΣ ǳƴŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǎǳǊŦ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ 

lines, now drowning in them, pulled around by the oceanΩǎ ǿƘƛƳΦ 

 .Ǌƻƴǎƻƴ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀ ŘŀƎƎŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ōƭŀŘŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƛŎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛǇǎ ƻŦŦ /ƭŀǊŜƴŎŜΩǎ ŜŀǊǎΦ 

aǳǎǘŀǊŘ ŘǊƛǇǇŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƴŘǿƛŎƘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ /ƭŀǊŜƴŎŜΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ .Ǌƻƴǎƻƴ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǎǘŜŜƭ ǎƪŜǿŜǊǎ 

and ran them through his neck. Blood sloshed out the thin holes. He stuck a skewer through an 

eyebrow and forced it into one of his nostrils, severing it. Clarence breathed in his blood and 

spat it out in gobs, stringy with saliva. 

 .ǊƻƴǎƻƴΣ ŎƘǳƎƎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŜǊΣ ƻōǎŜǊǾŜŘ /ƭŀǊŜƴŎŜΩǎ ƘƻǊǊƻǊ ƻŦ ŀ ŦŀŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŀƴƎƭŜǎΣ 

and picked up a gun with a blue torch roaring out. Its light cast an eerie mood, making 

/ƭŀǊŜƴŎŜΩǎ ǊŜŘΣ ōƭƻƻŘƛŜŘ ŦŀŎŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ ŀŦǘŜǊǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ  
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 ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ōƛƎ ǎǘǳŘ ƴƻǿΣ ƳŀƴΦ CǳŎƪƛƴΩ hǾŜǊŘǊƛǾŜΦ Wǳǎǘ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ƘŜŀǘ ǳǇ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƻǳƴŘǎ ǘƻ 

ǎŜŀƭ ΨŜƳΦέ 

 He shot the torch ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƻ /ƭŀǊŜƴŎŜΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƘŜŀǘ ōƻǳƴŎŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƘƛƳΣ ŎǳǊǾƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ 

the angles of his new face. Hair was singeing off. The smell of burnt flesh filled the room. He put 

ǘƘŜ ǘƻǊŎƘ ŘƻǿƴΦ ²ƛǘƘ ŀ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ǎǇƻƻƴΣ ƘŜ ǎƭŀǇǇŜŘ ŎǊŜŀƳ ƛƴ ǎǇƭŀǘǘŜǊǎ ƻǾŜǊ /ƭŀǊŜƴŎŜΩǎ ŦŀŎe and 

neck. The thick goo smothered the wounds. 

 Bronson finished his beer and nodded to Overdrive. 

 ά9ǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΩǎ ŘƻƴŜΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǎƛȄǘȅ ƘƻǳǊǎ ƻǊ ǎƻΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻǳƴŘǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƘŜŀƭŜŘ 

ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ōȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƛƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Ǝƻ ǎŜŜ /ƻǘǊŜƭƭƛΦέ 

 Overdrive had hardly lifted his lips before stopping his movement. The wounds were 

deep. The pain hit him in rushes. Sporadic, it moved over his forehead to his nose, neck, and 

ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ŜŀǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƧǳƳǇƛƴƎΣ ǎŜŀǊƛƴƎ Ǉŀƛƴ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ 

Bronson lifted him out of the chair and set him on the floor. 

 ά5ƻƴΩǘ ŘǊƻǿƴΦέ .Ǌƻƴǎƻƴ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƴŘǿƛŎƘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΦ 

 ¢ƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ hǾŜǊŘǊƛǾŜΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǾƛƭŜ blood, now lukewarm. The fluid sickly 

clung to him. Writhing in torment, he shut his eyes. 

.  .  .  .  .  .  .  
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BLACK N’ WHITE 

 5ŀǿƴ ƛƴ wŀƴƛŎƭŀΥ ǎǳƴǊŀȅǎ ǇŜƴŜǘǊŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΩǎ ŦƛƭǘƘ ŀƴŘ ǎŎŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ 

Frank Spade of Ranicla Police Department and his partner Charles Botzon walked out of the 

headquarters to the ŎŀǊΦ CǊŀƴƪ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ ŘƻƻǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪ ƴΩ ǿƘƛǘŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ƻƴ 

the roof with sprawled arms. 

 ά{ƻ /ƘŀǊƭŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ǇǳŦŦŜŘ ǎƳƻƪŜ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ŎƛƎŀǊŜǘǘŜΣ άƘƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴΩΚέ 

 ά9ƘΣ ǿƛŦŜΩǎ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǎƘƛǘΦ {ƘŜ ōƛǘŎƘŜǎ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǘƛƳŜ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŜȄΦ {ŀȅǎ L ŀƛƴΩǘ ŘƻƛƴΩ ƘŜr hard 

ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ LΩƳ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ŘǊƛƭƭƛƴΩ ƘŜǊ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŀ ŎƻǊǇǎŜ ς ǇƻǳƴŘƛƴΩ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƛǘΣ ƳŀƴΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ŀƛƴΩǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ 

ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻǊŜΦέ 

 ά¸ŜŀΚ ²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŀ ǎƘƻǘΚ LΩŘ ŦǳƭŦƛƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƛǘΦέ 

 άCǳŎƪ ȅƻǳΣέ /ƘŀǊƭŜǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜΦ 

 Both were drinking Morn Emporium coffee. It was sludge dirt so bitter that it killed your 

taste buds for the whole day. Grinds floated throughout it with every gulp. 

 άDƻǘ ŀƴȅ ǇƭŀƴǎΚέ CǊŀƴƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

 ά¸ŜŀΣ ǎƘƻƻǘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΣ ǎƻ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ Ƴȅ Ŏǳƴǘ ƻŦ ŀ ǿƛŦŜΦέ 

 ά{ǘƻǇ ƛǘΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƻ ŀ ǿƘƻǊŜΣ ǘƘŜƴ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ƻǳǘǘŀ wŀƴƛŎƭŀΦέ 

 ά¸ŜŀΣ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ǿƘŜǊŜΚέ 
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 CǊŀƴƪ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎƛƎŀǊŜǘǘŜΦ άCǳŎƪƛƴΩ ς Iƻƴƻƭǳƭǳ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƘƛǘΦέ 

 άCǳŎƪ ǘƘŀǘΦ !ƴΩ ǎŜŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ Ŧŀǘ Iŀǿŀƛƛŀƴ ƴƛƎƎŜǊǎΚ CǳŎƪƛƴΩ ƛǎƭŀƴŘ ƴŀǘƛǾŜǎ ōƻŀǎǘƛƴΩ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ǇǊƛŘŜ Ψōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōŜŀŎƘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊΦ CƭƻǿŜǊ ǎƘƛǊǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǊǘǎΚ CǳŎƪ ǘƘŀǘΦ LŦ L ǎŜŜ ƻƴŜ 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŦǳŎƪǎ ƘŜǊŜΣέ /ƘŀǊƭŜǎ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ Ǝǳƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭŘ ƛǘ ƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎΣ ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀ ƭƻǿ 

ŀƴƎƭŜΣ άǊƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ƪƴŜŜŎŀǇǎΦ DǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ LΩƳ ƘŜǊŜΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ŎƻŎƪǎǳŎƪŜǊ 

ǘŜƭƭƛƴΩ ƳŜ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǊǳƴǎΦέ 

 CǊŀƴƪ ǘƛƭǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ōŀŎƪΦ Lǘ Ǌŀƴ Řƻǿƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŦǘ ōǊƻǿƴ ǊŜǎƛŘǳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

come off with just water. Charles looked up to the clouds. 

 άbƛƎƎŜǊǎ ǎǘŀȅ ƛƴ bƛƎƎŜǊ-lŀƴŘΦ ²Ŝ ǎǘŀȅ ƛƴ wŀƴƛŎƭŀΦέ 

 ά/ƘŜŜǊǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘΣέ CǊŀƴƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǇƭŀǎƘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ /ƘŀǊƭŜǎΦ 

 The officers got in the car and slammed the doors. Frank started the engine and 

ŀŘƧǳǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŘƛƻΩǎ ǊŜŎŜǇǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎǇŀǘŎƘŜǊΦ 

 ά{ǉǳŀŘΥ ¦Ǉ IŜǊ !ǎǎΣ ƻƴ ǇŀǘǊƻƭΣέ CǊŀƴƪ ǎŀƛŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƴǎŎŜƛǾŜǊΦ 

 He placed the radio back down and shifted the car into gear. The car crawled out of the 

lot. Charles took off his hat and ran a hand through his balding hair. They headed to the 

neighborhood of Rotten.  

 Streets lay grimed and filthy. Once-white sidewalks were now caked with yellow and 

green. Rats ate in the street, darting in and out of the sewage grates. The sky above lay a 

dormant grey ς desaturated and thick, holding the atmosphere of the city and compacting itself 



tornmind.com | deZtornmind.deviantart.com |18 | R a n i c l a  
 

inward. A frost traveled through the wind like a light-set freezer. Bums hid in shadows, passed 

out and asleep. Broken glass laid at the shop fronts and cigarette butts lined the streets like 

ants. No one cleaned up Ranicla. Sanitation consisted of garbage trucks that litter half of what 

they take with them. The growing repulsion of the city worsened as they approached Rotten. 

 ά¸ƻǳ ƘǳƴƎǊȅΚέ CǊŀƴƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

 ά¸ŜŀΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ǎƘƻǇ ƻƴ рсthΦέ 

 Frank nodded. They passed by 48th, seeing two men conversing and making swaps. 

Nothing dawned on Charles. On 53rd, a homeless man was beating an old woman. 

 ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ŀǘ .ƻǊƴŜΩǎ /ƻŦŦŜŜΣ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘǿƻ ǎǇŀŎŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊǎ ŜȄƛǘŜŘ 

the car and walked towards the shop. They looked around at the people inside. There were two 

old men playing chess, a businessman with a paper, and a kid drinking coffee, writing on the 

table in scratches. In the corner was a tall man with a dark coat. The cops walked to a booth 

and sat down. 

 ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅŀ ǿŀƴǘΚέ /ƘŀǊƭŜǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ CǊŀƴƪΦ 

 άDŜǘ ƳŜ ŀ ōŀƴŀƴŀ-nut muffin, coffee-ŎǊǳƳō ŘƻƴǳǘΣ ŎƘƻŎƻƭŀǘŜ ŞŎƭŀƛǊΣ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŜ ŀΩ ǘƘŜƳ 

ōƛƎ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƳƻƴŘǎ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƘƛǘΦέ 

 ά¸ŜŀΣ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴƴŀ ŀ ŘǊƛƴƪΚέ 

 άCƛǾŜ-ǎƘƻǘ ŜǎǇǊŜǎǎƻΣ ƭŀǊƎŜ ƭŀǘǘŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ {ǘƻƴŜ ¢ŜŀΦέ 

 ά!ƭǊƛƎƘǘΣέ /ƘŀǊƭŜǎ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘŜǊΦ 
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 /ƘŀǊƭŜǎ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƭƭ ƳŀƴΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ǘƘŜ ŜȄŎƘŀƴƎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƭƭ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴŘ 

the woman clerk. The man had her wrist snatched in his left hand, and held in his right hand a 

Kris blade pointed in her direction. 

 The girl shook her head. She handed him seventy dollars ς a wad of bills in mostly ones. 

He took it, sliding it into his breast pocket, and slipped the knife close to his wrist, up his jacket. 

¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǇǎΩ ŜȅŜǎΦ His look turned to a stare of fear. 

 Charles was confused for a beat, and instinctively reached for his gun, unlatching the 

top button. The man smashed Charles in the face with his fist ς a clean shot, it wavered 

/ƘŀǊƭŜǎΩǎ ōǊŀƛƴΦ IŜ ŦŜƭƭ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊ ǳƴŎƻnscious. Then he kicked around, regaining awareness. 

The tall man had run out of the shop. 

 Charles staggered, getting up, while Frank unhooked his gut from beneath the table. He 

looked to his right, spotting Charles, and darted left out the door. The tall man was running up a 

high-slanted street and disappeared out of sight. Frank made it to the top of the hill, heaving, 

but the man was gone. 

 Frank walked back to the shop. Charles was sitting at the table with a bundle of food. 

 άIƻǿΩŘ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘƛǘΚέ Frank asked and sat down. 

 άCǳŎƪƛƴΩ ǎƻƭƛŘΣ ƪƴƻŎƪŜŘ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƻǊ ǘǿƻΦέ /ƘŀǊƭŜǎ ǊǳōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ 

 Frank bit into the muffin, and drowned himself in espresso, switching each cup and 

taking bites out of each of the goods. Charles was dipping an éclair into his coffee and slopping 

off the chocolate, meticulously leaving the donut naked. 



tornmind.com | deZtornmind.deviantart.com |20 | R a n i c l a  
 

 ά²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ Ƙƛǘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ DǊƻǿƴŜǊΩǎ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ƪƴƻǿ ŀ Ǝǳȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŜǎŎǊƛǇǘΩΣέ CǊŀƴƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 ά{ǳǊŜΣ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ǘƻ ŘƻΦέ /ƘŀǊƭŜǎ ǊǳōōŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƧŀǿΦ 

 The radio ƻƴ CǊŀƴƪΩǎ ōŜƭǘ ōŜŜǇŜŘΦ 

 ά{ǉǳŀŘ унΣ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴΦέ  

 Frank picked up the radio and held down the output. 

 άDƻ ŀƘŜŀŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ мл-31 in progress, Hatner and 40thΦέ 

 ά/ƻǇȅΦέ 

 Frank chugged his drinks, shoved the rest of his food in his pockets, took out a cigarette, 

lit it, and motioned Charles to follow. 

 ά¸ƻǳ ŘǊƛǾŜΦέ 

 They got in. Charles slammed his foot down on the accelerator. They peeled out with 

high-toned squeaks and a wall of smoke. The car barged down the curb and drifted, taking the 

ŎƻǊƴŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪ ƴΩ ǿƘƛǘŜ ǊƻŀǊŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘΣ ǎƛǊŜƴǎ ōƭŀǊƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ Ǌŀƴ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǘǊŀŦŦƛŎ ƭƛƎƘǘ 

without hesitation. 

 They made it to 33rd, and noticed a commotion by the dirt lot. A man was running with a 

briefcase. 

 ά±ƛǎǳŀƭ ƻƴ ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘΣέ CǊŀƴƪ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴǘƻ the radio. 



tornmind.com | deZtornmind.deviantart.com |21 | R a n i c l a  
 

 Charles hit the brakes, skidding the car to a stop before the dirt. 

 ά¢ƛǊŜǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ƻǳǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

 άCƻƻǘ ŎƘŀǎŜΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ƎƻΦέ 

 Frank got out of the car and began running with Charles trailing. Both cops were holding 

their belts up, breathing hard after only a minute. The man, now in the distance, was climbing a 

cliff, twenty feet upwards, which had a run-down shack atop its edge. The windows were 

boarded up. 

 Vicious dog growls echoed through the air. Some sounded like starved dogs, others like 

vampires. Frank and Charles turned around and watched them tear through the wind. 

 ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪΚέ CǊŀƴƪ ŀǎƪŜŘ. 

 The dogs gained ground faster than the cops could run. Frank and Charles were 

approaching ǘƘŜ ŎƭƛŦŦΩǎ ōŀǎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀŎƪΤ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘŀŘƻǿ ǿas 

visible through cracks in the boards. 

 ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎΚέ CǊŀƴƪ asked. 

 The officers made it to the base of the rocky, dirt cliff. They started climbing, aware that 

they were no longer on a chase. 

 ά/ƘŀǊƭŜǎΣ ƘǳǊǊȅ ǳǇΗ ¢ƘŜȅΩƭƭ ŎƭƛƳō ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ŎƭƛŦŦΗέ 

 The dogs closed the gap between them. Frank was scurrying near the top, but Charles 

was only half-way. The dogs hit the base and leapt vertically off the rocks. They snapped their 
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teeth and pounced upwards. Frank stood atop the cliff and pulled out his .357 Magnum. He 

pulled back the hammer, ground his feet, and held his arms open in a circle. 

 άCǳŎƪƛƴΩ ŘƻƎǎ ƻŦ IŜƭƭΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƻǳƎƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ōǳƭƭŜǘǎΦέ 

 The magnum thundered. A dogΩǎ head exploded, leaving a headless body falling over 

mid-leap as if he finally got tired of running. Frank pulled the hammer again, but four more 

ŘƻƎǎ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜŘΦ IŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎhoot them all. A dog chomped its ǘŜŜǘƘ ƻƴǘƻ /ƘŀǊƭŜǎΩǎ 

right leg. 

 ά!ƘΣ CǳŎƪΗέ CǊŀƴƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 Charles was almost at the top of the cliff. A dog clung to each of his legs. More of them 

climbed the rock-face cliff and would soon be eating Frank instead of Charles. Frank looked 

around in hurried fashion, and then he looked at Charles with different eyes. Without a second 

thought, he lifted his foot and kicked Charles in the shoulder. Fear and pure stupidity were on 

/ƘŀǊƭŜǎΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŦŜƭƭ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƛŦŦ ǘƻ the dogs waiting to devour him. His body was torn to 

patches. 

 CǊŀƴƪ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǊǳǎƘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀŎƪΩǎ ŘƻƻǊΦ IŜ ƪƛŎƪŜŘ ƛǘ ƛƴΣ 

then shut it behind him, and held his magnum out. Frank crept through the house, keeping 

silent. Through his mind raced whether or not anyone would know that he kicked his partner to 

ŀ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ IŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΣ ōǳǘ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ǊŜǇǳǘŀōƭŜΦ 

 He opened a cracked door ahead of him, and slowly advanced inward. A hand appeared, 

ǎƭŀƳƳƛƴƎ CǊŀƴƪΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ doorframe. His nose broke on impact and shifted out of place. A 
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splatter of blood shot out. Frank kept his grasp on the magnum and fired into the dark at chest-

level. The muzzle flash illuminated a ƳŀƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ IŜ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƳƳŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŦƛǊŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ .ƭƻƻŘ 

streamed out in a thick circle, but the body came at him, throwing him into the wall. Held, 

Frank pulled the hammer; he knew a few bruises woulŘƴΩǘ ǎƘŀƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ŀƛƳ ƻŦŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦ 

 Fingers clasped onto his face. Each finger pressed inward with weight impossibly strong. 

HŜ ŀƛƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊǊŜƭ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǎǉǳŜŜȊŜŘΦ CǊŀƴƪ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƛŦ ƘŜ Ƙƛǘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ. A cold wetness 

ŜƴǘŜǊŜŘ CǊŀƴƪΩǎ Ǝǳǘ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘly. In and out: two, three, ten, fifteen times. Frank felt his upper 

torso folding inwards. A puddle spilled out of his stomach. His body wanted to fall, but the man 

still hŜƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ CǊŀƴƪΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƭƻŎƪŜŘ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ visible neck in the given light. He caught a 

glimpse before losing consciousness. He had seen the scratches and deep scars. The graze on 

ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƴŜŎƪ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ŀƭǘŜǊŜŘ ǘhe rippled, distorted flesh ς the face looked dead. 

 CǊŀƴƪΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘΦ IŜ ǊŜǳƴƛǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ his spilled blood and passed out. 

 Waking, he pulled out his radio and attempted calling in, but all that came from his 

mouth was gurgled blood, which rushed up and down his throat as if he were drowning. 

 ά{ǉǳŀŘ унΣ Ǝƻ ŀƘŜŀŘΣέ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŘƛƻ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 CǊŀƴƪΩǎ ƎŀǊƎƭŜŘ ƴƻƛǎŜ ǘǊŀǾŜƭŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜǊΦ 

 ά{ǉǳŀŘ унΣ ōŀŘ ǊŜŎŜǇǘƛƻƴΦ ¢Ǌȅ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΦέ 

 Frank released his finger off the button and lay on the hard ground as if unable to sleep. 

.  .  .  .  .  .  .  
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T H E  C O V E  

 Bozolli walked out of Morn Emporium on 29th Street with a cup of coffee warming his 

hands. He drank the sludge. The grinds stuck to his tongue, flooding his palette with bitterness. 

He lit a smoke and fell into pattern: inhaling, exhaling, and taking swigs. 

 A car slowed to a roll beside him. The passenger window slid down. Bozolli could realize 

it was a cop car. He looked inside. 

 άwƻǎŎƻΗέ ƘŜ called. 

 άIƻǿ ȅŀ ŘƻƛƴΩΣ ƳŀƴΚ /ƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘΦ IŀǾŜ ŀƴ ŜǊǊŀƴŘ ǘƻ ǊǳƴΦέ 

 ά[ŜǘΩǎ Ƙƛǘ ƛǘΣέ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊΦ IŜ Ǌǳōbed at his 

nose; a distinct redness ran to his lip. 

 άIƻǿ ȅŀ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΚέ wƻǎŎƻ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

 ά²ƘŀΩΚέ 

 ά¢ƘŜ ŎŀǊ ς Found it in RottenΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ōƭŀŎƪ ƴΩ ǿƘƛǘŜΣ ǇŀƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ōȅ /ƻǘǊŜƭƭƛΩǎ ōƻȅǎΦέ 

 ά!ƘΣ ƎƻƻŘ ǎƘƛǘΦ wƛŘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪǎ ƛƴ ōƭǳŜ ŀǊŜ ǿŜΚέ 

 ά²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘΗέ wƻǎŎƻ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά[Ŝǘ ƳŜ ƎŜǘ ŀ ǎǿƛƎ ŀΩ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 
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 Bozolli passed over the coffee. The sludge flopped out the top, covering the shifter. 

Rosco took a gulp. 

 ά!ƘΣ ǊŜŦǊŜǎƘƛƴƎΦέ 

 Bozolli looked out the window and watched the drunks who crawled in the morning 

frost.  

 άDƻŘ ŘŀƳƴ {Ŝŀ /ƻǾŜΣέ wƻǎŎƻ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{ƳŜƭƭ ƻǳƎƘǘŀ ǿŀƪŜ ǳǎΦ bƻ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ Ƴȅ ƳŀƴΦέ 

 ά{ƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊŘ Ψōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ CŀŎŜ /ǳǘǘŜǊǎΚέ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

 ά¸ŜŀΣ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǎƘƛǘΣέ wƻǎŎƻ ǎŀƛŘΦ άWŜǎǳǎ /ƘǊƛǎǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ǿŀƴƴŀ ƭƻǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŦŀŎŜ 

ŀΩ ȅƻǳǊǎΚέ 

 άbŀƘΣ ŦǳŎƪ ǘƘŀǘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ L Ǝƻǘǘŀ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ǾƻƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǘΦ L ƳŜŀƴΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ½ƛƻƭƛ 

doinΩΚέ 

 άbƻΣ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴΩΚέ wƻǎŎƻ ǎǿƛǇŜŘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƴƻǎŜΦ 

 άaŀƴΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ƭƛǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƻƴƎΦ ²Ƙȅ ōŜ ǎƻōŜǊΚ ²Ƙȅ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ςέ ƘŜ ǘƘǊǳǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ 

like a knife toward their surroundings. 

 άIŜȅΣ ƘŜȅ Ƴȅ ƧǳƴƪƛŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦ LǘΩǎ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎŎƻǊƛƴΩ ǎƘƛǘ ƻŦŦ 5ƻǊŜƴȊƻΣ ōǳǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ǊŜŘ 

ŎƻƪŜ ƻŦŦ ½ƛƻƭƛΚ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ƴǳǘǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŘƻƛƴΩ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƻŦŦΦ {ŜŎƻƴŘΣ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ǿƛƭƭ ½ƛƻƭƛ ǘƘƛƴƪ 

Ψōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǘǊǳƳǇƛƴΩ Ƙƛǎ ƭŀǘŜǎǘ ǇƭŀƴǎΚέ 

 ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ ½ƛƻƭƛΩǎ ǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǎŜ CŀŎŜ /ǳǘǘŜǊǎΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ΨŜƳ ƛƴǘƻ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŘƻƎǎΦ DǊŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ 

CŀŎŜ /ǳǘǘŜǊǎ ŀǊŜ ŘƻƛƴΩ ƳŀǎǎƛǾŜ ǉǳŀƴǘƛǘƛŜǎΣ ǎƴƻǊǘƛƴΩΣ ǎƳƻƪƛƴΩ ǘƻ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ƛƴǎŀƴƛǘȅΦέ 
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 άhƘ ŀƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ŘƻΚ IǳƘΚέ 

 άCƻǊƎŜǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ς You know, gotta look at the contrast. And 

L ŀƛƴΩǘ ƭƻǎƛƴƎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ƭŜǾŜƭ-headed ς or tilt-ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ŀǎ ǳǎǳŀƭΦ ½ƛƻƭƛΩǎ ōƭƻǿƛƴΩ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ 

ǇǊƻǇƻǊǘƛƻƴΦέ 

 άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƳŀŘ ŦǳŎƪǎ ς ǘƘŜ CŀŎŜ /ǳǘǘŜǊǎΚέ 

 άbŀƘΣ ȅƻǳΚέ 

 άbƻΦ [Ŝǘ ƳŜ ƎŜǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǿƛƎΦέ 

 Bozolli threw the cigarette butt out the window and lit his Zippo. A large flame bellowed 

out in fiery orange. The flame was larger than usual. He cupped his hands around it, ridding the 

stiffness in his fingers. He snapped it closed and looked up, seeing seagulls fly through the air. 

They were hideous birds that dwarfed all the other flying creatures. Obnoxiously, they cawed in 

union. Their bodies were white dots in the distance, littering the dockside.  

 The boardwalk was mostly broken and forced upwards as if the wooden boards had life 

in them. Next to the dock was the sewer system ς a massive concrete dam. The sewer 

floodgates seeped out more than just liquid. 

 Rosco parked the car and got out, Bozolli tailed, lighting a smoke. The waste smell hit 

them instantly: fish, human corpses, and chemical waste. 

 The architecture towered above them a hundred times their height. They began the 

walk upwards on the steel-grated staircase. Bozolli was sniffing, wiping the mucus residue from 
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his nose, and taking drags off his smoke. Rosco walked with his hands in his pockets. He wore 

multiple layers of jackets, making his posture stiff. Bozolli moved cowered over. His back dipped 

in spasms as if ghosts were flying through him. 

 ά[ƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ WŜǎǳǎΦέ 

 ά¸Ŝŀ, quite a different picture in ŘŀȅƭƛƎƘǘΦέ 

 The walls were an off-white color covered in green lines endlessly running down. There 

were stains of orange, red, and purple, which came from who-knows-what kind of waste. 

 The wind picked up as they approaching the top of the stairway, blowing their jackets. 

Their steps sounded with metal bangs on the catwalks above the pit of filth. Bozolli looked over 

the railing. He pried his eyes down at the pool. Furniture, limbs, and entire bodies lay faced up 

ŀƴŘ ŘƻǿƴΣ ŦƭƻŀǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ wŀƴƛŎƭŀΩǎ ǿŀǎǘŜΦ 

 He started counting the corpses. He saw eight, but then realized there were over 

twentyΣ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎǳǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ōƻŘƛŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ŘƻǊƳŀƴǘ. They floated along the 

waste, rising and falling, twisting around. 

 There were neither light fixtures nor cameras at The Cove. No one could see anyone or 

anything that happened. Bozolli remembered dragging at least a dozen corpses up the giant 

flight of stairs. At night, the place was spooky, but daytime revealed its horror. 

 Rosco led Bozolli along the crisscrossed catwalks. The walkways shook from their 

weight. Bozolli thought of the other night with the red coke, and looked at his once blood-

covered hands. Fleeting memories appeared and vanished, prodding his mind. Sifting through 
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his mind, he remembered killing dozens of men, but he had never been as monstrous as he was 

that night. 

 Rosco stopped just past the middle of the entire structure. The distant walls had an ugly 

green that sloshed out in bursts then dribbled back down. 

 άIŜǊŜΦέ 

 Bozolli looked down at the muck below. 

 ά!ǿΣ ƴƻΦέ 

 ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǳǎ Ǝƻǘǘŀ Ǝƻ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 

 άaƻǘƘŜǊŦǳŎƪŜǊΣέ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΚέ 

 ά.ŀƘΣ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ {ǘǊŜǘŎƘ [ƻƳōŀǊŘƻ ŘǳƳǇŜŘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀƭŜǊǎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ 

ŎŀǎŜΦέ 

 ά{ƻ ǎŜƴŘ {ǘǊŜǘŎƘƻ ŘƻǿƴΦ CǳŎƪƛƴΩ ƳƻǊƻƴ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǾŜΦέ 

 άIŜ ŘƛŘΦ IŜΩǎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 

 άbƻ ƪƛŘŘƛƴΩΚ ²ŜΩǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ {ǘǊŜǘŎƘƻ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ YƛŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘƻ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘΦέ 

 ά¸ŜŀΣ {ǘǊŜǘŎƘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŀƛƴΩǘ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜΦ YŜŜǇ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎ ǇŜŜƭŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎǳƛǘŎŀǎŜΣ 

ȅŜŀΚέ 

 άaƻǘƘŜǊŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ {ǘǊŜǘŎƘƻΦέ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ ά{ƻ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ŦƛǎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǘ ƻǳǘΣ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ǿŜ 

Řƻ ǎŜŜ ƛǘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ 



tornmind.com | deZtornmind.deviantart.com |29 | R a n i c l a  
 

 Bozolli lit another smoke and bent over the rail. Rosco looked down the other side. 

.ƻȊƻƭƭƛΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƭƻŎƪŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƻ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊǇǎŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ǿŀǎǘŜΦ Lǘ ƭŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ shoulders pointed 

out and its head just beneath the surface with its straggled hair spread out. He thought he saw 

the corpse move, but the distance between was a good fifty feet. He leaned farther over, 

puffing his cigarette. His weight shifted as the rail lowered with a sudden snap. Bozolli went to 

pure hysteria and tried to jump to the grate near Rosco, but the platform tilted to a vertical 

ǎƭƻǇŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎŀǘǿŀƭƪΩǎ ǎƭƛŎƪƴŜǎǎ ŎŀǳǎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǎƭƛŘŜΦ IŜ Ƙƛǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǘŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŦŜƭƭ ǿƛǘƘ 

outstretched hands. 

 Rosco held the rail behind himself with crouched legs, planting his weight. He 

ǎƛŘŜǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ǿŀƭƪǿŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŎƘ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛΩǎ ŘŜǎŎŜƴǘ ǘƻ IŜƭƭΦ 

 .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ǘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƻŦŦ wƻǎŎƻΦ ! ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ΨǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀƳ LΩ Ƙƛǘ ƘƛƳΦ IŜ ǘƛƭǘŜŘ 

his head downwards towards his future acid bath and laughed in his fear. He wondered if the 

surface of filth below would be a liquid or a hard film.  

 .ƻȊƻƭƭƛΩǎ ōŀŎƪ Ƙƛǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƭǳŘƎŜΦ ! ǘƘƛŎƪ ƎǊƛƳƛƴŜǎǎ ŜƴǾŜƭƻǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōƻŘȅ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƴƪ ƘƛƳΦ Iƛǎ 

spine shook with reverberation. He pulled his head up and flailed his arms, grabbing for 

something to stay above the surface. He threw his weight on a dark floating piece nearby. It 

sank as he leaned on it more, and it began turning over. He scurried on top of it, and noticed 

the skeletal frame. He jumped, but forced himself to hug it closely. The rotted corpse had been 

bathing in waste for what must have been months. The skin moved with his touch, falling off 

the bones. 
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 IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƘŜƭŘ ƻƴ ǘƻ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΩs flesh was sliding right through his 

fingers. The waste around him was cold, not freezing, but cold as if it were separate from the 

air and world outside. 

 He breathed out the disgusting batter. It rushed down his throat regardless. 

 Rosco hurried down the inner stairs, bouncing up and down, holding his hat. 

 άIƻƭŘ ƻƴΣ ōǳŘŘȅΗέ 

 Bozolli flapped his arms in the slime. It drooled off him like saliva. He remembered the 

briefcase, and searched blindly while clasping onto the floating corpse. The stench gravitated 

towards his nostrils, making him vomit. 

 ά.ƻȊƻƭƭƛΗέ 

 άwƻǎŎƻΗέ 

 ά¢ƘŜ ōǊƛŜŦŎŀǎŜΚέ 

 .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ŎƻǳƎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƭƛƳŜΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ƛǘΦέ 

 άDƻ ǳƴŘŜǊƴŜŀǘƘΦέ 

 άCǳŎƪ ȅƻǳΗέ 

 wƻǎŎƻ ǘƻƻƪ ƻǳǘ ŀ {ŀǘǳǊŘŀȅ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ŀƴŘ ŀƛƳŜŘ ƛǘ ŀǘ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ 

 άDƻ ǳƴŘŜǊΗέ 

 άCǳŎƪ ȅƻǳΗέ 



tornmind.com | deZtornmind.deviantart.com |31 | R a n i c l a  
 

 άL ŀƛƴΩǘ ŦƻƻƭƛƴΩΣ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛΦέ 

 άwƻǎŎƻΣ LΩƳ ŘǊƻǿƴƛƴΩ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŎǳƳΗέ 

 wƻǎŎƻ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ōƭŀǘŀƴǘƭȅ ŀǘ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦƛƭǘƘΩǎ ŀǊƻƳŀ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŀŎǘƛǾŜΦ Lǘ ǎǿƛǘŎƘŜŘ 

from chemicals to rancid food to human feces. 

 ¢ƘŜ ƎǳƴΩǎ ƳǳȊȊƭŜ ŦƭŀǎƘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ōǳƭƭŜǘ ŦƭŜǿ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛΩǎ ƭŜŦǘ ŜŀǊΦ 

 άhƘΣ ŦǳŎƪ ȅƻǳΗέ 

 ά[ƻƻƪ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛŜŦŎŀǎŜΗέ wƻǎŎƻ ǿƘƛƴŜŘΦ 

 ά!ƭǊƛƎƘǘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΦ {Ƙƛǘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ōŜ ƎƻƻŘ ς ǊŜŀƭ ƎƻƻŘΦέ 

 Bozolli shoved the corpse away and plunged himself under the film, clenching his eyes. 

The muck crawled through his ears as he surged deeper. He smashed his face on the bottom, 

and raked the ground with his fingers. The gritty textures buried themselves against his skin. 

 Running out of breath, he madly dashed his back along the floor, pushing with his heels. 

His right hand latched on to a square object, he grabbed it with both hands, pressed it to his 

chest, and launched off the bottom. He came to the surface like a sea monster. His coughs shot 

sludge out of his mouth. 

 ά¢ƘǊƻǿ ƳŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΗέ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ said. 

 Yellow went up his windpipe, sending him into a spasm. Rosco took out a blade and 

removed his jacket. He ripped and cut the fabric, making a single long piece, then threw it to 
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Bozolli. He caught it, and let Rosco pull him inwards. He looked to the sky, watched the stars 

through the grated catwalks above, and wished he could see the moon. 

 Rosco pulled him out by his arm. The suitcase clung to the filth, and snapped free. 

 άWŜǎǳǎ-ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ-/ƘǊƛǎǘΗέ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ǎǇŀǘΣ ǿƛǇƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ to rid the 

flesh from the corpse still clinging to him. 

 Rosco helped Bozolli up, and headed out of The Cove. 

 ά¸ƻǳ ŀƛƴΩǘ ǊƛŘƛƴΩ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŎŀǊΣ ǇŀƭΦέ 

 .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ǾƻƳƛǘŜŘΦ άDƻǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ L Ŏŀƴ ǿŜŀǊΚέ 

 ά¸ŜŀΣ L Ǝƻǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴΩ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳƴƪΦ ²ŀƴǘ ƛǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ Ψ9ȅΣ LΩll bring the car around. You 

go take a dip at the docks and wash that ς ²Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ ƛǘ Ƴƻǎǘƭȅ ƛǎΚ /ǳƳ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƛŘΚέ 

Rosco burst out laughing and jogged away. 

 Bozolli took his clothes off, walked to the water, and jumped in. As he submerged, The 

/ƻǾŜΩǎ muck floated away in clumps. He rubbed his skin until it was red. He drank some water 

to purge out the vomit taste. Rosco pulled up the car, walked out, and popped the trunk. Bozolli 

pulled himself out and took the jacket from Rosco. He wrapped himself and got in the car. 

 Bozolli exhaled a long sigh. 

 ά/ƘŜŎƪ ǘƘŜ ƛƴƴŜǊ ǇƻŎƪŜǘΦέ wƻǎŎƻ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘΦ 

 Bozolli reached in and pulled out a pack of smokes and a Zippo. He took one out and lit 

it. 
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 ά¢ƘŀƴƪǎΦέ IŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛŜŦŎŀǎŜΚέ 

 Rosco drove the car ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǘΦ άCƻǊƎŜǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦέ 

 άbŀƘ ƳŀƴΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǿƛƳ ƛƴ wŀƴƛŎƭŀΩǎ ǘƻƛƭŜǘ ŦƻǊ ƴƻǘƘƛƴΩΦέ 

 ά¸ŜŀΚ ²Ŝƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ ƛǘΦέ 

 Bozolli reached in the back seat and pulled the briefcase to the front. He started playing 

with the locks. 

 άtǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƻǿƴΗέ 

 άwƻǎŎƻΣ LΩƳ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎ ƛǘΗέ 

 Bozolli pried the lock off the left and started on the right. Rosco reached for the case 

and hit the wheel with his shoulder. The car turned towards the side of a building. Bozolli 

opened the case. Coke ς red coke. 

 .ƻȊƻƭƭƛΩǎ ƭƻǿŜǊ ƭip quivered. His muscles involuntarily convulsed. He started breathing 

hard, and reached to touch the bags of powder. 

 Rosco swerved the car back onto the road. 

 άWŜǎǳǎ /ƘǊƛǎǘΣ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƴȅΦέ 

 ά{ƛƴŎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ Boy Blue? It was at ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ƻŦ ¢ƘŜ /ƻǾŜΗ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ 

ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

 άL ŀƛƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ƧǳƴƪƛŜ ƴǳǘΦέ 
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 άbŀƘΣ ȅƻǳ ŀƛƴΩǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŦƛƴŜΦέ 

 ά5ŀƳƴ ƛǘΣ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛΦ ²Ƙȅ ǎƘƛǘ Ǝƻǘǘŀ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘΚέ 

 ά[ƛŦŜΩǎ ǇŀƛƴΣ ƎŜǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƛǘΦέ 

 ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ǎƛŎƪ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛǘΦέ 

 ά¸ŜŀΚ ²ŜƭƭΣ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ŦƻǊ ǘŀƛƭƛƴΩ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƻŘǎ ōŀŎƪΚέ 

 άL ƎŜǘ ŎƻƳǇŜƴǎŀǘŜŘΦέ 

 ά¸ƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǎƘƛǘΗέ 

 ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ L ƎŜǘΚέ 

 ά²ƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦέ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ǘǿƛǘŎƘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ 

with this case ς which you may have never even founŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΚέ 

 ά²ƘŀΩΚέ 

 ά¢ƘŜ CŀŎŜ /ǳǘǘŜǊǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƭǳǊŜ ΨŜƳΣ ōŜŦǊƛŜƴŘ ΨŜƳΣ ǳǎŜ ΨŜƳΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ 

CŀŎŜ /ǳǘǘŜǊǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘƻǇǇƭŜ ½ƛƻƭƛΦέ 

 ά²ƘƻŀΣ ǿƘƻŀΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘŀƪƛƴΩ ǎƘƻǘǎ ŀǘ ½ƛƻƭƛΦ ²ƘƻΩǎ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ƘŀƴŘ ƻǳǘ ƻǳǊ ǇŀȅΚ ²ƘƻΩǎ 

gonna take on PoƴǘŜƭƭƛ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ²ŜǎǘΚέ 

 άCǳŎƪ tƻƴǘŜƭƭƛΦ IŜ ŀƛƴΩǘ wŀƴƛŎƭŀΦέ 

 άbƻ ƘŜ ŀƛƴΩǘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜ ƛǎΦ /ŀƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ Ƙƻǿ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜǎƻƳŜ ǎƘƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ 

ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ½ƛƻƭƛΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦ WŜǎǳǎΦέ 
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 ά[ƻƻƪΣ L ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀȅƛƴΩ ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ōƻȅ ǎŎƻǳǘΦ ¢Ƙƛƴƪ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦ CǳŎƪΦ 

 ά¢Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƳƛƴΩ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ н-ōƛǘ ƧǳƴƪƛŜΚέ 

 Bozolli pulled his knife and held it at Rosco. 

 άL ŀƛƴΩǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƧǳƴƪƛŜΦέ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ƭƻŎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƻƴ wƻǎŎƻΣ ǳƴōƭƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎŜǘ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭΦ 

 Rosco saw his own reflection in the blade. He pulled down the brim of his hat more, 

covering his eyes in shadow. 

 ά{ƻΣ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǎƻƳŜΚέ wƻǎŎƻ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŘŜǊΦ 

 Bozolli held a bag in his hand. The feeling of it between his fingers was like touching 

clouds. 

 άbŀƘΣ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ ½ƛƻƭƛΦέ 

 Bozolli closed the briefcase, shoving a bag up his right sleeve, and latched it closed. 

.  .  .  .  .  .  .  

 

A P T  # 6 0 6  

 The heavy, robust door to Apartment #606 was like the window of a furnace. Inside 

were men with deranged scars and burns ς Face Cutters. Edgar and Louis sat at a wooden table, 
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playing cards. Tyrant sat atop a woman on the floor, pinning her down. Each of the men wore a 

suit: Edgar, a midnight purple; Tyrant, a charcoal; and Louis, a black. Their noses all had the red 

line of evidence. 

 Tyrant held the girl beneath him by the throat. The lack of proper breathing caused her 

face to look like a drowning victim. Each breath was a desperate gasp as if she were trying to 

breathe small pockets of air underwater. He released his grasp on her, and sneered while 

lowering his mutilated face. She squirmed. He grabbed her nose, twisted it, and ripped the flesh 

upwaǊŘǎ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ōƻƴŜΦ {ƘŜ ƭŀȅ ƘŜŀǾƛƴƎΣ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊΩǎ ƴŜȄǘ ƳƻǾŜΦ IŜ ǳƴōǳǘǘƻƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ 

pants, tore them to the side, and drilled her. 

 Edgar took out his metal sniffer and a handful of red. He flipped a razorblade out of his 

front pocket, and let the powder sift through his hand as he crafted it into thick lines. He 

shoved his head down and snorted them in a brutally long inhale. 

 9ŘƎŀǊΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŎǳǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ƴƻǎŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎŎǊŀǇŜŘ ƻŦŦΣ ŀƴŘ ǇŀǘŎƘŜǎ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŦƭŜǎƘ 

ǎŜǾŜǊŜƭȅ ōǳǊƴŜŘΦ 9ŘƎŀǊΩǎ ǊŜƭŜƴǘƭŜǎǎ ǘƻlerance had Bronson furious, resulting in being devoid of 

all hair follicles and missing layers of skin. His face appeared to be actively singeing under a 

flame to no end. 

 Louis had slicked back hair and held an air of confidence. His facial scars were mostly 

ǘƘƛƴ ƭƛƴŜǎ ƎǊŀŎŜŦǳƭƭȅ ƳŀǊƪŜŘΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ ¢ȅǊŀƴǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ .ǊƻƴǎƻƴΩǎ ƳŀǎǘŜǊǇƛŜŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ŎǳǘǘƛƴƎΦ 

Like a fleshy collar, his neck had slashes of faded red.  

 Tyrant had a crazed stare; he was haunting the girl to the peaks of her dementia. Louis 
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checked his clock watch from a sliver chain. 

 "0315. Cotrelli wants that new attorney in town to be welcomed to Ranicla, nice and 

proper." 

 Edgar slammed his cards down and pulled his jacket tight. He opened the closet door, 

took out a second pound of red, and placed it in his briefcase. 

 Tyrant finished inside the girl, snapped her neck, and kept turning it vertically until the 

tendons ripped and her face grotesquely lay upside down, still attached in a convulsed, twisted 

manner. Edgar bent down, popped a knife out his pocket, and sunk it in her left eye. He turned 

the knife in a scoop, scraping the eye out like an egg out of a shell. He lifted the eye and 

watched the pupil roll upward as he shoved it in his mouth. The whit white secretion spewed 

forth as he chewed down. Edgar slapped Bruno, the guard, on the shoulder. 

 "Come on, chap." 

 The men hurried out of the back exit of the building. Bruno cruised around in the 

limousine, and the Face Cutters entered. Edgar and Louis sat facing the front with a small black 

table at their knees, and Tyrant sat across from them. Edgar placed his briefcase on the table 

and removed the bag of powder. He punctured it with his razorblade, and poured a large lump. 

The limo took off, heading north. 

 ¢ƘŜ CŀŎŜ /ǳǘǘŜǊǎΩ ŜȅŜǎ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘΣ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ the large, red mound. Edgar carved the lines into 

a large pentagram shape. The three sniffed it. They sat back dazed with the feeling of the 

oncoming drip. Edgar poured another lump and carved out a swastika. They did the lines. Hell 
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erupted in each of them, driving their adrenaline skyward, enveloping them in a twisted heat. 

   *   *   * 

 The limo came to a stop. The Face Cutters rushed out with their veins strapped against 

their skin and their eyes tensed. They bounced through the street in excitement. Louis grabbed 

their shoulders, and swiped his nose. 

 "Edgar storms the back ς I take the side ς ¢ȅǊŀƴǘ Ƙƛǘǎ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘΦϦ [ƻǳƛǎΩǎ ǘŜŜǘƘ ŎƘŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ 

and his eye muscles twitched. 

 They broke their huddle with nods and ran off to the house in demonic speed. 

 Brunƻ ǊŜƳŀƛƴŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ ǎŜŀǘΣ ŀƴŘ ŜȅŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ƭŜŦǘΦ {ƘŀƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ ƘŜ 

kissed the crucifix around his neck. 

 Tyrant stood at the front door. He leaned back and pumped his leg forward, kicking the 

door down with his heel. The door swung open. He growled deeply and ran through the house, 

smashing things down. 

 Louis shattered the glass on the side of the house and climbed inside, sticking himself on 

glass shards. Edgar broke through the bathroom window from the backyard and snaked himself 

through. The Face Cutters ran through the halls, closing in on the bedrooms. Each of them 

barged down a door. 

 ¢ȅǊŀƴǘΩǎ ŘƻƻǊ ƭŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭΣ ōƭƻƴŘŜ ƎƛǊƭΦ /ƻǾŜǊŜŘ ōȅ ƘŜǊ ǎƘŜŜǘǎΣ ǎƘŜ ƭŀƛŘ ŎǊƛƴƎƛƴƎΦ 

Tyrant, with a grin, pulled her by her legs. She fell out of the bed, shaking. He jumped into the 
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air and proceeded stomping her head. Her vision rose and fell like the sun.  She shrieked until 

her face collapsed. 

 άDƻƻŘōȅŜΣ ƎƛǊƭΣέ ¢ȅǊŀƴǘ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ Ŧƛƴŀƭ ǎǘƻƳǇΦ 

 Edgar, seeing no life inside the room, kicked out the wiƴŘƻǿΩǎ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ŀƴŘ Ǌŀƴ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

center of the backyard. He spun in circles, looking for life. A doghouse caught his eye. He ran to 

ƛǘΣ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƭƛǇǇŜǊȅ ƎǊŀǎǎΦ IŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎ ƻǳǘΦ Lǘ ȅŜƭǇŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƴŀǇ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ 9ŘƎŀǊΩǎ 

relentless knuckles smashed into its face, leaving his hand riddled with open cuts. The dog lost 

consciousness. Edgar picked up each of its four limbs, and snapped them over his leg, leaving a 

bag of dog flesh. He took out a claw-ǎƘŀǇŜŘ ōƭŀŘŜ ŀƴŘ Ŏǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƻǳǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ them 

in his pocket, then threw the limb-broken obscenity into its doghouse. He lit a smoke and 

jogged back to the limousine. 

 Louis flung his door open and charged. The attorney sat on his bed, quivering with a gun 

aimed at Louis. The man fired the 9mm. Louis pounced at him in curved leap. He ran his tightly 

ŎƭŜƴŎƘŜŘ Ŧƛǎǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǘǳƳōƭŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΦ [ƻǳƛǎ ƎǊƛǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ 

ƳŀƴΩǎ ƭƻǿŜǊ ƭƛǇ ǿƛǘƘ ŦƻǳǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǳƳō ǳƴŘŜǊƴŜŀǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘƛƴΦ IŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦƭŜǎƘ 

ripped downwards. The man spat and screamed. Louis took a razorblade from his front pocket 

and cut down the corner of his lips. Berserk with strength, he tore the remaining flap off. A 

desperate moan echoed through the house. His exposed lower teeth gushed blood in spurts. 

 ά²ŜƭŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ wŀƴƛŎƭŀΣέ [ƻǳƛǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

.  .  .  .  .  .  .  
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P A N D E M O N I U M  

 Bozolli walked up 55th and headed right on Humbert Street. He smoked and swigged a 

bottle of Stone Tea. With his coat pulled tight, and his hair hung low over his eyes, he blocked 

out the world, indulging in his own reality. He took a business card out of his pocket, and read 

ΨPandemonium: 831 66th {ǘǊŜŜǘΩΦ 

 άΩ9ȅΩΗέ ŀ ōǳƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 ά²ƘŀǘΚέ 

 ά¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ΨŎŀǳǎŜ L ŘƻƴΩǘ Ǝƻǘ ƴƻ ƘƻƳŜ ƳŜŀƴǎ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎǘŜǇ ƻƴ ƳŜΚέ 

 ά{Ƙǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ǳǇΦέ 

 άΩ9ȅΗ ¸ƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǇŀǊŜΚέ 

 Bozolli rummaged through his pockets. He dropped four nickels over the mŀƴΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ 

The bum reached for them as Bozolli soccer-kicked him in the eye. The man screamed. Bozolli 

ōŜƴǘ ŘƻǿƴΣ ǘƘǊŜǿ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ōƭŀƴƪŜǘ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǎƘŀƴƪƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƪƴƛŦŜΦ 

 άCǳŎƪƛƴΩ ŎƻŎƪǎǳŎƪŜǊΦ .ƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŜΚέ 

 A slop of blood raced acrosǎ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛΩǎ ŜȅŜΦ IŜ ǎƭƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƛŦŜ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘ ŀƴŘ 

reclaimed his walking path. He lit another smoke and pulled his jacket tight. His eyes darted in 
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anxiety. 

! ŘŜǾƛƭ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴ ŜŀŎƘ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ΨtŀƴŘŜƳƻƴƛǳƳΩΦ IŜ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƻ 

be blocked by a guard talking on a phone. 

 ά¸ƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ŀƴȅ ǿŜŀǇƻƴǎ ƻƴ ȅƻǳΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

 ά¸ŜŀΣ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

 Bozolli took out his magnum and pulled the trigger halfway. The guard dropped his 

phone and put his hands up to his chest. Bozolli squeezed the trigger. The hammer dropped 

with a click ς no ammo. The guard reached for the gun. Bozolli let him grab it, took his blade 

ƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜŦǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƛŎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǿǊƛǎǘΦ IŜ Ǌŀƴ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƭǳōΦ LƴǎƛŘŜΣ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǎƛŎ ǿŀǎ ƪƛŎƪƛƴƎ 

hardcore beats. He pushed his way through the crowd to the bar. 

 ά²ƘƛǎƪŜȅΗέ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 The bartender nodded. 

 Bozolli looked around. His hand was on his knife and was drawing it slowly. A hideous, 

burned face smiled at him. 

 ά.ƻȊƻƭƭƛΣ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴΩΚ ǘƘŜ ōǳǊƴŜŘ Ƴŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

 ά9ŘƎŀǊΣ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳΦ LΩƳ ŀƭƛǾŜΦέ 

 ά¸ŜŀΚ CǊŀƴƪƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

 ¢ƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ŘƻƻǊ ǎǘƻƻŘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ 9ŘƎŀǊΦ IŜ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ 9ŘƎŀǊΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ 
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 ά{ƻǊǊȅΣ aǊΦ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ½ƛƻƭƛ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦέ 

 Franko sucked his bleeding wrist. Edgar looked at him with disgust. 

 άDŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ƻǳǘǘŀ ƘŜǊŜΗέ 

 Franko stood, trying to comprehend. 

 άDƻΗέ 9ŘƎŀǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 He grabbed Franko by his nose, pulled upwards, and slugged him in the stomach. Franko 

stumbled back, coughing, and hurried off. 

 ά{ƻΣ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛΣ Ƙƻǿ ŀǊŜ ȅŀΚέ 

 άLΩƳ ŀƘ ς I could use a little ςέ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ǎǿƛǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƴƻǎŜ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǳƳōΦ 

 Edgar grinned and nodded. 

 ά/ƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦέ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊǘŜƴŘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ Ŏŀǎǳŀƭƭȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀǘ ƻŦ 

the music, and locked eyes with Edgar. 

 ά5ŀƴƴȅΗ ¢Ƙƛǎ Ƴŀƴ ŘǊƛƴƪǎ ŦǊŜŜΦ Dƻǘ ƳŜΚέ 

 Danny saluted him. 

 Edgar led Bozolli through the club. In the back, they entered through a door with a 

warm red light shining through. The room had a one-way glass on the wall, looking out to the 

club. Edgar took a large bag of powder out of his pocket. 

 άLΩƳ ǘŜƭƭƛƴΩ ȅŀΣ ƳŀƴΣ ȅƻǳ ƻǳƎƘǘŀ Ƨƻƛƴ ǳǎΦέ 
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 άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ōƛƎ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΦέ 

 ά²ƘȅΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ƎƻƛƴΩ ƻƴΚέ 9ŘƎŀǊ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

 Bozolli slammed the rest of his drink. Edgar pressed a button on the intercom. 

 ά²ƘƛǎƪŜȅΦέ 

 Ten seconds later, a dancer came in with a glass. 

 άWŜƴƴȅΣέ 9ŘƎŀǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŀ ŦƛŦǘȅΦ {ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΣ ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ 

full of fear. 

 ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅŀ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ƭƻǎŜΚέ 9ŘƎŀǊ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

 Bozolli winced and took a gulp of his drink. 

 ά/ΩƳƻƴ 9ŘƎŀǊΣ ȅƻǳ ǘŜƭƭƛƴΩ ƳŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƛƴΩǘ ŀƴȅ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƘƛǘǘƛƴΩ ǘƘŀǘ ǊƛŘŜΚέ 

 άΩ/ƻǳǊǎŜ ǎƘƛǘΩǎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΦ CǳŎƪƛƴΩ ōƻƳōƛƴΩ ƴƻǿΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ŘǊŜŀƳΦ [ƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƳŜΦέ 

 .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿǎΦ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ 9ŘƎŀǊΩǎ ŦƛƴŜ Lǘŀƭƛŀƴ-made purple suit. 

 ά¸ƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ŎƭŀǎǎȅΣ ȅŜŀΦέ 

 ά²ƘŀΩΚ 5ƻŜǎ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ȅƻǳΚέ 

 Edgar bent down to Bozolli, touching his face with his own. Bozolli could feel the glazed-

ƻǾŜǊ ōǳǊƴŜŘ ŦƭŜǎƘΦ !ƛǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ 9ŘƎŀǊΩǎ ƴƻǎŜ-less hole. 

 άbŀƘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƛƴΩǘ ƛǘΣέ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅΦ 
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 ά¸ƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜΣ ƳŀƴΦέ 

 Edgar took out a razorblade and two steel sniffers. Bozolli slouched over the table with 

his eyes penetrating the coke in the distance. He picked up a sniffer. 

 άaŀȅōŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 άCǳŎƪ ΨƳŀȅōŜΩΦέ 

 Bozolli tapped the desk with the sniffer. 

 ά[ƻƻƪΣ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǇǳƭƭƛƴΩ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ōǳŘŘȅΣ wƻǎŎƻΣ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƴƻǿΦέ 

 9ŘƎŀǊ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ŀƴ ƻǇŜƴ ƘŀƴŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƛƎƴ ƻŦ ΨǎƻΣ ǿƘŀǘΩΦ IŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ŎǳǘǘƛƴƎ ƭƛƴŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƴƎƭŜǎΦ 

 άIŜΩŘ ōŜ ǇƛǎǎŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜΦ IŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǘƻǳŎƘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴΩ ς ōǳǘ ōƻƻȊŜΣέ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 ά¸ƻǳ ǿŀƴƴŀ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ Ǝǳȅ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƭƛŦŜΚ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛΣ ŦǳŎƪ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǎǘΦέ 

 .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŀǊƪƭŜ ƛƴ 9ŘƎŀǊΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŘƻǿƴΦ Lƴ ǊŜŘ ŎƻƪŜ ǇƻǿŘŜǊΣ ƛǘ ǎǇŜƭƭŜŘ 

ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ŎǳǊǎƛǾŜΥ Ψ5ŜǾƛƭΩǎ /ŀƭƭƛƴΩΦ 

 άaŀƴΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ƎƻƻŘΦέ 

 Edgar shrugged and waved towards his masterpiece. Bozolli hunched over and did the 

Ψ5Ω ƛƴ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ƛƴƘŀƭŜΣ ǘƘŜƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ŀƘŜŀŘΦ Iƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŦƭŀǎƘŜŘ ƻƴǘƻ 9ŘƎŀǊΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŜǊŜ 

ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǎǳƛǘΦ 9ŘƎŀǊ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ΨŜǾΩΣ ǘƘŜƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎŜƛƭƛƴƎ ŦƭŀǎƘŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻƻƴ 

appeared in its devilish crater formation. 

 ά¸ƻǳ ōŜŜƴ ǎŜŜƛƴΩ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƻƴΚέ 9ŘƎŀǊ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
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 Bozolli paused. 

 ά¸ŜŀΣ L ǎŜŜƴ ƛǘΦέ 

 .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ǘƻƻƪ Ψ/ŀΩΦ 9ŘƎŀǊ ŦƻƭŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƳŀƛƴƛƴƎ ǇƻǿŘŜǊ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ IŜ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ƛǘ ƛƴǿŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ 

outward. A round circle of the moon with the craters perfectly aligned lay atop the table. 

 άWŜǎǳǎ-ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ-/ƘǊƛǎǘΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƴ ŀǊǘƛǎǘΣ ƳŀƴΦέ 

 Edgar licked his pinky, swabbed the desk, and rubbed his gums. 

 ά{ƻΣ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛΣ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘƛǎ ƛŘŜŀ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ 

.  .  .  .  .  .  .  

 

B A G E L  

 Rosco woke up at 1300. He walked into his bathroom, ran the water, and looked in the 

mirror. Black tissue surrounded his left eye. 

 ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪΚέ 

 ¢ƘŜ ǎƛƴƪ ǿŀǘŜǊΩǎ ǎǘŜƴŎƘ ǿŀǾŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƴƻǎǘǊƛƭǎΦ IŜ ŘŀōōŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ 

and brushed his teeth with his index finger. Pulling on his jacket, he yawned, and ran a hand 

through his hair. He braced himself on the walls as he walked out the door. 
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 Outside, he lit a cigarette and inhaled. Instantly the smell of Ranicla mingled with the 

smoke, awaking him to another day. He walked to his car, yawned, got in, and started it. He 

rolled into the street and drove to Bagel Boaster. 

 He parked his car around the corner from the store. Getting out, he put a fresh smoke in 

Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΦ ! ōŀǊǊŜƭ ŘǳƎ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ōŀŎƪΦ wƻǎŎƻ ŦƭƛŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ½ƛǇǇƻΩǎ ǿƘŜŜƭ ŀƴŘ ƛƴƘŀƭŜŘΦ 

 ά5ƻƴΩǘ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΣ ōƛƎ ƎǳȅΦ DƛǾŜ ƳŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǿŀƭƭŜǘΦέ 

 Rosco pulled out his wallet. It could barely fold with the large stack of bills inside. 

 άIŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΦ !ƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ŦƻǊ ȅŀΚέ 

 The kid snagged the wallet and took off running. Rosco reached in his jacket and pulled 

his revolver. It sounded. The kid collapsed, screaming, and his gun slid ten feet away from him. 

Rosco jogged over, picked up his wallet, and put it in his pocket, then bent down and threw a 

punch, knocking him out. He walked to his car with the kid over his shoulder and threw him in 

his trunk, then walked back to the Bagel Boaster. 

 άIƻǿ ȅŀ ŘƻƛƴΩΣ tŀǘǘȅΚέ wƻǎŎƻ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

 άLΩƳ ŦƛƴŜΣ 5ŀǊƭƛƴƎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǊƻǘǘŜƴ ǇǳƳǇƪƛƴΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜΚέ 

 άDŜǘ ƳŜ ǳƘ ς a blueberry with cream cƘŜŜǎŜΣ ŀ ǇƻǇǇȅ ǎŜŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ōǳǘǘŜǊΣ ŀƴΩ ǎƻƳŜ ŀ Řŀ 

cranberry loaf. Oh, and a large coffee, and some orange juice, large ς tƭŜŀǎŜΦέ 

 Rosco sat at a table with his food. He picked up a newspaper from the seat next to him 

and began reading. Two cops stepped through the door. 
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 άL ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǇŀƛƴǘŜŘ CǊŀƴƪΩǎ ŎŀǊΣ ŀƴŘ ŀǊŜ ŘǊƛǾƛƴƎ ƛǘ 

around. ς ¢ƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ 

 wƻǎŎƻΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƭƛǘ ǳǇΦ 

 ά²ŜƭƭΣ ŀƭƭǎ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǎ ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŘǳƳō ǎƻƴ ƻŦ ŀ ōƛǘŎƘΦέ 

 Rosco stared at the paper and ate his bagel. 

 άLΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ½ƛƻƭƛΩǎ ǎƘƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ 

 άtŀǘǘȅΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŘƻƛƴΩ ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎ ŀ ǎǘŀƪŜ ƻǳǘΦ Iƻǿ Ψōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǳǎ ǎƻƳŜ ŎƻŦŦŜŜΦέ 

 wƻǎŎƻ ǊŀŎŜŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛƴŘΦ ά²Ƙȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΚ CǳŎƪƛƴΩ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ŎƻǳƭŘŀ ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ 

ǘƘƛǎ ƻǳǘΦέ 

 An idea came to Rosco. He sat with his eyes large, pouring orange juice and coffee down 

his throat, feeling them separate down in his stomach. Rosco finished his meal and shrugged to 

himself. He approached the door and nodded to the officers as he walked out. 

 άIŀǾŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƻƴŜΣέ wƻǎŎƻ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 The cops looked at each other. 

 άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜƴ ƘƛƳ ōŜŦƻǊŜΚέ 

 άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣ ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜΚέ 

 Rosco walked in a wide line around the car and crept up behind it. He sat on the asphalt, 

sweating. 
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 άCǳŎƪƛƴΩ /ƘǊƛǎǘΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘΦ LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ōǊƻŀŘǎ ǘƻ ŦǳŎƪΦ L ƘŀŘ ŀ ŘǊŜŀƳ ƭŀǎǘ 

ƴƛƎƘǘΣ DƻŘΦ L ǿŀǎ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƳƻƪƛƴΩ Ƙƻǘ ōƭŀŎƪ ŎƘƛŎƪΦ WŜǎǳǎ /ƘǊƛǎǘΦέ 

 Rosco looked at his watch. 

 άоΣ нΣ мΦέ 

 The officers turned around to an alarm beeping. A pager was going off on a table inside 

the bagel store. He jumped off the asphalt, got in the car, and slid himself down by the petals. 

 άLΩƳ ǘƻƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ōƛƎΦ {ƘƛǘΗέ 

 Rosco waited, saying another prayer, and put the keys in the ignition. 

 ά5ƻ L ƳŀƪŜ ŀ Ǌǳƴ ŦƻǊ ƛǘΣ ƻǊ Řƻ L Ǌǳƴ ΨŜƳ ŘƻǿƴΚ wǳƴ ŦƻǊ ƛǘΣ ƻǊ Ǌǳƴ ΨŜƳ ŘƻǿƴΚ CǳŎƪΗέ 

 He turned the key and popped his head up slightly. The cops ran out of the door, holding 

their guns pointed at the car. Rosco ripped the rear-view mirror down and leaned back all the 

way in his seat, then slammed his foot on the gas. He laughed, seeing the cops in the mirror 

scurry. They shot at his tires. Both of his front wheels popped. He drifted the car hard to the 

left. A large cloud of smoke emerged. The back wheels swung, slamming into one of the cops. 

 Rosco opened his door and hunched while getting out with his revolver in hand. He 

peeked around the corner of the taillight. A cop was jogging up to the front of the car. Rosco 

took the shot. The bullet exploded out, nailing him in the throat. Rosco dropped to the floor, 

remembering the fallen cop. He saw him from beneath the car, smiled, and pulled the trigger. 

Rosco jumped to his feet, looking around wildly. A car pulling in the driveway slammed on its 
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brakes in front of him. He ran over to the window and banged on it. 

 άhǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊΣ ƴƻǿΗ wt5 ǳƴŘŜǊŎƻǾŜǊΗέ wƻǎŎƻ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 The man got out, confused. Rosco pushed him to the ground, and drove the car over to 

his painted black n' white. He popped the trunk. The kid leaned up. Rosco smashed him in the 

ŦƻǊŜƘŜŀŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƎǳƴΣ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǳǇΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊŜǿ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ŎŀǊΩǎ ǘǊǳƴƪΦ wƻǎŎƻ Ǝƻǘ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ 

peeled out, heading east. 

 He parked the car at The Cove, pulled the kid out the trunk, and rolled the car off the 

dockside. Rosco unlatched the handcuffs on the ƪƛŘΩǎ ŦŜŜǘΣ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ƻƴƭȅ Ƙƛǎ ǿǊƛǎǘǎ ǘƛŜŘΦ IŜ 

walked up the staircase heading to The Cove with the kid in front of him and in his other hand 

he carried a bottle of vodka. 

 ά{ƻΣ Ƴȅ ōǳŘŘȅ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛΩǎ ƘŀǾƛƴΩ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƻǳƎƘ ǘƛƳŜǎΦ IŜΩǎ ǊŜŀƭ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ L ŀƛƴΩǘ ǘƻƻ ǎure 

Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇΦέ 

 ά¦ƘΣ ǳƘΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ƘŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƭŀƛŘΣέ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƛǘΣ ǇŀƭΦέ wƻǎŎƻ ŘƻǿƴŜŘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƎǳƭǇǎΦ  

 IŜ ƘŜƭŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƭŜ ǘƛƭǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǿƛƎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ 

 ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ L ŎŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƎǳȅΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴƴŀ ǎŜŜ ƘƛƳ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊ ƛƴǘƻ ǎƻƳŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ǇƛŜŎŜ ƻŦ 

ǎƘƛǘΣ ƴƻǘ ǳƴƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦέ 

 The wind kicked up. They had reached the top of the catwalks and were standing 

ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ŀōƻǾŜ wŀƴƛŎƭŀΩǎ ǿŀǎǘŜΦ wƻǎŎƻ ǘƻƻƪ ƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ƪƴƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭŘ ƛǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘΦ 
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 ά[ƛǎǘŜƴΣ L ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ¸ƻǳ Ǝƻǘǘŀ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ƳŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴΩ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦέ 

 The kid nodded. Rosco stared at him. 

 ά¸ƻǳǊ ǎƻǳƭΦέ 

 ά!ƭǊƛƎƘǘΣ L ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ȅƻǳ Ƴȅ ǎƻǳƭΦέ 

 άbƻΦ tǊƻƳƛǎŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛΦέ 

 άL ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ Ƴȅ ǎƻǳƭ ǘƻ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛΦέ 

 άDƻƻŘΦ IŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴŜŜŘ ƛǘΦ aŜΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ƛǘΦ L ƳŜŀƴ ƛǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ƳǳŎƘ ŎƻƳƛƴΩ ŦǊƻƳ ǎƴƻǘ 

ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦ LǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ƴƛŎŜ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜΦ IŜΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ŀ ƭŀǳƎƘΦέ 

 wƻǎŎƻ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŘŜ ŘƻǿƴΦ IŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜǾƻƭǾŜǊΣ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ƛǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘΩǎ ŦƻǊŜƘŜŀŘΣ 

and shot. Rosco lifted his body up and over the railing. It fell through the air, just like Bozolli, 

but he knew no one was coming out today. 

 ά{ƻ ƭƻƴƎΣ ǎƻǳƭƭŜǎǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ ǳǎΦέ 

.  .  .  .  .  .  .  

 

D R O O F U S  

 Droofus slept on a freight train with a bottle of rum pressed to his lips. He awoke rolling 
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down the hillside by the tracks, confused and perplexed. A heavy darkness clouded his vision 

and forced him to plummet into the dirt for the night. 

He awoke the next morning with the sunrise. With his booze depleted, he managed a path to 

the city of Ranicla. He stumbled into walls and brushed himself down an alley. With an open 

mouth and squinted eyes, he saw a basket of booze. There were glistening bottles of vodka and 

gin. He hobbled over and picked up a bottle to see if they were real. He smiled with his broken 

teeth, unscrewed the vodka, and poured it down the hatch. 

 Footsteps sounded down the alley. Droofus hid on his stomach under a heap of trash 

with the bottle sticking out, horizontal to his mouth. With his eyes pried, he watched. A body 

flew past his sight. A man in a suit with a fucked up face strolled by his hiding place. Droofus 

tilted the bottle more and gulped the liquor down. It glugged obnoxiously. The man in the suit 

paused. Droofus shook in fear and clenched his eyes. 

 The man lifted his shoe slowly. Droofus tilted the bottle more, dowsing every corner of 

his mouth in the oily substance. The shoe lowered. The bottle exploded. Glass jammed its way 

into the roof of his mouth. He blinked with blood in his eyes. The shoe came down again, and 

he blacked out. 

 Droofus awoke with a mouthful of glass. The crate of alcohol was gone. He tossed the 

garbage heap off himself, and licked the wet newspaper and nearby fruit peels, trying to find 

the taste of alcohol. He stood up with one eye closed. A demolished body lay near him. Droofus 

staggered out of the alley. He stopped, rubbed his chin, and crawled back to the corpse to 

check its pockets. He took the two crumbled twenties he found and walked out of the alley, 
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pulling glass from his mouth. 

.  .  .  .  .  .  .  

 

S C R A P E  

 ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƴƎǎΚέ CŀƴƎǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

 IŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǿŜƛƎƘǘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻŜΣ ŘƛƎƎƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦƭŜǎƘ ǇŀƴŎŀƪŜŘ ŘƻǿƴΦ 

IŜ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻŜ ŀƴŘ ǇƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƛǘ ŘƻǿƴΦ wŜŘ ǎǇƭŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΦ 

 He ran his hands over his face, pulling eye muscles, loosening his expression as if it had 

settled to stone. Fluidly, his face smoothed from rage to a sinister grin. Fangs stomped again. 

 ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜȅΗέ 

 Rolling his hair back, he bent to his knees and took out a cigar-cutting guillotine. He tilt 

his head and grinned. 

 ά{ǘŜŀƭƛƴΩ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƴƎǎΚ bƻǘ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΣ WŜǿΦέ 

 IŜ ƘŜƭŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƛƴŘŜȄ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǉǳŜŜȊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǘǘŜǊΣ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǎƭƛŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƪƛƴΤ 

detach the tendons; and grind, wavering on the bone until it snapped through. He popped off 

all but the thumbs. 

 άCǳŎƪƛƴΩ Ƴƛǘ-ƘŀƴŘŜŘ WŜǿΦέ 
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 Fangs shoved them in his pocket. He hopped up and pushed open a heavy door. Sunlight 

blinded his eyes white. He strolled out, one hand in his pocket, twisting the fingers. 

 He took three small tubes out of his pocket, popped the corks, and snorted the powder 

inside. 

 Glass shattered above him. A body dropped toward him fast. He caught him by his 

torso. 

 ά·ƛȊƻǊΣ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴΩΚέ 

 Xizor scurried to his feet, regaining his balance. 

 ά/ΩƳƻƴΗέ IŜ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ŀƘŜŀŘΦ 

 The face cutters rushed the building. Fangs popped three more vials and snorted the 

dust. A spasm riddled through him. They leaped up a staircase. Fangs flew through the open 

door in a lunge. 

 ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪΣέ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 Fangs took a bat to the ŦŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƴŜŎƪ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƘǊŜŘŘƛƴƎ ǘŜŀǊΦ 

His hands clutched eyes, nose, and mouth. He twisted it savagely, dislodging the face. The man 

grabbed his shoulders to throw him back. Fangs bit into his lips and tore. He chewed and spit 

his way through his face. 

 Xizor rushed through the door, charging the standing man. He kicked his shin and bent 

his forearm in a snap. The third man on the floor cowered; there was a bulge of fabric by his 
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ƴŜŎƪΦ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ōƭƛƴƪŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎǊƻŀƪ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜŎƪΦ ·ƛȊor grabbed his head and dragged him to 

the window, and threw his body out to hang. He twisted his neck. Cracks and pops sounded 

from the dangling man. The man flapped and screamed. Xizor let go, sending the body down to 

a crash. He pulled a pipe from his breast pocket and lit up some powder. Toking it deservingly. 

 The man with chewed off lips gurgled and drowned in his own blood. 

 ά/ƻǇǎΩƭƭ Ƙƛǘ ŦŀǎǘΣέ ·ƛȊƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŀ ōƭŀŎƪ ŎƭƻǳŘΦ 

 He stood up and threw Fangs a briefcase. They ran out the door, jumped down the 

stairs, and took the adjacent narrow alley, banging into walls. A chain fence was at the end. 

Fangs threw his case over and scaled it. The fence rattled, folding with his weight. Xizor threw 

his case over and Fangs caught it. He climbed over and the fence rebounded back. 

 CŀƴƎǎ Ǌŀƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǇǊŀǿƭŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀ ŎŀǊΩǎ ƘƻƻŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎŀǊ ǎŎǊŜŜŎƘŜŘ ǎƘƻǊǘΦ 

άDŜǘ ƻǳǘΣ WŜǿΗέ 

Xizor opened the passenger side and struggled with a child seat on the chair. He unlatched it 

and flung it to the street with a snap of his arm. It careened across the street. A shape in 

blankets spiraled out with a whining noise. 

 The old man in the driving seat ran after it. Fangs squealed the car around in senseless 

circles. Xizor held on, trying not to fly out the window. Cop sirens screamed red and blue in the 

distance. Fangs popped a vial, snorted, pulled the car toward the man, and floored it. The old 

man picked up the bundle and jumped out of the way, saving the child with the ripped, road-

scraped face. The cop cars ahead drove toward the face cutters. 
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 Fangs revved towards the cops. One cop car hit the brakes and pulled sideways, landing 

the car on two wheels and resting back straight. The other car barreled straight on for them. 

Fangs sped up. The cars collided. Both cars launched into rocket flips, landing upside down, 

sliding and tearing the roofs on the pavement with sparks showering out.  

¢ƘŜ ŎƻǇ ŎŀǊ ǎƳŀǎƘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ŦƭƻǿŜǊ ǎƘƻǇ ǎǘƻǊŜŦǊƻƴǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦŀŎŜ ŎǳǘǘŜǊǎΩ ŎŀǊ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎƭƛŘƛƴƎΦ ·ƛȊƻǊ 

pulled his head out of the windshield and kicked himself to the street. Fangs grabbed the cases 

and bailed. The car crashed into a light post, causing it to snap down. 

 The other cop car pulled up to the face cutters and drew their guns. Xizor and Fangs 

scurried through the nearest doorway. They hurtled up a flight of stairs, glass still falling from 

their suits. Limping with full adrenaline, they hobbled into a run onto the rooftop and jumped 

to the lower roof behind it. Cops sirens continued to blare. Fangs kicked down a door, ran down 

two flights, and barreled through another door. Xizor dragged himself in. Fangs locked the door, 

heaved the cases out of sight, and waited. 

.  .  .  .  .  .  .  

 

PETE’S BAKERY 

 The face cutters snorted the red in apartment 606. Louis put the phone down and 

looked at Tyrant. 
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 ά½ƛƻƭƛ ǎŀƛŘ ΨǎƘǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƻǿƴΩΦέ 

 άtŜǘŜΩǎΚέ 

 ά¸ŜŀΦέ 

 Louis tapped the desk with a thin, metal tube. Tyrant reached in a safe and pulled out 

another pillow of red. He slashed it with his claw knife and used a razor to push the content out 

in sweeps. He crafted sixteen lines. Louis dropped his head and snorted, vacuuming up the devil 

granulates with fever. Half of the room began bending, sucking the room inward, and spewing 

black souls from a dark chasm. They rushed towards him. He snatched his head back in reflex. 

Tyrant jumped to his feet. 

 ά.ǊǳƴƻΩǎ ŘƻǿƴǎǘŀƛǊǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 They walked out and entered the limo. A ten minute drive led them to a storefront with 

ŎƘŜŀǇ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ōƻǳƴŎƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘΦ Lǘ ǊŜŀŘ ƛƴ ƭŀǊƎŜ ǊŜŘ ƭŜǘǘŜǊǎΥ tŜǘŜΩǎ .ŀƪŜry. Louis 

and Tyrant stepped out and strolled through the front door. Bells rang their greeting. 

 ¢ȅǊŀƴǘ Ǌŀƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƭƭƻǇƘŀƴŜ ƻŦ 5ŜǾƛƭΩǎ CƻƻŘΣ ƳǳŦŦƛƴǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŎŀƪŜǎΦ [ƻǳƛǎ 

walked around the counter and into the back room. A television set roared with static 

distortion. Pete lay on his side sleeping. His unshaved mouth had chocolate smudges. Flies 

buzzed around in circles. 

 άtŜǘŜΦέ 
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 The man remained dormant. Louis grabbed his nose and twisted it up. The bone 

dislodged, spraying blood. His eyes shot open. 

 ά²ƘƻΣ ǿƘŀǘΚέ 

 His face scrunched in pain, but gave a sharp film of recognition. 

 ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ōŀƪŜǊȅ ǎƘƻǇΦ Wǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǉŀǎǎ ǎƻƳŜ ōƛƭƭǎ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ 

ǘƛƳŜΣέ [ƻǳƛǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 Pete sat up, holding the spray of blood back. 

 άbƻ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΦ ²Ƙȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ L Ǉŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΚέ 

 ά¢ƘŜƴ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǎƘƻǇΦέ 

 ά{ƘƛǘΩƭƭ ǇƛŎƪ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇΦ Wǳǎǘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǿŜŜƪǎΦέ 

 ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ 9ŘƎŀǊΚέ 

 A shot of awakening stirred through him. 

 άIŜ ǿŀƴǘǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛǘ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ōŜΣ ōŀƪŜǊΚέ 

 άhƘΣ ŦǳŎƪ ƻŦŦΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻƴŜȅΦέ 

 Crashing sounds came from the main of the store. Pete jumped with each bang. He tried 

to go back to sleep. Louis sat with a pensive face. 

 ά¸ƻǳ ƻǳƎƘǘǘŀ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘΦέ 
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 ά[ƻƻƪΣ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ CǊƛŘŀȅΦ LΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴΩΦέ 

 The cash register opened and closed, followed by smashes. Pete flinched. 

 ά²Ƙȅ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘ 9ŘƎŀǊΚέ 

 Louis lowered his face to Pete. A drunken sleep was quickly overcoming him. 

 ά²ƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎƻ ōŀŘΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜΦέ 

 He dug his forefinger into the corner of an eye. 

 άLέƭƭ ǇŀȅΗέ 

 Louis scraped, diƎƎƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŜȅŜΦ Lǘ ŦƭƻŀǘŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ƛƴ ƛǘǎ ǎƭƛƳȅ ƭƛǉǳƛŘΦ tŜǘŜ ǎŀǿ [ƻǳƛǎΩǎ 

determined face and fell into reverie. 

 *     *     *  

 Edgar had walked through the door with Tyrant. 

 ά¢ƻǳƎƘ ŘŀȅΣ tŜǘŜΗέ 

 ά²Ƙŀǘ Ŏŀƴ L ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳΚ Dƻǘ ǎƻƳŜ ŦǊŜǎƘ 5ŜǾƛƭ ŎŀƪŜΣ Ǝƻǘ ǎƻƳŜ [ŀdy Finger Tiramisu 

/ƘŜŜǎŜŎŀƪŜΦ ²ƘŀǘŎƘŀ ǿŀƴǘΚέ 

 ά5ŀŘŘȅΣ 5ŀŘŘȅΣ ǘƘŜ ¢± ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪΦέ 

 άDŜǘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜΗέ tŜǘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ƘŀƴŘΦ 
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 Tyrant smiled and hopped over the counter. He snatched the girl in loving arms, tore her 

dress off, and crammed his fingers up her. 

 άΩ9ȅΗέ 

 Pete sweat, staring at Edgar, enduring his lack of power. 

 ά²ƘŀǘΚέ 

 Pete fell to his arms on the counter, burying his crying eyes. 

 ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΚέ 

 άLέƭƭ ǘǊȅ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜŜǎŜŎŀƪŜΣέ 9ŘƎŀǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 Pete wiped his face. It was a disgusting red. He set the cake on the counter. Edgar ate 

with bloodied fingers. 

 άtŜǘŜΦέ /ŀƪŜ ǎǇƛǘ ƻǳǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘŀƭƪŜŘΦ ά{ǇŀǊŜ ǎƻƳŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ŦƻǊ ½ƛƻƭƛΚέ 

 άLΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴΩΗέ 

 άL ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƪŜΦέ 

 He reached in his pocket, pulled out an eye, and set it in the center of the cake. He 

dropped his face on it, chewing through the iris, flooding his mouth in the puss. Pete cried with 

his arms hanging at his sides. 

 *     *     * 
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 Pete awoke from his recollection. His right eye tugged outward. Louis stood above, 

ŦƻŎǳǎŜŘΦ tŜǘŜΩǎ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴ ƭƻŦted, blurred, and snapped. He bit into his tongue, longing for Vodka, 

licking his chops, trying to excrete alcohol from his saliva. The left eye popped out. 

 Pete heard footsteps, glass cracking, and the crumbling of cellophane. Car doors 

slammed outside and tires peeled away. 

.  .  .  .  .  .  .  

 

B A V A R I A  

 The limo drove through Slashaven, the western tip of Ranicla. Edgar had carved 33 

short, fat lines on a glass table in the limo. The Face Cutters took turns, ripping the powder, 

ǎƴƻǊǘƛƴƎΣ ŘƻƛƴΩ ƭƛƴŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜƛƴΩ ŘŜǾƛƭǎΦ 

 The sky grew thick as they approached Bavaria. Fog covered the town in a dark grey 

cloth. Rain fell, trying to dissipate it, but the fog closed around the penetrated holes. 

Thunderclaps boomed, holding tƘŜ ŀǘƳƻǎǇƘŜǊŜ ƻŦ ŀƴ ŜƴŘƭŜǎǎ ǿŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŀƎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ .ŀǾŀǊƛŀΩǎ 

walls. 

 The grey engulfed the car. The thick blankets rolled against the glass and lit their faces 

with whiteness. The deep scars on their faces illuminated. 
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 ά[ƻǳƛǎ ŀƴŘ 9ŘƎŀǊΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘe north side. Xizor and Fangs, take the South. Myself 

ǿƛƭƭ ŦƭƻŀǘΣέ ¢ȅǊŀƴǘ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²ŜΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǳǎƛƴƎ .ŀǾŀǊƛŀ ŀǎ ŀ ǘǊŀŘŜ Ǉƻǎǘ ŦƻǊ ŘŜŀƭƛƴΩΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ 

ǎƘƛǇƳŜƴǘ ǿŀǎ ƭƻǎǘΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ Řǳǎǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƛƴΩǘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ 

ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜǊƛƴΩΦ bƻǿΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΣ ŀǎƪ ΨŜƳ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƪƴƻǿΣ ǘŀƪŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ 

ƻŦŦŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ŘǊŀƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƻǊǇǎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ Ŧƭƻǿǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿƴΦέ 

 IŜ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘ ǿŀǘŎƘΦ άLǘ ƛǎ ннроΣ ŀƴŘ .Ǌǳƴƻ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŎƛǊŎƭƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ лнллΦέ 

 The limo came to a stop. They exited one by one, walking into the fog. The grey bellows 

entered their lungs with a coldness that revitalized their minds. 

 *     *     * 

 Edgar straightened the collar of his purple suit jacket. Louis padded his pocket, checking 

for his pipe. 

 Run down cars scattered the street in lumps of twisted metal. A glimpse of light caught 

[ƻǳƛǎΩǎ ŜȅŜΦ 9ŘƎŀǊ ǎǇŀǘ ŀƴŘ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƘƛƳ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǊǊƻǿ ŀƭƭŜȅΦ ! ōǳƳ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŦƛǊŜ 

made of newspapers and twigs. He held a dead rat above it, shifting it around as to not burn his 

ƘŀƴŘǎΦ 9ŘƎŀǊ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ IŜ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ IŜ ǎŀƴƪ 

his thumbs into his eyes, pushing them inwards. The bum shook and dropped his rat, spitting 

ambers on Edgar. 

 ά²Ƙƻ Ǌǳƴǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜΚέ 9ŘƎŀr asked in a smirk. 

 The bum sputtered. The liquid of his eyes ran down his cheeks. He coughed wetly on 

9ŘƎŀǊΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ 
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 άL ς ŘƻΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 Edgar pushed him against the brick wall and slid him down. He dropped his shoe on his 

neck. The pinned bum tried to scurry away and reach for his rat. Edgar crouched and flicked his 

blade out. He scraped the eyes onto his knife, stuck his tongue out, and lapped each off the 

knife. 

 Louis stood behind Edgar, lighting his pipe. The bum swung his hands, trying to grasp 

something. Louis stepped out of the alley with a black cloud of smoke trailing behind. Edgar 

ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōǳƳΩǎ ŀƴƪƭŜ ŀƴŘ ŘǊŀƎƎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΦ 

 *     *     * 

 Tyrant walked up a wooden plank leading to an open window. The floors had dusty red 

carpets grimed over in dirt. He took cautious steps with his hands slightly raised. He walked up 

a stairwell and passed the second story. Making his way upwards, he lifted from his pocket a 

small, tied bag and a pipe. He unraveled the top, poured it out, lit it, and inhaled the black 

smoke of the red powder. He breathed out slow, letting the smoke crawl through the air. The 

stairs screeched. He entered the room on his right. 

 The window ahead of him was a large hole in the wall, inviting the abundant fog. On the 

floor was ŀ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ǎǘƛŦŦ ƴŀƪŜŘ ōƻŘȅΦ IŜǊ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ōƻŘȅ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŦƛƭƳ ƻŦ ŎƘŀƭƪȅ ǊŜǎƛŘǳŜΦ IŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ 

the floor. Blonde-brown streaks ran through her long hair, down her back. 

 Tyrant stalked into the room, breathing out black. He pulled his pants down and planted 

his knees on the ragged, red carpet. He placed the pipe in his mouth and grabbed the side of 
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her thighs. It was cold. He dug his fingers in and heaved her towards him. Her legs were stark 

straight like she was mid-flight. He lifted the pipe from his mouth and spat a loogey on himself. 

.ƭŀŎƪ ǎǘǊƛƴƎǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƭƛǾŀ ŎƭŀǎǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘƛŎƪ ƭƛƪŜ ǘŀǊΦ IŜ ǿƛƴŎŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƪƴŜǿ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƘŜƭǇŜŘΦ IŜ 

opened her nether lips and shoved himself in. Holding her waist, he pulled her towards him and 

chugged along the dead train, sticking the girl as if his dick was a knife. He rammed her hard, 

ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎǇƭƛǘ ƛƴ ƘŀƭŦ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ŦƻǊŎŜΦ IŜ ŎŀƳŜΣ ǎǇƭŀǘǘŜǊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŘŜŎŀȅŜŘ ƻǾŀǊƛŜǎΦ 

 Tyrant zipped himself up.  

ά5ƻ L ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎŜΣέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ 

 άL ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǳƎƭȅΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ǿŀȅΣ ƴƻ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ 

ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ōǳǘΦέ 

 He cleared his pipe and breathed out. 

 άCǳŎƪ ƛǘΦέ 

 He grabbed her stiff shoulder and rolled her over. Tyrant jumped back, dropping his 

pipe, slamming against the wall across the room. She had a mustache. 

 ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ōŀƭƭǎΗέ IŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΦ άIŜƭƭƻΗ 5ŜŀŘ ōǊƻŀŘΗ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ŘŜŀŘ ōǊƻŀŘΗέ 

 He kicked her till she was entirely faced upwards. 

 άCǳŎƪΗέ 
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 ¢ƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŘƛŎƪ ŀƴŘ ōŀƭƭǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƘŀŎƪŜŘ ƻŦŦΦ ¢ȅǊŀƴǘ ƘŀŘ ŦǳŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǇŜƴ ǿƻǳƴŘΦ ¢ƛǘǎ 

ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ evident. He closed his eyes and poured more powder into his pipe, lit up, and stared 

into nothing. 

 άCǳŎƪ ȅƻǳΗέ IŜ ǎǘƻƳǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊǇǎŜΣ ōǳǎǘƛƴƎ ƻǇŜƴ ǿƛǘƘŜǊŜŘΣ ǿƘƛǘŜ ŦƭŜǎƘΦ .Ǌƻǿƴ ƭƛǉǳƛŘ 

splattered out. 

 άWŜǎǳǎ-ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ-/ƘǊƛǎǘΦέ IŜ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊǇǎŜ ŀƴŘ Ŧƭǳng it out the window. 

 *     *     *  

 Xizor and Fangs walked into a collapsed building. 

 ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛǎ ŘŜŀŘΦ IŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ƴƻōƻŘȅΣέ CŀƴƎǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 Xizor wore a gasmask that attached to a tank on his back. He turned the valve on the 

device, inhaled hard, and tightened it again. Fangs snorted vials of coke and smashed them on 

the ground like stink bombs. 

 He put a finger up to quiet Xizor, and crept through the dilapidated room. Broken slabs 

of concrete and roof shingles were scattered on the inside. Fangs grabbed the mask. Xizor 

ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƻōΦ ! ƎƛŘŘȅΣ ƭƛŦǘƛƴƎ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳ ǎƳƛǊƪΦ ! ƳŀƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƭŀȅ ƭƛƪŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ 

between two slabs of concrete. Fangs pointed to him. Xizor pointed to the mask. Fangs shook 

his head. He bit into his lower lip and leaned back with his right leg high in the air and eased it 

down. He backed up, bracing himself against a grandfather clock, and ran forward, jumping and 

landing on the slab with his shoulder. Blood splattered out. Xizor and Fangs laughed. 
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 They heaved the slab up. A demolished face of broken bones stuck to the slab in a red 

mat. 

 ά{ǘǳǇƛŘ WŜǿΦέ 

 CŀƴƎǎ ǘƻƻƪ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƛƴƘŀƭŜΦ ·ƛȊƻǊ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΦ 

 *     *     *  

 ¢ȅǊŀƴǘ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǇŜƴ ǘŜǊǊŀŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿƴΩǎ ŎŜƴǘŜǊ ōǊƛŘƎŜΦ CƻǳǊ ǎǘƻǊies below, the 

river streamed on both sides. IŜ ƎŀȊŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎǎΩ varied rooftop heights. The grey hold of 

fog lofted throughout the town. He spotted Xizor and Fangs dumping three bodies into the 

water. 

 The sound of footsteps came from the stairs. Tyrant turned, ready to pounce. A man 

with one eye that was spitting blood fell at TyrŀƴǘΩǎ ŦŜŜǘΦ .ŜƘƛƴŘ ƘƛƳ walked Edgar. The man 

looked at both of them in fear and jumped off the terrace. The water splashed upward as he 

plummeted in. 

 ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ǿŀȅ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǘŜǊΣέ 9ŘƎŀǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ƭŜǾŜƭΩǎ ƭƻǿŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ 

ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ŎƘŀǇŜƭ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǊǘƘ ōŀƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ŎǊŀǿƭ ŀǊŜŀΦέ 9ŘƎŀǊ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜŘ ǘǿƻ ƘŀƴŘǎ 

like claws. 

 *     *     *  

 Louis sat crouched on the brick chimney surface, waiting. The sound of something 

coming out of water echoed, followed by heavy breathing. A man with one eye padded the dirt 
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floor of the crawlspace with his hands in a scurry. Louis waited. The sounds became louder. The 

man screamed. Louis twisted his neck, grinding the skull off the spine. The body fell limp. 

 [ƻǳƛǎ ǎŎǊŀǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŜȅŜ ƻǳǘΣ ŎƭŀǎǇŜŘ ƛǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀǇŜƭΩǎ ǊƻƻŦΦ IŜ 

jumped to the next rooftop, slid down to the ground, and ran up the wooden stairs of the tower 

above the center bridge. They creaked madly with his vaulting speed. He slowed, pulled out his 

pipe, and sauntered over to the Face Cutters, puffing smoke. An eye was in his hand. Edgar 

snatched it. 

 .ǊǳƴƻΩǎ ƘŜŀŘƭƛƎƘǘǎ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊ in the distance and parked at the base of the 

bridge. 

.  .  .  .  .  .  .  

 

DEVIL’S RYE 

 ά.ƻȊƻƭƭƛΣ Ƴȅ ƳŀƴΣ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴΩΚέ Rosco asked. 

 ά!ƘΣ ǎƘƛǘΩǎ ǿŀǎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŦǳŎƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǊŀƎƎŜŘΣ ȅŀ ƪƴƻǿΚέ 

 Rosco scrunched his face in disarray. 

 ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΣ ōǳŘŘȅΚέ 

 άL Ǝƻǘ ǇǊŜǎǎǳǊŜ ƻƴ ǎƘƛǘΦ CǳŎƪƛƴΩ ½ƛƻƭƛ ŎŀƭƭƛƴΩ ǳǎ out, I got Edgar on my back ςέ 
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 ά²ƘƻΩǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ 

 ά!ƘΣ ǎƻƳŜ Ǝǳȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŦǳŎƪŜŘ ςά 

 ά²ƘŀΩΚέ 

 άbƻǘƘƛƴΩΣ ƳŀƴΦέ 

 άCŀŎŜΚ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƘŀǘΩŎƘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ǎŀȅΚέ 

 Bozolli looked down. 

 άCǳŎƪƛƴΩ IŜƭƭ ƳŀƴΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ǿƛƴŘƛƴΩ ǎƘƛǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ΨǊƻǳƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎΣ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ȅƻur 

ōǊŀƛƴΦ CŀŎŜ /ǳǘǘŜǊǎΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴΩΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƻƭŘ ǘƛƳŜǎΚ ¸ƻǳΩǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŜ ƪƴƻŎƪƛƴΩ 

ǎƘƛǘ ŘƻǿƴΣ ŎΩƳƻƴΦέ 

 άLΩƳ ŘƻǿƴΦ ²ƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴΩ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΚ CǳŎƪƛƴΩ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ-walk through that 

ǊƻƻŦ ǿƛǘƘ ½ƛƻƭƛΣ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ǇŀȅŘŀȅΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻu wanted. You know what, Rosco, maybe 

ȅƻǳǊ ǘŀǎǘŜǎ ŀƛƴΩǘ ŜǾƻƭǾŜŘΣ ƘǳƘΚέ 

 ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪΚ ¢ŀǎǘŜ ŀƛƴΩǘ ŜǾƻƭǾŜŘΚ ²ƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊ ǎƘƛǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ DŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ƻǳǘǘŀ 

ƘŜǊŜΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ƴǳǘΦ LΩƳ ŘƻƛƴΩ ǎǇŜŎǘŀŎǳƭŀǊΦ LΩƳ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ōǊƻŀŘǎΣ ǎǿƛƴƎƛƴΩ ǎƘƛǘ ōŀŎƪΣ ǇƻǳƴŘƛƴΩ ǎƘƛǘ 

Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎΦέ 

 ά¸ŜŀΣ ǿŜƭƭ ƳŀȅōŜ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

 άCǳŎƪƛƴΩ IŜƭƭΦ L ƻǳǘǘŀ ŎƭƻŎƪ ȅƻǳΦ DƛǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ōǊŀƛƴ ŀ ƴƛŎŜ ǎǿƻƻǎƘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜΣ ƭŜǘ ƛǘ Ŧƭȅ 

ΨǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ŎƛǊŎƭŜǎΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƘŀƪŜ ŘΩŜƳ ŎƻōǿŜōǎ ƭƻƻǎŜΦ aŀȅōŜ ŘΩŜƴ ȅƻǳΩŘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƭŘ 

shiǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΦέ 
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 ά¸ŜŀΣ LΩƭƭ ǘƘǊƻǿ ŘƻǿƴΦέ 

 ά/ΩƳƻƴΣ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛΦ ²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ǎƘƛǘ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅΚέ 

 άaŀȅōŜ L Ǝƻǘ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ǿŀȅΦέ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ƭƛǘ ŀ ǎƳƻƪŜ ŀƴŘ ƛƴƘŀƭŜŘΦ ά[ƻƻƪΣ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ L ŀǊŜ 

ōŜǎǘ ŀΩ ōǳŘǎΦ {ƘƛǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ǘƛƎƘǘΣ ǿŜ ƪƴƻŎƪ ǎƘƛǘ ƻǳǘΣ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ōŜŜƴ ōƭƻƻŘΣ ŘŜŀƭǎ ς shit all the way to 

ǎǘǊŀƴƎǳƭŀǘƛƻƴΦ .ǳǘ ƳŀȅōŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƛǘΩǎ ƻǾŜǊΣ ȅŀ ƪƴƻǿΚέ 

 άDǳŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘΩƻǳƎƘΦέ 

 ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ςέ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ά.Ŝ ŀ CŀŎŜ /ǳǘǘŜǊΦέ 

 άCǳŎƪ ȅƻǳΦέ 

 ά¸Ŝŀ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

 άCǳŎƪ ȅƻǳΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ƴƻ ŘŜǾƛƭΩǎ ǊƛŘŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǎƘƛǘ ŘƻƴŜΦέ 

 άbƻǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƴŜŜŘƛƴƎΣ wƻǎŎƻΦέ 

 άLǘ ƛǎ ƻƴŎŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƻƴ ƧǳƴƪƛŜ ƭŜǾŜƭǎΦ ¢Ƙƛƴƪ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳΣ ƳŀƴΚ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴ ōƻƎǳǎΦέ 

 άaŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǘǊȅ ƛǘΦέ 

 ά¸Ŝŀ ŀƴŘ ƳŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳ should ŦǳŎƪ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦέ 

 άwƻǎŎƻΦέ 

 άCƛƴŜΦ hYΦ !ƭǊƛƎƘǘΦ DƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŀ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ƘƛǘΦέ 

 άbŀƘΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƘŀǘΣ ōǳŘΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ƴƻǘƘƛƴΩΦέ 
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 άbƻΣ ŦǳŎƪ ȅƻǳΦ DƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŀ Ƙƛǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΦέ wƻǎŎƻ Ǉǳǘ Ƙƛǎ Ŧƛǎǘ ǳǇΦ άLŦ L Ǝƻǘǎ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ LΩƭƭ 

ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ǘŜŀǊ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜŀŘ ƻŦŦΦέ 

 Bozolli tried to look inǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǎƪǳƭƭΣ ōǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ 

ƎǳȅΩǎ ŀ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ƴǳǘΣ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ IŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ōŀƎƎȅ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ Ǉŀƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭŘ ƛǘ ǳǇΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇƻǿŘŜǊ 

held both of their attention. 

 ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ςέ 

 Rosco slammed him in the head. Bozolli flew back to the concrete, spitting blood. His 

eyes slunk away and slowly focused. Rosco opened the bag and pulled out a metal sniffer. 

 ά²ƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪΚέ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŀƛǊ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƭŘ ŀǎ 

usual. He reached for his smoke that rolled away, and puffed it. Rosco stuck the sniffer straight 

into the bag and snorted. He jerked his head up as he inhaled. The bag fell from his fingers, 

spilling red coke onto the asphalt. Bozolli scrambled after it and took out his razorblade. Bozolli 

pocketed the bag and swept the coke together with his steel slider. 

 ά!ƘΣ ŦǳŎƪΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎƻōŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎΦέ 

 Bozolli scraped at the grains, pulling ant torsos in half; bits of paper; brown specks; and 

crumbs. He snorted his scavenger pile and bellowed up in disgust. He took the bag back out, 

checked Rosco, stole a sniff, and hid it. Rosco nodded his head forward and looked to Bozolli. 

 άLΩƳ ŀ ƴŜŜŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƘƛǘΦέ 

 ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎǇƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘΦ 5ǊƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ōŀƎΣ wƻǎŎƻΦέ 
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 άΩ9ȅΣ ŦǳŎƪ ȅƻǳΦέ 

 .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ōƛǘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ƘŀƴŘΦ ά[ƻƻƪ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ wƻǘten and get more, right from the 

source: Apartment ςέ 

 ά!ƴŘ ŘΩŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜǘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ǿŀƭƪ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜ ǎƻƳŜΚέ 

 άL ŀƛƴΩǘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΦέ 

 ά!ƭǊƛƎƘǘΣ ƳƛǎǘŜǊ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƘŜƴΦέ 

 They jumped in the car. Rosco revved up and hit the road. Bozolli kept a straight face, 

ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜ ƳƛǊǊƻǊΦ IŜ ǘŀǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƛƴƴŜǊ ƧŀŎƪŜǘΣ ŦŜŜƭƛƴΩ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōŀƎ ƻŦ ǊŜŘΦ 

 ά²Ƙŀǘ ǎǘǊŜŜǘΚέ 

 άIŀǎƘƭŜǊΦέ 

 Rosco peeled around the corners. Cop sirens blared behind them. 

 άCǳŎƪ ƴƻΗέ 

 άWŜǎǳǎ /ƘǊƛǎǘΦέ 

 άIƻƭŘ ƻƴΣ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛΦέ 

 Rosco gunned the petal, crisscrossing through traffic. The car banged over bumps, 

sliding into a wobble. Bozolli looked into thŜ ƳƛǊǊƻǊΣ ƛƎƴƻǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊΩǎ ŜŀǊǘƘǉǳŀƪŜ. 

 άIŜȅΣ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƎƻƴŜΣέ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
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 ά¸ŜŀΚ !ƴŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǿŜΚέ 

 άLƴƴŜǊ ŜŘƎŜ ƻŦ {ƭŀǎƘŀǾŜƴΦέ 

 Rosco braked at the stoplight and unbuckled his holster on his ankle. Sweat ran down 

his face, blurring his eyes. 

 ά¸ƻǳ ƻƪŀȅΣ ƳŀƴΚέ 

 ά¸ŜŀΦέ 

 ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ǿŀƴƴŀ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƭƛƎƘǘΦέ 

 Rosco pulled off the safety. Bozolli heard the click. 

 ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴΩΣ ƳŀƴΚέ 

 ά{ǘŀȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊΦέ 

 wƻǎŎƻ ǎǿŜǊǾŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊΣ ǘƘǊŜǿ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƛŎƪ ƛƴ ΨǇŀǊƪΩ, and jumped out. He entered 

Vitaly Suits with the revolver swinging in his hand. 

 ά!ƘΣ ŦǳŎƪΦέ 

 Bozolli twitched and grabbed the bag of coke. He squeezed it like a pair of tits. His eyes 

rolled back and his legs straightened. He breathed in the air and fell into a trance. 

PandemoƴƛǳƳΥ 9ŘƎŀǊΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ƛƴ ǾƛŜǿΦ ά{ƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ Ǉƭŀƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΣέ 9ŘƎŀǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Bozolli felt like he was ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ƛƴ IŜƭƭΩǎ ŎŀǊǇŜǘΦ 
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 The car door flung open and Rosco entered, planting his weight down. He pushed the 

drive stick down, and gunned it. Bozolli came back to life and looked at wƻǎŎƻΩǎ jacket. It was 

sprayed with blood. Rosco held out a white orb with a vibrant green. Bozolli took the eyeball. It 

stuck to his palm. 

 ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ς 9ŘƎŀǊΚέ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

 Rosco took off his hat and tugged parts of his face off. 

 άCŀƪŜ ς ǎƪƛƴΚέ 

 Rosco gunned the car and wheeled around the corner. 

 ά²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ 

 ά½ƛƻƭƛ ǿŀƴǘǎ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƴŜΦέ He sighed. ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ŘǳƎ ǘƻƻ ŘŜŜǇΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀƛƴΩǘ ŀ /ǳǘǘŜǊΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ 

junkie ς ŀ ǎƴƻƻǇΣ ŀ Ǌŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƭŘΦέ 

 άL ŀƛƴΩǘ ƴƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ǊŀǘΦέ 

 άL Ǝƻǘ ŀƴ ƛŘŜŀΣ ǎƻ Ŏƻƻƭ ƛǘΦ L ōŜŜƴ ŘƻƛƴΩ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎŜ ŎǳǘǘƛƴΩ ƎƛƎΦ [ƻƻƪΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ƘŜŀŘ ōŀŎƪ to 

Ƴȅ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΚ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ƴŜǿ Ǝǳȅ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ Ŏǳǘ ǳǇΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ƴƻǘΦέ 

 άLΩƭƭ ǎƪƛǇ ǘƻǿƴ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΦ LΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŎƭŜŀƴΦέ 

 άLǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘΣ ƳŀƴΦ !ƴȅƻƴŜ ƴƻǘ Ŏǳǘ ƛǎ ƘŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ½ƛƻƭƛΣ ƭƛƳō ōȅ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ƭƛƳōΦέ 

 ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƴƻ ǎŜƴǎŜΣ wƻǎŎƻΦέ 

 ά¸ŜŀΣ ǿŜƭƭ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ƳŜǘ ƻǊ ŜǾŜƴ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ǘƻ ½ƛƻƭƛ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜΚέ 
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 ά²Ƙŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅƛƴΩΚέ 

 άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ς ½ƛƻƭƛ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ŀ CŀŎŜ /ǳǘǘŜǊΣ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ LΩǾŜ Ŏǳǘ ƘƛƳΦ .ǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƻΦέ 

 ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ΨȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ŏǳǘ ƘƛƳΩΚ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ ƎǳȅΣ .ǊƻƴǎƻƴΣ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǘǘŜǊΦέ 

 άLǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƴŀƳŜΗέ 

 άWŜǎǳǎ /ƘǊƛǎǘΦέ 

 ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘŜŘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚ {ǘŜǇǇƛƴΩ ǎƘƛǘ ǳǇΦέ 

 άIƻǿ ŎƻƳŜ ȅƻǳ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΚέ 

 άLǘΩǎ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳ Ǌǳƴ ŀ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ƪŜŜǇ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ in the dark till they shine their little 

ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ƭƛƎƘǘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǎƴǳŦŦ ΨŜƳ ƻǳǘΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǳƴƭess someone gives a shit and bends shit to fold 

ȅƻǳ ƛƴΦέ 

 ά{ƻ, LΩƳ ŀ ǎƘƛǘƘŜŀŘ ǎǳŎƪŜǊΦέ 

 άΩ9ȅΣ ȅƻǳ ŀƛƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ Φ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ L ƪƴƻǿΦ {Ƙƛǘ ŜƴŦƻƭŘǎΣ ƴƻǘ 

ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƭƛǾŜǎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜΦ {ƪƛǇ ǘƻǿƴΚ DŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ƻǳǘǘŀ ƘŜǊŜΦ LΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ Ŏǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǳp then see you go. 

¸ƻǳ Ǝƻǘǘŀ ǊŜƭŀȄΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ Ǝƻǘǘŀ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭ ǇǊŜǘǘƛŜŘ ǳǇ ΨŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

 .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎΩ ǎƭƻǎƘ ŀƴŘ ǘǊŀǎƘ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ 

sleeping bums. Ignorant people walked ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻ ŦǳŎƪƛƴΩ ŎƭǳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǾȅ ƘƛǘǘŜǊǎΣ ƘŜ ǘhought. 

aŀȅōŜ wƻǎŎƻΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴΩ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΦ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ 9ŘƎŀǊΦ 
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 ¢ƘŜ ŎŀǊ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ǎǘƻǇΦ wǳƴΣ ǘŀƪŜ wƻǎŎƻΩǎ Ǝǳƴ ŀƴŘ ōƭƻǿ Ƙƛǎ ǎƪǳƭƭ ƻǇŜƴΣ ƻǊ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǘ 

to my own fucked brain? Bozolli opened the door and tailed Rosco up the stairs. 

 ά¢Ƙƛǎ ŀƛƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ƴƻǘƘƛƴΩ ǇŀƭΣέ wƻǎŎƻ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 He swung the door open. Louis sat in a chair, puffing black smoke from a pipe. He 

watched without changing his expressionΦ .ƻȊƻƭƭƛ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴΩ 

came out ς pointless. A flapping sound of skin echoed out of the back room. Tyrant stood 

scrunching the ass cheek of a girl, pounding her thoroughly. His face was taut with focus. 

 ! ŎƘŀƛǊ ŘǊƛǇǇƛƴƎ ǊŜŘ ǎƭƻǇ ǿŀǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ wƻǎŎƻΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘΦ 

 άIŀǾŜ ŀ ǎŜŀǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

.  .  .  .  .  .  .  

 

T H I R T E E N T H  

 "Is this shit happening?" Bozolli asked. 

 "You got every right to have the foggy mind you got. Gonna strap you in, guy." 

 Rosco wound the thick, brown strap across Bozolli's chest, pulling tighter than he 

wanted. 

 "I'm doin this cause I like you, pal." 

 Rosco held a balisong with double-surrated edges. He swung it in a circle. 
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 "These guys like you. We're fuckin' family, pal. Brothers." 

 Rosco swiped his hand down through Bozolli's chin. 

 "Pain's all neutral. You'll survive and come back swinging." 

 He slashed across his eye. The blade jumped his eye socket. 

 "Just pain and more pain, ain't nothin' for a guy like you." 

 Edgar snarled, walking through the door. 

 "Bozolli, marked and proper," he spat, falling to the floor with a large gash on his 

forehead. 

 Tyrant hobbled over, carrying a corpse. 

 "You can fuck as I might." He nodded. 

 Rosco picked up two matching daggers. He held them face down. 

 "Bozolli." He hacked through the skin. It forced down from abrasion. Red light seeped 

outwards. The blood hit the floor in thick syrup. Bozolli fell to deep concentration. The wet 

feeling slid across his face in a tickling sensation. His face breathed like it never had before. His 

eyes filled with blood. He closed them, minding to agitation, letting the pain sift through his 

whole. 

 "Is my brain leaking out, he thought. Am I dripping my brain out into a puddle that I can 

trip through? The air of the room was still, but felt like it penetrated the wounds in flares. His 

flesh hit the floor in splotches, jittering until it came to an organic ease. 

 Bozolli hit the floor like a bag of meat. He struggled to stand, sprawling in his red. His 

eyes wavered, dropping to the ripples. Saliva clung out of his mouth, refusing to be 

disconnected. 
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 "Dream of blood-pointed caps and white truffle curves and prompt meat," Louis said. 


