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Ashes to Ashes, Dust to Dust
by Joseph Grant 

No one ever came by or noticed the flower petals falling onto the table, nor 
the dust that gathered each day in sunbeams and fell in its own tiny blizzard, 
covering the furniture, yet Mrs. Albertson always cleaned as she smoked, leaving 
tiny ashes in her fastidious wake. Weekly, she'd polish the urn of her late husband 
and hope he had dressed appropriately for the heat, she liked to joke. But lately, 
the rooms were a lot more dusty, dishes piled up more frequently and the garbage 
smelled of last night’s fish. Nothing mattered anymore, not a clean life lived, as a 
spot was found on her lung during an x-ray. Mrs. Albertson was dying.

Flash Fiction
 A short collection of short short stories.

Bad Endings
by Greg Moore 

Once the bear entered the room, everyone knew that the pledge drive was over.

Stained with dirt and blood, the hero climbed a high peak to survey the 
battlefield. That was when he fell.

As she flew through the air, Cassy wondered if perhaps she had rigged the safe 
with too many explosives.

Ed saw no need to check his break pads for his trip through the mountains.

Reaching yet another empty casket, Huxley immediately regretted starting his 
vampire hunt so late in the day.

Howard's first day as a flight controller was going well until Flight 813 sighted 
the mountain goat.

And that's why we needed a new bath tub and toaster oven in the same day.
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A Brief Paradox
by Joseph Grant 

One day, I met my future self.
He was spotted me and came at me 
with a gun. Luckily, I shot him first.
I wonder what I did to piss myself off 
so much. Guess, I'll find out.

Payback
by Joseph Grant 

Driving through the desert, even the 
highway patrols he passed didn't know 
about the body in the trunk. No one 
beds the Mob boss’s mistress and gets 
away with it.

In Hell
by Joseph Grant 

Nothing kills romance faster than routine and taking the other for granted, 
thought Juan as he stared out of his Brooklyn apartment window onto Atlantic 
Avenue. From there, he could see the ex-hippies and 70’s survivors sitting for 
their own deluded reasons on the benches, waiting for the city buses to take them 
to points beyond. He'd pass them by on his way home from the video store every 
day, their lives wasted staying within one mile of where they were born, the war 
having been the big seminal event of their lives and since then, their lives spent 
drinking and drugging, carousing with the other pelangoches and their existence 
being as faded and worn as their tattoos that some of the men and some of the 
women displayed on their arms, breasts or ankles. Another drink won't kill ya, 
he thought, but it will sure get you to where you're going, he smiled and took 
a big gulp and thought about how the band thing never happened for him, nor 
did getting any story published or shit, even written in the first place, although 
there had been many attempts and all of his dreams of getting out of this town, 
where he too was born just a mile away at Brooklyn Hospital never materialized 
although there were plenty of trains and roads leading out and some days he felt 
like Morrison during the L.A. Woman days being down so long, unloved and 
needing a brand new friend in the hyacinth house, but without Morrison’s looks, 
money, fame or talent.  His girlfriend was coming over to break up with him; a 
girl fate had cruelly and tauntingly named Pamela, she had told him so over the 
phone and yet for some reason, he told her to come over anyway. Being in love 
with someone who did not love you or at least you thought you loved and who 
was always bitchy and did not reciprocate, Juan thought, was like almost reaching 
for the Gates of Heaven while you stood in Hell.

What is Flash Fiction?
In brief, flash fiction is a short form of storytelling. Defining it by the number of words or sentences or even pages 
required to tell a story, however, is impossible, for it differs from writer to writer, editor to editor. Some purists 
insist that it is a complete story told in less than 75 words; others claim 100 should be the maximum. For less rigid 
flashers, anything under 1,000 words can be considered flash-worthy.



The Silken Cord
by Leah Clark

Why this pain?
This pull.
This tug.

Right where my heart is.
It's as if

A silken cord
Connects my heart to yours, 

And when you are away from me
I feel every twist and turn.

Would that I could
Somehow reel you in,

Back to my arms;
And that these two hearts,

So connected
Might never again

Be separate,
But live as one

Forever.
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ConTenT
by Leah Clark

It's interesting...
This tug and pull,

This desire...
This... yearning.

Longing to touch, to feel,
To hold.

Missing you this way
Feels cold and warm

At the same time.
The flush of the memory

Of your voice,
Your eyes,

Your arms around me.
The cold, lonely feeling

Of being apart
Followed by the joy

And anticipation
Of seeing you again,

Of knowing
That my twin soul,

My secret heart
Remembers and loves me still
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Are you unheArd?
A great many people have quality things to say irrespective of their current success.

you possess creAtivity!
unheard Magazine looks to be a leading creative light to focus attention on homegrown 
talent as well as enthuse others. if you create anything you think might interest us and 
our readers, please contribute. We are always on the lookout for fresh perspectives.

contributions WAnted!
the following categories of your splendid renderings in image and prose are welcome:

the following categories are unwelcome and will be immediately discarded:

All submissions are subject to our admittedly biased editorial approval.

subMit
todAy
&
be

heArd
!

We shall not hesitate to 
gratify the curiosity of 
our inquisitive nature.

you should find our editorial staff to be the congenial sort.

Fiction•	
non-fiction•	
poetry•	
episodic Fiction•	

photos•	
drawings•	
paintings•	
calligraphy•	

“

”

Work you do not own the copyright to•	
op-ed essays•	
Fan-fiction•	

pornography•	
explicit graphic violence•	
hate literature•	
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egypT
by Kellia Moore

Sweat, pooling darkly down stooped spines,
Slapped with muck,

Builds cities bloated with crops
Pulled with cracked fingers from the earth’s dust.

The scream begins with the dawn,
Rising with the back laid open,

The slave-master’s shrill lash,
The knees collapsed to the rock,

Elohim!  Deliver us!

Their only answer is silence,
Hidden in baskets and shadows and blanket corners—

One gurgling wail would betray him
To the groping hands of soldiers,

To the Nile’s choking depths.

When she could bear the secret no longer,
His mother clutched him, once, to her hollowed chest,

Then slid him, soft as a prayer
Over the curling waters,

While the bricklayers burned,
While the field workers reaped.
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 The three murdered victims 
had two things in common: they were 
part of the C Faction of psychics and 
they saw the same doctor. I started 
my investigation talking to the doctor. 
Trying to talk to the head of any of 
the eight factions was hopeless. They’re 
like talking to a dog who’s backed into 
a corner. I always left them for my 
supervisors to deal with.  
 Their doctor was Emily 
Greenbrier, one of the best doctors 
in the entire C Faction. Strange, I 
thought, that they had been found 
dead within their own faction’s walls. 
Probably traitors, even if I didn’t want 
to believe that was possible.  

As far as I remembered, once 
you joined a psychic faction, you 
stayed there for the rest of your life. 
Like joining a family. The Corporation 
heavily enforced that rule, making it 
nearly impossible for the factions to 
spy on one another and, above all, 
recruit psychics from other factions. 
The Corporation’s main purpose was 
to monitor and evenly divide the 
psychics among the factions in order 
to maintain some sort of peace. People 
working for The Corporation would’ve 
noticed a traitor long before someone 
in the C Faction did, then. 

All eight factions were terrified 
of each other, wondering if the other 
factions would attack them. There 
were no friendships to speak of, no real 

epic wars either, though. Just a lot of 
paranoia. Factions always hired agents 
from The Corporation whenever their 
paranoia got out of control. Our job 
was always to investigate what the 
other factions were doing and report 
back to the faction that had hired us. 
They liked us because agents like me 
have no psychic abilities to speak of. 
We always slip in anywhere under the 
radar. No faction knew we worked 
with every faction. Again, the paranoia 
would’ve just made such knowledge 
inconvenient for us if they knew. 
None of the factions knew that we 
oversaw all of them. None of them 
had a clue, and we worked really 
damned hard keeping it that way. 

 The C Faction had been 
growing stronger than the other 
factions, my boss noticed. They 
definitely ran a better campaign of 
attracting new psychics to their group 
than the other factions. Their numbers 
had tripled since we had last counted, 
which made everyone nervous, 
especially the other factions. It’s never 
good to give already nervous people a 
motive. The C Faction was scared that 
the other factions would try to stop 
them from growing. As soon as three 
psychics had all died at the exact same 
time, the C Faction wasted no time in 
roping us into the investigation. 
 The C Faction’s beloved 
headquarters would have been 

Breaking Sound
Chapter Two Wes, Uprising (Measure 1) by Sarah Alsgaard
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impossible to find if the Corporation 
hadn’t worked for them in the past; 
you could never find it on your own 
with the barriers and wards they put 
up. Who would want to visit them 
except people from my company, 
though? Like I said, psychics are 
paranoid people.  
 After an impossibly boring 
car ride with a broken radio and quiet 
scenery, I arrived at their headquarters. 
I checked the equipment strapped 
to my waist before going inside – 
nothing more than little black boxes 
that only seemed to warm my skin. 
Some of our novices had laughed at 
these stupid machines, and they’d 
gone to their deaths without them. 
The one time I forgot to check these 
defense machines, our only protection 
from our clients, two psychics made 
me think I was a stray cat for three 
weeks. It wasn’t until one of my 
colleagues spotted me prowling the 
neighborhood on all fours with a bird 
in my mouth that The Corporation 
could fix me up again. 
 I hate doctor’s offices. I hate 
their bleached walls and inhaling 
the strange chemicals in the waiting 
room. I hate waiting for tired nurses 
to usher you into another room where 
posters of your internal organs failing 
and clowns dancing in large shoes are 
plastered on the striped wallpaper next 
to each other. Above all, I hate it when 
the doctors come in, look you over in 
five seconds and give you a confetti of 
drugs for something like a headache. 
No one else from my company had 
wanted to take this job because it 

meant going to their doctor’s office. 
Somehow, though, I doubt they didn’t 
want to go to the doctor’s for the same 
reasons that I didn’t. It just wasn’t a 
normal doctor’s office. 

A secretary with drawn 
eyebrows and black lipstick answered 
the door to the locked townhouse. 
She led me into the townhouse in 
the quiet little suburbia and snapped 
the door shut behind me. The walls 
that separated the town houses had 
been knocked out, and the C Faction 
had dug underground to connect the 
units. They had taken over an entire 
neighborhood and were growing 
all the time. Within the carved-out 
townhouses were smaller spaces 
sectioned off by their own walls. The 
small room she led me into looked 
like any other doctor’s office. The 
walls were beige to calm your nerves, 
and they had a TV on where some 
woman was sobbing in the arms of 
a greasy-haired guy. There was never 
any great programming on during the 
day, but the soap opera provided me a 
distraction. 
 “What a lovely office,” I said 
to the secretary. I gave her my winning 
smile.  She wrinkled her nose at me, 
scanning me with her eyes, like I had 
asked her to smell a dead bug. She 
shoved a clipboard into my hands 
and clicked her heels back behind her 
desk. That was the problem with a 
lot of the psychics: they were snobs. 
Because they could crush your skull 
by blinking at you, they thought they 
had the right to ignore you. It irritated 
me. There was a reason why normal 
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humans were still alive. 
I slumped into one of the 

empty chairs in the waiting room and 
tried to disregard everything around 
me while I filled out the paperwork. 
Regular doctor’s offices were bad, yes, 
but these “special” ones were my own 
personal hell. Psychics never went to 
see the doctors of their faction because 
they had a head cold. Their patients 
were psychics who couldn’t control 
their minds anymore. These were 
people who could make me rip my 
heart out if they sneezed at me. I tried 
not to give them a reason to think 
about me at all. I tried not to even 
think, myself, so I stared at the soap 
opera. Tina was a girl with a million 
problems. The poor girl was trapped 
with her five ex-lovers and best guy 
friend in a ski resort during a blizzard. 
Tina was just about to seduce the guys 
into fighting each other to win her 
love when I heard a very cold voice 
directed at me. 
 “You’re from The Corporation, 
aren’t you?”
 Dr. Greenbrier stood in front 
of me, angry and impatient. She had 
already sensed that I had no psychic 
powers at all, and it wasn’t that hard to 
follow who had sent a normal guy like 
me to see her. 
 “A pleasure to meet you too, 
Dr. Greenbrier,” I said with a grin. I 
tried to always appear light-hearted 
and idiotic in front of suspects. A lot 
of people had given us information in 
the past because of it. If they feel like 
they’re talking to a wall then they’ll tell 
you the history of their lives. 

 “Why did The Corporation 
send you here?” she snapped. “I have 
a lot of sick patients and I don’t have 
time to be speaking to you. Why me?”
 “Relax, Dr. Greenbrier, it’s 
nothing serious. The C Faction does 
this from time to time. I’m the head 
of The Corporation’s Health Services 
Department and it’s my duty to ensure 
that the C Faction’s doctors are doing 
their job. I just need a few minutes of 
your time.”
 It had all been a complete lie, 
of course, but she seemed to calm 
down. At least, she led me into one of 
the little rooms behind the secretary’s 
desk with nothing more than a heavy 
sigh. She let me sit in her patient’s 
chair and listened to me rattle off 
more lies about what my job was. 
After useless chatter about the office 
and how much I hated my boss, I 
asked her questions about how long 
she had worked at the health clinic 
and what her powers were. They 
weren’t friendly. 
 “When I was eight I made my 
uncle’s eye sockets dig into his brain 
because I hated his lazy eye,” she said 
like she was talking about going on an 
afternoon stroll. “It annoyed me every 
time I saw it. My aunt was a psychic 
too and she tried to read my mind to 
see what happened to me; why I did 
it. It drove her insane just peeking into 
my mind. She couldn’t get near me. 
I think she killed herself, but I can’t 
remember. My family wasn’t happy 
that I had predicted their deaths a few 
months before that happened. They 
thought I had planned it.”
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 “Are you a fortune teller, 
then?” I asked calmly. I’d heard worse 
stories than hers before. 
 “Don’t use such an outdated 
term,” she said. “I prefer seer.” 
 I only had to stroke her ego 
for a few more minutes before she 
invited me to her house that night for 
a “seer” reading. She said that I hadn’t 
had my future read in a while, and it 
had changed since I had last checked. I 
tried to remember the last psychic who 
had read my future. No one came to 
mind. 
 My cell phone rang before I 
even reached my car. I climbed into 
my brown, box-shaped Chevy Nova 
before I took the call. The car door 
screeched shut and I made a mental 
note to spray some WD-40 on it.
 “Well?” my supervisor, Steve 
Ross, asked. I could only shudder 
when I heard his voice. He was a 
hands-on kind of man when it came 
to assignments. It didn’t matter that 
there are over 1,000 people like me 
doing investigations. He wanted to 
know about all of them personally. I 
swear he didn’t sleep at night. 
 “I got invited to a party 
tonight, Mr. Ross,” I said, trying to 
stay calm. The only guy who’d ever 
scared me in my life was Ross. There 
was something about his look that 
made you think he could see farther 
into you than you wanted. And he 
wasn’t someone you wanted looking. 
I wasn’t the only one who was creeped 
out by him either. Everyone in The 
Corporation had their horror stories 
about Ross.  

Lights flashing from the black 
box on the passenger seat caught 
my eye. One flash for every psychic 
listening in on our conversation or, at 
least, trying to.  A lot of the psychics 
weren’t even from the C Faction, the 
little black box’s screen reported. With 
so many psychics curious about our 
minds, agents like me always had to 
be careful about our thoughts.  The 
machines we had strapped all over our 
bodies could only protect us from so 
much. That’s what the drugs were for, 
I think. My friend, Bill Reily, worked 
at the pharmacists a few blocks from 
our Corporation’s headquarters. They 
were awful-tasting drugs but they 
worked, at least. They made me forget 
almost everything every time I took 
them. It made it hard to think through 
things, though. Planning dinner for 
the week was impossible. I had to 
constantly make notes for myself or I’d 
always miss my favorite TV show. 
 “Enjoy your time, then,” Mr. 
Ross said and hung up the phone. 
I pulled out of the parking lot and 
focused on what I was going to eat. I 
couldn’t begin thinking about what 
my next moves would be for that 
night until I was at least out of the 
C Faction’s parking lot. There was a 
nice restaurant 20 miles from their 
subdivision. Good pasta and lousy 
breadsticks. 
 That night, I pulled up to 
the last townhouse at the faction’s 
headquarters. The door was painted 
blood red, making it seem black in 
the darkness. I’d missed it 12 times 
in a row because of that little change; 
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Dr. Greenbrier had only said that it 
was the only blood-red door in the 
entire subdivision. That was the only 
address that Dr. Greenbrier had given 
me at the doctor’s office. She smiled 
deviously and said that she’d give me 
the best private reading possible. I’d 
smiled like that actually interested me.  

To my annoyance, the spaces 
in front of the townhouse were all 
taken. I coaxed my little car up on 
the curb, on to the side walk, facing 
the road in case I needed to leave in a 
hurry, and got out of my car, making 
a mental note to fix the screeching 
door. I felt the useless gun strapped 
to my waist, digging into my side. It 
was only there to make me feel like I 
had some control. The psychics could 
always make me shoot myself and 
sing a nursery song while doing it, but 
putting my fingers around the handle 
of the gun gave me comfort. 
 Every room in the house was 
dark; the entire row of housing was 
dark, for that matter. Not even the 
porch lights were on. 

The front door opened before 
I made it to the porch. I checked 
the battery of all the machines and 
carefully stepped over the welcome 
mat. For some reason, the psychics 
we hunted liked placing little gifts for 
us on the doormats to their houses. 
Sometimes, they’d put electric wires 
that gripped your feet and shocked the 
living hell out of you. Sometimes, if 
you stepped on the mat, a knife would 
jump up at you. One day I’d like to 
figure out the psychic’s obsession with 
rigging their welcome mat. 

 To my surprise, the house’s 
original walls were still up, separating 
the house from the houses next door. 
Privacy was always a bad sign. It 
meant that the doors and windows 
would be my only exits. That was a 
very bad sign. 
 Dr. Greenbrier sat in the living 
room, on the floor, still in her white 
doctor’s coat, a single lamp glowing 
behind her. I took a seat opposite her, 
on the white carpeting, and started to 
play with one of its strands. The carpet 
was too coarse. It felt like sitting on 
rough cement. 
 “The machines you have on 
aren’t helping me see your future,” 
she said with a frown. That was her 
greeting. 

It was a very bad sign 
that she even knew I was wearing 
machines. They were supposed to be 
invisible to every prying psychic. The 
Corporation’s scientists had spent a 
decade perfecting them, going so far 
as to steal powerful psychics to test 
our machines. She had a lot of power 
if she knew about the machines, I 
thought unhappily. 
 “What a shame. I have no idea 
how to turn them off,” I lied. “You’ll 
have to live with it. Tell me my future, 
doctor.”
 “I can’t see your future yet.” 
She raised her eyes into mine. I felt 
a chill run up my spine. My hand 
instinctively went for my gun, but 
I stopped myself and took a deep 
breath. “The cloud around you 
that dulls my sight will pass. In 
the meantime, I can tell you about 
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yourself now.”
 “Why would I want to hear 
that?” I asked. I had to steady my 
heart rate. My hands were shaking. 
Stay calm, I thought to myself, though 
my instincts told me to strangle her. 
Just stay calm. 
 “You would be surprised what 
you have yet to admit to yourself, 
what your co-workers hide from you,” 
Dr. Greenbrier replied. She closed her 
eyes and took a deep breath before 
exhaling ever-so-slowly. The machines 
on my body grew hotter. I could feel 
them burning my skin away from the 
sheer effort it took to keep her out of 
my mind. 
 “Why don’t you answer some 
of my questions about your missing 
patients instead?” I said. “Or maybe 
you can answer why you’re in a faction 
that you clearly don’t belong to?” 
 The idea that the machines 
wouldn’t be able to hold out against 
her scared the hell out of me. I could 
already feel her prying at the locks the 
machines had made in my mind. It 
wouldn’t take long before she got her 
little fingers through the cracks and 
cracked my mind wide open. 
 “The fact that there are 
factions infuriates you,” she said. 
“Somehow, you think it makes us 
superior to you that we are this 
organized. You want our abilities 
and hate yourself for having none. 
Being near us, even if only to hunt 
us, makes you feel superior to normal 
people. You like thinking that The 
Corporation has control over the 
psychics. You believe that it puts us 

in our place and puts you above us.” 
She paused. Her eyes were wide when 
she said, “Your desire is nothing more 
than to slaughter us all.”
 Damn. 

I hadn’t had a good reading 
from a psychic in a long while. It 
was one of the few times in my life 
that someone had actually discovered 
something about me that I’d rather 
not think about. I made a mental note 
to tell Mr. Ross that the psychics were 
getting stronger. The machines weren’t 
working as well as they should have 
been. I needed to get out of there. 
 “What did you do with those 
patients of yours?” I asked as calmly as 
I could. “What faction do you really 
belong to?” 
 “I killed them all,” Dr. 
Greenbrier said quickly, almost 
nervously. “They turned down the B 
Faction.”
 “I’m sorry to hear that,” I said. 
She was hiding something. 
 “The Corporation wouldn’t 
help our faction get the psychics away 
from the C Faction,” she said. “Your 
Corporation turned the B Faction 
down when we asked you to steal 
them for us. And why? Guess what I 
found out? Guess who they were busy 
helping instead of us? I thought The 
Corporation was only loyal to our 
faction. But here you are. I thought 
you kept better tabs on all of us. You 
didn’t even notice me switch factions, 
though, did you?” 
 For a second I pretended that 
I hadn’t heard her. It was one of the 
best seconds of my life. I forced myself 
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to snap out of it, however, and figure 
out what to do. How had she switched 
factions so easily? We had told the 
factions that horrible things would 
happen if they ever allowed it. So far, 
the lie had worked. Why did it have to 
break apart with my case?

Dr. Greenbrier couldn’t live, 
that much was obvious. I had every 
right in the world to kill her anyway. 
The C Faction would certainly love me 
for it. 
 I tried to remember the 
techniques The Corporation had 
taught me to fight off powerful 
psychics like her. I began thinking 
about how I was going to die and tried 
not to notice my hands reaching for 
my gun. She already had half of her 
hand down into the caverns of my 
mind, pulling up any thoughts she 
wanted. The machines were starting to 
melt into my skin, I noticed painfully. 
I wanted to scream it hurt so badly. I 
had to concentrate on something dull. 
The carpet. The ugly carpet strapped 
to the floor.  
 “Now here is a strange 
thought,” Dr. Greenbrier said. “For 
a reason you don’t know, Bill Reily is 
desperately trying to restrain your ang 
–”
 Dr. Greenbrier slumped over 
when I shot her in the shoulder with 
my gun. She didn’t scream, didn’t 
wince. I think her mind was too 
wrapped up in mine to feel her body’s 
injury. Unfortunately, I was too out 
of practice with a gun to have hit 
anything vital. 

Never, in a thousand years, 

would I have thought that this 
assignment would have led to me 
actually using my gun. I never 
thought anyone would ever figure us 
out, though, and that’d already been 
uncovered. I’m too optimistic. That’s 
my problem. 
 “You should…have let…me…
finish…” Dr. Greenbrier whispered 
hoarsely through the blood in her 
mouth and the heavy spasms coursing 
through her body.
 I turned back around toward 
her when I reached the front door 
and took aim with my gun. This 
time at Dr. Greenbrier’s head. Her 
eyes narrowed at me, and it was like 
someone had driven a hammer into 
the base of my neck. I felt the burnt 
breadsticks coming up my throat but 
managed to gag it back down again. 
The happy idea of killing her was 
driven completely from my mind 
when my survival instincts kicked 
in. It was unprofessional to leave, 
but I needed to live. That was my 
main thought. I ran out of the house, 
leaving Dr. Greenbrier sitting in the 
dark living room. She, I would deal 
with later. 
 Somehow, my ancient car 
started. I forced myself to only think 
about the road. My destination. I 
needed to find Bill Reily. He was the 
only person I could think of. The 
pharmacy was always open. I needed 
to find it. I wasn’t too far away from 
Corporation headquarters anyway. I 
just had to make it to the pharmacy. 
Reily would definitely have a way to 
cure me, I thought. 
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I had one hand on the steering 
wheel and the other hand at the base 
of my throat, trying to somehow 
make myself breathe. Sometimes I got 
breaths in, but that was rare. I couldn’t 
think about that. I had to think about 
driving. The machine strapped to my 
chest forced me to keep breathing 
whenever I could. I had to rely on 
the machine. Streetlights flashed in 
my eyes. A car drove past. Was it 
blue? How could a faction cross-over 
be alive? No one lived if they even 
thought about switching. We didn’t 
want the factions communicating with 
each other. The car had been black. 
Maybe silver. Who could tell at night 
anyway? It was infuriating that one of 
them had switched sides without us 
knowing!  

I had left my windows open 
a bit in the car and the wind shuffled 
through my hair. I concentrated on 
how strange it felt having my hair 
displaced by something I couldn’t see. 
I thought about the road in front of 
me. My breathing grew more irregular. 
Dr. Greenbrier had tightened her hold 
on my neck. 
 The lights of the pharmacy 
were dimmed, but the lights of the 
interior were still on, and I saw a few 
of my colleague’s cars in the parking 
lot. I only managed to stop my car 
out front and leave it running. My car 
door screeched when I staggered out, 
and I made a vague mental note to 
spray some WD-40 on it. The doors to 
the pharmacy slid open and a gush of 
cold air pushed against me. I couldn’t 
breathe in the air, though. I looked 

around and found that there wasn’t 
anyone nearby to call for help. Damn 
it, I wasn’t even sure if I could move. 
 With excruciating effort, 
I managed to drag myself to the 
pharmacy desk at the back of the 
store. I propped myself up against 
the shelves stacked with cereal boxes 
and inflatable swimming pools, and 
tried to focus more on the items on 
the shelves rather than think about 
how far away the damned pharmacy 
counter was. My vision had blurred, 
and I wondered what kind of brain 
damage I would have to suffer through 
for this stupid mission. I swore that as 
soon as I was fixed, I would go back 
and kill Dr. Greenbrier slowly and 
painfully. The grounds for her murder 
would have to be that she had killed 
some of her patients. No one at the 
C Faction needed to know that she 
came from the B Faction. None of the 
factions ever thought too deeply about 
the conclusions we gave them anyway. 
 With my last bit of strength, I 
pounded on the desk of the pharmacy 
for attention. My body finally felt 
a disconnect from my brain, and I 
let go of the desk that had held me 
up. The ground felt colder than the 
air. Smooth too. I had probably hurt 
my head even more when it cracked 
against the floor, but maybe that noise 
would get someone’s attention. 
 “Oh God!” I heard Reily say. 
He rolled me over to my back and saw 
me clutching at my throat. “Just hang 
in there, buddy. Don’t die yet.” 
 Hell, it had been a miracle that 
I had driven there in the first place, 
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I wasn’t about to die. Just making it 
there was a testament to the machines. 
Every single one had a purpose, I 
realized then. The stupid, little, black 
boxes had a function more than just 
deflecting the psychics. At least The 
Corporation was getting its money’s 
worth from our scientists. 
 Reily came back and roughly 
jammed a needle into my neck. The 
hammer still pressed against my 
trachea suddenly disappeared. I gasped 
and sucked in air, coughing, spitting 
and nearly throwing up on the white 
floor. 
 “Kill her…” I managed to 
gasp. I sat up and tried to shake 
my head free of the beginnings of a 
pounding headache.
 “Calm down,” Reily said. 
“Deep breaths. No need to get so 
worked up.” He had his hand on my 
back, patting it like a father.  
 When I had finally controlled 
my breathing and assured myself 
repeatedly that I wasn’t going to die, 
I let anger and panic get the better of 
me.
 “There’s this stupid, stupid 
doctor for the C Faction. She’s really 
part of the B Faction and trying to get 
the really strong psychics to join the 
B Faction.” Reily looked like he was 
about to speak, but I just kept going. 
“She just said something about Te 
Corporation being the real traitor by 
helping the other factions. All of them 
except B because we won’t touch that 
faction.”
 “But we help B out all the 
time,” Reily said, scratching his head. 

 “I know. That stupid lie 
doesn’t matter right now. Reily, I have 
to go kill her before she tells people in 
the C Faction things they don’t need 
to know.”
 “It’s strange that The 
Corporation missed a cross-over. 
I thought they kept tabs on every 
psychic.”

“So did I,” I muttered. “I don’t 
like cleaning up after my company.” 

“Do you think any others have 
changed factions and lived?” 
Reily asked. 
“I have to go kill her,” I said. I 

didn’t want to think about what he’d 
asked; I could only see that damned 
woman drowning in her own blood. 
Looking at Reily calmed me down a 
bit, at least. 
 “Right, and I’m going to 
pretend that you never came in 
tonight for anything except more 
memory drugs,” Reily said. “Have a 
good evening. Come back tomorrow 
night for your re-fills.”
 “Thanks for saving me,” I 
muttered and left. 
 It took maybe three minutes 
to get back to C Faction’s headquarters 
again. I passed the apartment complex 
that made up our own headquarters 
and tried not to think about how 
much I’d rather be sleeping than doing 
this. 
 Dr. Greenbrier took a while 
to die that night and I enjoyed every 
second of it. First, I had to wait for her 
to stitch up her wounded shoulder. 
Then I had to turn my black machines 
on full power and think of the grass 
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for a good hour until she was satisfied 
enough that I wasn’t there. She was in 
a small room in the middle of a row 
of townhouses fast asleep. Dark green 
siding that looked horrible with the 
gold trim. Whoever painted it must 
have been drunk.
 She finally suffocated from 
trying to breathe through her own 
pillow. The fortune teller couldn’t 
direct her energy at me because she 
couldn’t see me, and my machines and 
practically blank mind wouldn’t allow 
her to sense me.  
 I left the psychic in her room, 
and drove home with my windows 
rolled down, blasting classical music. 
No one ever does that, I think. But 
it’s genius, isn’t it? Blasting classical 
music. Who wants to complain about 
classical music being too loud? I 
felt particularly pleased with myself 
because I got the radio to work in 
the first place. For once, hitting the 
radio repeatedly had actually worked. 
Killing Dr. Greenbrier had put me 
in a better mood than I’d been in for 
years. It was like a lock on my mind 
had been snapped open, and I felt 
fantastic. 
 I wondered if she had told 
over psychics. It’d give me a chance to 
kill someone again. God I hope she 
did. 
 That night I took the drugs, 
but the thought of wanting to kill 
someone wouldn’t leave my head. I 
dreamed about it, and woke up with 
my hands practically ripping open my 
pillow. I was so happy. One of the best 
dreams I’d had in a while. 

 As my car door screeched 
when I opened it the next morning 
in front of The Corporation’s 
headquarters, I decided that it was 
more important remembering to 
fix my screeching door. It probably 
wasn’t good that I had enjoyed killing 
someone. Right? 
 Naturally, Greenbrier was the 
beginning of what would soon become 
the best example of chaos the world 
had seen in centuries. I didn’t even 
know what I was back then, after all.   



Perseus and Andromeda
Joachim Wtewael
1611, Oil on canvas
Musée du Louvre, Paris

I, the lonely, unburied skull,
Abandoned, jawless, brown,
Rest upon a femur bone,
Nearly stepped on by her perfect foot.

I know your gaze is elsewhere 
--As it was during my life—
Upon noble Perseus, 
Brandishing his black blade for love
In the roiling thunder clouds,
Galloping in mid-air
With his flying matador cape.

Upon the monster he dangles above,
Perched on the brown-blue sea,
Straining its great neck to our hero
As its pink extremities 
Make froth from the troubled waters
And its tail wraps, agitating,
Like a serpent of its own.

But when you see her, 
Not even this fantastic beast
Can compare to the beach’s rapturous prize–

Andromeda
Arms shackled in that perfect way to display 
her rosy curvature,
Trying to appear distressed,
Bosom free except for a strip of yellow silk 
that clings lovingly to her contours.
Even the light seems to revere her,
Bringing her porcelain skin and blushed 
cheeks to glow
While the darkness nestles along the nape of 
her neck
And down her sinuously,
Reaching the white silk that gathers at the 
radiant thigh,
Reminding of her innocence.
Her delicate network of toes barely graze the 
ground
Or the rubicund conch, expelled from the 
serpent’s churn.

Her golden-haired head inclines to her lover.
But her eyes gaze mistily elsewhere.
Her hands form graceful appeals for help,
But their perfunctory prayer holds little fear
Or notice of the chains snaking to the rock,
As though she is lost as you are lost in the 
magic of herself.

Who am I to compare, 
A mere symbol of mortality,
A former victim of the sea-monster’s lash?
I once stood on that beach
And faced her very doom,
But my desperate pose drew no rescue,
While hers won Perseus and immortality.

Beauty’s Power: A Skull’s Ode
 by Kellia Moore
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Scout's Honor
 by Russell Lee Doré
She really didn’t look forward to 
the Cub Scout dinner. The annual 
Blue-Gold Banquet was one of the 
few times that all of the dens got 
together. It was the night that they 
presented the merit badges that the 
boys had earned. To Judy’s nine year 
old son it was a big deal, and of course 
she would be there for him. It was 
important to her to provide him and 
his younger sister with some of the 
things they might miss because of her 
divorce. Her ex-husband had moved 
to Hawaii and rarely saw his children.
But spending an evening with a bunch 
of kids and their parents did not seem 
like a treat, especially since she earned 
her living by taking children into her 
home all day. The younger ones came 
for a full day, and the older ones came 
after school. She really liked kids, but 
kid activities were not really her idea 
of a night out. When she got to the 
grade school gym where the meeting 
was, her son took off right away to 
see his buddies. So she sat down away 
from the chaos to relax a little. Shortly 
Ron wandered up, looked down and 
struck up a conversation with her. “I 
guess your son is a cub scout, too.” 
 “Yes, he really enjoys it.” And 
so the chit-chat went on. Then it was 
time to eat, and they got in the buffet 
line. As Judy put her last spoonful of 
spaghetti on her paper plate, it gave 
way in the middle, folded over and the 
spaghetti went flying on Ron’s shoes.
 “Oh, I am so sorry. I should 

have used double plates. I didn’t realize 
they were so flimsy.”
 “That’s OK. I hope it wasn’t 
something I said,” he joked. 
She laughed and said, “No, this is how 
I get acquainted with people.”
He chuckled.
 “Whatever works for you! 
Well, I guess I have to go sit at the 
table with my son’s den. It was nice 
talking with you.”

They each started walking toward their 
sons’ den table—the same table!
 “So we meet again,” Judy said.
“I guess our sons are in the same den,” 
Ron commented.
 They sat across the table and 
talked, finding that they were both 
single parents. She had been in the 
community for years; he was a relative 
newcomer to the area. She had been 
divorced for a number of years, while 
he had his final court date coming up 
soon.
 Later, as the meeting broke 
up, Ron said, “Mind if I call you and 
continue our conversation?”
 “No, I don’t mind at all. Are 
you sure you will call, or are you just 
being nice?” Judy joked.
 “No, I really will call. Scout’s 
honor.”

So he called that night and they talked 
for 3 hours. Then they had their first 
date, and they started going places 
together with the two boys and her 
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younger daughter. One of the first 
places was the Van and Camper Show. 
They found that they both enjoyed 
travel and the out-of-doors. One 
day, after several months of dating, 
he showed up with a new full size 
van. He had traded in his two door 
hatchback for this much larger vehicle.
 “What would a guy be doing 
with that big van, unless he thought 
his family was going to grow?” Judy 
thought while a smile formed on her 
face. “Nice van,” she commented.
“I thought it would be big enough to 
carry camping gear,” he replied.
 “That too,” she thought with a 
slight smirk.

Six months later they were able to 
spend a weekend away together 
without the kids. He picked an old 
inn in Northern Michigan, with a 
beautiful view of Little Traverse Bay 
which connects to Lake Michigan. 
They went out for dinner, and Ron 
seemed unusually nervous. “Maybe 
he has something to ask me tonight, 
or maybe he will tell me that this 
relationship is not really going 
anywhere,” Judy thought.
 After dinner they took a 
walk down by the bay. After some 
uncomfortable small talk, he finally 
blurted out ”Will you marry me?”
 “Hot doggie!” she exclaimed 
spontaneously.
 “What?” he asked.
 “I said hot doggie. That means 
yes. Yes, I will marry you.”
 “One thing before you decide 
for sure,” he said slowly.

 Her heart skipped! “What’s 
that?” she asked cautiously.
 “I kind of rushed into my first 
marriage. I need some time before we 
actually get married.”
 “How long?” she asked. Was 
this going to be something drawn out 
over several years? She had just gotten 
out of a relationship that had gone on 
too long before it had dwindled out. 
That guy was a little older, and his 
kids were raised. It became evident to 
her that he really wasn’t into raising 
another young family. What was going 
to be the barrier this time?

 “I need at least six months,” 
he said. “I just want to give it a little 
more time now.
 “I think I can handle that.”
Six months later they were married, 
with their three children as their 
attendants. It was 12 months to the 
day from the Blue-Gold Banquet 
where they had met! Judy was still 
very glad she had gone to the Cub 
Scout dinner. And so was Ron. Scout’s 
honor!
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Too early
 by Kelly Moore

Cry.
Soft gray light through the blinds

No, not this early
Ma ma ma ma ma

Fumbling for glasses on windowsill
Ugh, exactly what time is it?

AHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!
Creaking knees, stiff joints, eyes refusing to focus

Oh my gosh, five o’clock
DA DAAAAAAAAAA!!!!
Stumbling across room,

reaching for door,
soft carpet under bare feet

Why so early, why?
Waaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!

Make it to bathroom, relief
I’m almost there, just wait, be patient, too early

Ma da ma da ba ba ba ….
waaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!!!!

Wash hands, open bedroom door, step in
Okay, okay, I am here, calm down

Ma ma ma ma……HI!
Pick up happy child, hug deeply, smile
Mama is here, early or not, I love you.

Mama.
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