


2 UNORIGINAL

Guest pages are provided by
Mark Vertigo and Jen Bloodstone

from New Surreal Comics

@NewSurrealComics



3

 I always have trouble when I write these lett ers, and today with 
four issues complete and uncountable draft s for each I think I have fi nally 
realized why. Th is lett er is the start of a conversation with you Dear 
Reader, and I don’t know you. Speaking about a shared interest helps 
though so bear with me while I talk at you for a moment about this.
 Th is issue is as exciting to me as every issue but I want to 
mention three quick things. I have a print exclusive! Snowbroth on page 
8 won’t exist when this gets released to the website. I really enjoyed the 
story and hope you get a chance to read it. Secondly, there is a story 
about Donald Trump and it’s not a dystopian piece! I’ve also spoken with 
the author about continuing the Trump Tale into future issues if you like 
it, so let me know. Last but certainly not least, there’s nudity in this issue, 
I think the atmosphere created in the work fi ts in here, and I’m excited 
too see the diversity of contributions increase!
 Hopefully you like what’s come together in this issue, it’s so 
much more than just those three contributions and I really hope you’ll 
love it. 

@unoriginalmag
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 I grew up the only child of a single mother and I was 
always proud of that fact. I loved my mother when I was child, 
the fact that my father wasn’t in the picture never bothered me. 
You have to understand she was everything to me she my mother, 
when she was around it was like the whole house felt lighter. It was 
like nothing dark or bad could ever touch you. I never needed a 
night light or a teddy bear, because I knew she was right down the 
hall.
 “Then why’d you kill her John.” The pug faced public 
defender on the other side of the table asked.
I groaned. “I’m telling you what happened just let me work my 
way to it.”
 “This is your last hearing your 18 now.” The public 
defender said. I could tell from the look in his eye that he had 
never won a thing in his life and this case wouldn’t be any 
different but dammit I wanted my story to be told. Exactly how it 
happened.
 “Like I was saying....”
 We lived at the edge of town in this old two story. A 
rickety old farm house with no land left to its name. It stood like a 
proud old man with a hunch back to stubborn to give into gravity. 
When she wasn’t working my mom was cleaning or painting or 
decorating. Anything she could to make that house a little nicer. 
That was her.
 She always had a plan. This year a fence, white picket. 
Next, year we will redo the whole kitchen. She was a real go getter 
making 7.50 an hour and raising me by herself daring the whole 
damn world to open its judge mental mouth. Other poor kids 
went to school with ripped clothes, but not me no sir never. She 
always made sure I looked like a prince even if she was draped in 
rags. My mother was a queen among peasants.
 You need to know this so you can understand exactly 
what happened that night on my twelfth birthday December 22nd, 
2004. The day everything changed. 
 It had been raining for three straight days that I 
remember because I was miserable and wet from the walk from 
the bus stop when I got in the house. The other that stood out 
was my mother was home because she was sick. I know what 
you’re thinking everyone gets sick, but let me tell you in the eleven 
years leading up to my twelfth birthday I never saw that women 
sneeze once. In eleven years she never took a sick day and she was 
damned proud of it. But, this rain cast a dark cloud over the whole 
town and her too. 
 The rain was terrible three straight days. It was a deluge. 
Mother was up in her room with the door closed. Shut tight. She 
never did that ever it’s how I knew something was wrong. The 
house that she loved like a cantankerous old man had suddenly 

seemed so cold. I mean it was like every dark spot in the house 
grew more prominent. And it was growing more so. I could see the 
shadows moving across the wall.
 That’s when she started coughing. Loud, hacking coughs 
that echoed through the whole house. She sounded like a twelve 
pack a day smoker on her last leg. I remember going into the 
kitchen to get her a glass of water.
Something else. Something strange.
 The water came out rust brown first then it tapered off. 
The water in that old house was well water don’t get me wrong, 
but it had never done that before. Anyway, I got her a glass of 
water and went to go up the stairs. Every step I took up those stairs 
seemed to echo through the whole house. Like the house was 
telling me be careful now. The light in the hallway wouldn’t turn 
on. I’m not sure why. Her coughs rattled the entire house.
 I knocked on her door.
 “Go away.” She hollered from inside the room.
 Twelve years and that was the first time she ever hollered 
at me. I pulled my courage around me like winter jacket and 
opened her door. My mother was lying on her side away from 
me. Wheezing and hacking. “Didn’t I tell you to scram brat?” She 
huffed out.
 “I brought you a glass of water.” I said my courage 
evaporated leaving me as vulnerable as a newborn lamb.
She hacked and rolled over. I almost screamed. She had black gunk 
coming out her eyes, mouth and nose. “Do I look like I need water 
boy?” She said her voice sounding like a dog choking on a chicken 
bone. Primal and dying. Glass shattered on the floor as I dropped 
the glass, back peddling out as quickly as I could feeling the burn 
as my awkward motions put glass shards into my feet.
 She launched herself off the bed and fell to the floor on 
all fours. Lapping at my bloody footprints like a cat to cream. I 
couldn’t even remember to scream but my prick remembered to 
piss itself. That was the moment that I realized in some small way 
that nothing would ever be right again.
 I ran taking the stairs with leaping bounds, she was 
fast on my tail running on all fours and her teeth clacking as 
she continually ground and snapped her jaws. Her body bent at 
unnatural angles. She moved like an insect side to side. Running 
with the crackling sound of popping joints and snapping bones. 
Like sweet Orpheus at the mouth of hell I turned towards my 
mother, my Eurydice. Fool. 
 On all fours she couldn’t take the stairs so she slithered 
down the wall. Her mouth elongated at an unnatural angle and 
blew forth what I have only been able to describe as a trumpet 
blast. Every window shattered in the house, every glass blew. 
The old wood floors of my home sweet home were covered with 

Mother Dearest
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broken glass and shattered dreams. 
 The house where I had felt most safe, whose walls were 
once my shield now became my prison. In that moment I was 
more akin to a rat trapped with a snake in a cage than another 
human being.
 Crack went my mother’s back as she stood erect. A 
spider leering at its fly. Her mouth grew wider trumpeting again as 
she wobbled unsteady on two legs. Awkward and slow making me 
think of the scene from Bambi where his mother teaches him to 
walk. All out of piss I remembered to scream. 
Loud and childish, I knew no matter what 
happened I would never sleep right again. 
There came a sound of cold cuts being pulled 
apart as my mother shed the skin off of her 
torso, her rib bones clacking and wriggling, 
gnashing together like the jaws of some primordial beast.
 She shambled towards me sure and slow. She was 
awkward on two legs yet seemed sure of the kill to come. The 
lion to the gazelle. I dragged myself backwards into the kitchen, 
my ass dragging across the cruel yellow linoleum that sat quiet 
as the horror progressed. Her tongue crept out slow and pulled 
itself across her top row of teeth. Black gook still leaked out of her 
dripping itself down her bones and puddling around her feet as 
she walked. Hissing as it the linoleum. Not so high and mighty 
now. Every small detail screamed for attention, perhaps because of 
the unreality of the situation.
 My body came to a sudden halt as my back hit the 
unmoving mass that was the kitchen cabinet. She licked her teeth 
and gnashed her ribs. Her tongue seemed to dance wildly as it 
darted to and fro. A snake begging for release, in terror I pulled 
my body up on shaking legs knowing with that animal part of my 
mind that if I stayed on my back I was going to die. The thing that 
now wore my mother’s bones trumpeted again. This time it was so 
loud all the porcelain dishes shattered, exploding out of cabinets 
like a bottle rocket. I think one of my eardrums shattered because 
I could feel something hot and wet trickling down my neck. And I 
could barely hear. But, the adrenalin was soaring through my veins 
and I had no time to check anyway.
 I turned and grab a knife from the sink trying not to slip 
in the blood from my feet. I slashed wildly. The knife got stuck 
in the neck of the damn thing. My Mother. The thought brought 
tears to my eyes. Its rib mandibles reached towards me so I let go 
and run. Behind me, I heard it fall to all fours again as it scuttled 

behind me. I tore open the front door. My bloody feet flew from 
under me on the soaking wet stairs. Sprawled face down in the 
mud the hairs on the back of my neck rose to full height. In a 
moment I thought I would be dead. 
 However, I rolled over just in time my mother’s broken 
form tumbled in the mud, having pounced from the stairs and 
finding no fleshy purchase where it landed. As it skittered and slid 
I ran towards the shed. My feet hurt with every stride pounding 
glass shards into my foot like a carpenter pounding nails. Fight or 

flight, I didn’t want to die tonight.
 The shed made the house look new. 
We had only ever used it to store the push 
mower. The rain sprayed splattering the 
roof the shed and drenching the earth. My 
breaths came shallow and slow as I entered 

the door and reached for my prize. An old axe, it was big, notched 
and rusty as sin. My mother had forbidden me to play with it for 
fear I would hurt myself. How ironic I would have to use to save 
her and myself. 
 The thing that wore her bones no longer trumpeted as it 
kept slipping and sliding in the mud as it ambled towards the shed. 
I cried hard, sobbing as I walked towards her I started to laugh. 
The beast hissed at the rain. Its dull black eyes still oozing goo 
looked at me knowingly. The gazelle had become the lion. 
 Its ribs clacked uselessly in the mud. The first swing I did 
from over my head hard and strong. The rest were short and sweet. 
The whole time the creature’s dull black eyes bore into my own 
letting me know for sure that my mother was indeed gone. I didn’t 
stop until it was in pieces, just to make sure it was dead. So you see 
I didn’t kill my mother I laid her to rest.
 The public defender across the table was white as a 
sheet. “You hacked her up with an axe.” He blurted.
 “I set her free.” I replied.
 “You really believe that John?” He asked his color 
returning.
 “Didn’t you hear my story?” I asked.
 He smiled at me then like a shark smelling blood in the 
water. “I sure did. You tell it just like that and we can plead insanity 
for sure.” With that my public defender took his leave. Assuring me 
that I would be moved to serve out my sentence in a cushy state 
run Sanatorium. Maybe, at least the pills they would give me there 
would let me sleep.

“Like I was saying....”
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 Wait, what had just happened in the previous second, 
President Donald Trump thought.
Somehow--unbeknownst to him--he had been heavily dosed with 
at least one hallucinogenic substance. His last conscious thoughts 
scrambled, one after the other trying to grab hold of Donald. Alas, 
his Earthly existence faded from him.
 Donald wasn’t dead, but a duality began to penetrate 
Donald. His physical being was on Earth, yes, but his mind, spirit 
and heart were caught in a powerful force. To Donald, it was as if 
he existed here, but also somewhere else.
 For the first time in his life, Donald began experiencing 
an out-of-body experience, courtesy of psilocybin, or d-lysergic 
acid diethylamide, or 11-hydroxy delta-9 tetrahydrocannabinol, or 
dimethyltryptamine, or maybe more compounds that somehow 
got into his bloodstream and crossed his blood-brain barrier.
 Donald wanted to move, wanted to scream, wanted 
to open his eyes and see. But it was too late, his mind’s eye took 
hold and Donald was going nowhere except inward. A deep, low-
frequency hum slowly capitulated. Eyes closed or not, Donald saw 
pitch black nothingness. The hum swelled to a low-pitch flanging 
roar. Donald’s heart beat faster, until it matched the rhythm of the 
hum.
 Out of nowhere, in the vast void of Donald’s mind’s eye, 
he saw himself at four-years-old. His comb over existed then, but 
with vibrant blonde hair made brighter by the navy polo shirt he 
wore and dark pleated dress pants. The little Donald started at a 
crisp $100 bill. The roar of the hum softened. Donald’s father, Fred 
Sr., entered the void and stood above little Donald.
 “You want that money, son?” Fred asked.
 “No! I want to be on the money, daddy,” little Donald 
said.
 His father laughed.
 “Only men who achieve greatness are on American 
money, and you won’t achieve anything, but your older brother is 
destined for greatness! You, young Donnie, you were supposed to 
be Donna!”
 Little Donald began to scream, until it morphed into the 
hum. Fred kept laughing slower as his entity began to fade. Little 
Donald’s head enlarged endlessly to fill Donald’s mind’s eye void, 
and a bright white light shot out from Little Donald’s mouth. The 
light persisted for a while, and finally shrunk into the sun in the 
sky.
 Now Donald was seeing himself again at 11 - or was it 
twelve - 12-years-old. His outfit was similar; his hair, still youthful 
and thick. Sitting at a picnic table with young Donald was his older 
brother, Freddy Jr., outfitted much the same way. The picnic table 
looked like it was on an island, barely the size of a living room, 
somewhere in the ocean. 
 “Gin!” Young Donald said
 “Oh Donnie, you always win,” Freddy Jr. hollered.

 “What’s that I hear? Oh, no you did not win, Donald,” 
their father’s voice boomed.
 Young Donald and his brother stared at each other 
motionless. “You did not win” reverberated loudly as the ocean 
water creeped up the Trump sons’ legs. They still did not move 
and slowly the ocean consumed them, the picnic table and its little 
island. In the theater of Donald’s mind, an ocean carried on as if 
nothing ever happened.
 Donald’s deepest urge to respond to his father remained 
silenced under the influence. Normally, Donald would respond to 
a defeating thought from his father by reminding him that Donald 
was rich and famous, envied worldwide.
 But the hallucinogens maintained control. With the 
ocean water drifting through Donald’s mind, the sound of rushing 
water began. Donald now saw his present day self pop up in the 
middle of the water, which was draining swiftly now, and Donald 
was soon just standing in an empty ocean, but the sound of 
rushing water persisted.
 As if from above, U.S. cash started pouring down in 
perfect stacks. Soon the stacks grew so high, Donald could not see 
the sunlight of his mind’s eye. The stacks piled so high and tight 
that Donald panicked, fearing suffocation. One by one, the cash 
stacks began to fall and cash enveloped Donald. In that moment, 
on Earth, Donald wanted to move and wanted to stay still. Duality 
struck again. Every muscle, tendon and sinew in his body tensed at 
once, and relaxed at the same time.
 Seeing himself struggle in a sea of money led Donald 
to a thought pattern he had never explored. Was he alive? Was he 
dead? Was he now? Somehow, these concepts flashed through 
Donald’s head, all the while watching himself seemingly drown 
in cash. For certain, Donald had no control over this experience, 
something he had never felt or known he could feel until now. 
Nothing could allow Donald to deconstruct this trip, and perhaps 
nothing ever would.
 The tumbling and raining cash continued and the sea of 
it in which Donald tried staying afloat began to spin.   
 Thousands of layers of cash spun around Donald, faster 
until the endless amounts of cash flattened to form an immense 
bedsheet, which began to undulate like a breath, up and down. 
The sheet’s rhythmic vertical thrusts started to toss Donald into 
the air. Suddenly, the unbelievably large bedsheet shrunk to a 
king-sized sheet.
 Donald saw hands begin to grab the perimeter of the 
sheet. More hands kept the sheet taut, maneuvering it up and 
down to keep Donald buoyant. Then Donald saw faces. He saw 
faces of victims of his life’s pursuits: unpaid contractors, immigrant 
families evicted without notice, financially-ruined citizens Donald 
beat up in court with his monetary might, his former hair stylists, 
Muslim families, Rosie O’Donnell, women on which he made 
sexual advances and business partners he backstabbed.

Trump Trips
Christian Losciale
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 All of these people tossed him higher and higher, from 
the firm support of the cash-made bed sheet, to heights of his 
mind’s eye. Then Donald heard crying. The higher the tired and 
poor tossed Donald, the louder the crying. Eventually he was flung 
so high, he never came down. Instead, he landed on the roof of the 
Trump Tower in New York City. Nobody was in the city, it was 
producing no noise. All of the colors appeared more contrasted, 
saturated and hazy. Buildings wiggled, like half-cooked spaghetti. 
The crying continued.
 Donald turned around to see his brother, the source of 
the crying. Freddy Jr. wore a hospital gown and he hung from a 
crucifix. Several intravenous drips hung from the cross. Despite 
being stuck to the arm of the cross, Freddy clutched a liquor bottle 
in his left hand. As much as he could, Freddy made an effort to 
bring the bottle toward his mouth. Then he started mumbling. 
Donald’s head elongated much like an octopus’ arm to be right 
next to his brother’s face.
 Above the still silence, Donald heard his brother.
 “I flew planes not to be like you. I fished not to be like 
you. I drank not to be like you. I died, so I could not be like you, 
Donnie.”
 Donald’s stretchy head snapped back into his neck. A 
feeling overwhelmed his body. Freddy looked at Donald again and 
shouted, “Dad never loved us!” The brothers cried in unison only 
to be interrupted by their father’s voice.
 “A drunk and a clown, that’s what I get?” Fred Sr. asked 
rhetorically. He existed more as a silhouette, floating above the top 
of Trump Tower. He hovered over Freddy Jr.’s cross, which was 
falling apart, one screw and one knot at a time. Freddy Jr. wiggled 
free his left hand, unscrewed the liquor bottle cap with his mouth 
and chugged.
 His father knocked over the crucifix with a dry hump.
 “Dad, no!” Donald yelled.
 “You see! Look how weak you are,” Freddy Sr. said. 
“Your brother is at his nadir, at death’s door, hopeless, sad. And 
you still care! That kind of weakness will prevent you from 
greatness, son. If you want feel bad for people, then move to 
Mexico where you can feel bad for all the druggies, rapists and 
thieves. Otherwise, toughen up, son!”
 With each word Fred Sr. spoke, the size of his lips, teeth, 
tongue, gums augmented. Donald shrunk simultaneously, making 
his father’s mouth so big it consumed his body. All Donald heard 
now was his dad shouting “Loser!” repeatedly.
 Soon the repeated word transformed into the hum. In 
this moment, Donald’s brain tried to show him his brain. His 
mind’s eye flooded with flowing patterns of geometric shapes in 
colors foreign to a sober human being. It was as if his brain was 
reading code and illustrating the reading process to Donald.
 Maybe he was witnessing the bioelectrochemical 
happenings of the human mind, body, spirit and heart. Perhaps 
he had entered another dimension. Or maybe, just maybe, this 
is what death feels like. Donald’s sense of control reached its 
lowest point. His showed him everything and nothing. His body 
longed to move and found contentedness in holding perfectly still. 
Donald was here, on Earth, and nowhere. He existed and he did 
not exist.
 This absence of autonomy, complete non-attachment, 
never struck Donald before. A duality of being insignificant and 

significant weight on Donald’s chest. The scramble of shapes, 
colors and decoding carried on. Donald was everything and 
nothing.
A yellow blinding light forced Donald to squint. A small dot 
appeared in the distance. The hum continued. Donald’s eyes 
telescoped from his head to zoom on this dot. It was Earth. His 
eyeballs snapped into their sockets. Again, Earth looked like a dot.
 Around Earth, the galaxy took shape and the bright light 
faded to allow an indigo haze to fill the void. Donald was now 
seeing an overwhelming visual display, all captured in his mind’s 
eye. A glowing vastness filled with planets, stars, suns, moons, 
asteroid belts, star clusters and solar systems.
The hum ceased. Again, his eyes telescoped not just to Earth but 
to a hospital room. Donald saw his present-day self laying in a 
hospital bed. Two crocodiles, walking upright, entered the room. 
Both wore white doctor’s coats over tailored suits, customized to 
allow their tails to drag in tow.
One croc doc said to the other, “It’s sad to see an everyday working 
man stretched so thin.”
 “Yeah? You think stress got the best of this fella?”
“Who knows,” said the croc doc as he looked at a clipboard 
stacked with medical history of this version of Donald. “It looks 
like it could’ve been his graveyard-shift job, poor nutrition, 
sedentary lifestyle, city-living--shit, this kind of heart disease is 
common. But coming from the foster system probably didn’t help.”
 “Ugh, that can’t contribute to a healthy life.”
“True. It can happen to anybody. Nobody picks their starting line. 
For some people, it’s right behind the finish line. For others, the 
starting line is on Pluto. Such is life.”
“Such is life.”
 The croc docs looked at the telescoping eyeballs of the 
peeping Donald. Their mouths turned into giant scissors. They 
each punctured an eye and thrusted themselves into Donald’s gut. 
The docs poured out of Donald’s midsection, blood- and gore-
free, traveling through a deep, golden luminescence. Behind the 
docs came a navy-blue haze. Broadcast on the haze as if through 
a projector was an unyielding sequence of Donald’s most hateful 
moments, many from the last few years of him campaigning and 
bogarting the mainstream media.
 He witnessed the strongman he’d become. Yes, he was 
a winner, but at the cost of others’ happiness. He heard words 
and saw images to corroborate how he’d profited from anguish, 
encouraged chaos and outcast tens of millions of citizens who live 
in the country he claimed he wanted to lead.
 Painful moment after moment rushed out from Donald’s 
torso, faster and faster. The sound clips overlapped to form a 
Donald-filled cacophony. Finally the hum returned at a rapid pace, 
and soon became a high-pitched hum. The haze began to taper off, 
and the hum was left with a black void.
Stillness. Nothingness. Donald settled. He saw himself one more 
time, again in present day, except he was shaved bald. Donald 
was looking at himself dressed in light bluejeans a black T-shirt 
that fit snug against a thinner, more toned version of himself. 
This trimmer Donald looked up and smiled. He reached his arms 
overhead and began repeating a mantra.
“Winners love.”
 The hum stopped.
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 The Cross Roads Cafe was an out of the way little 
nothing of a diner in the foothills of Tennessee. A double wide 
aluminum sided monstrosity sitting off the edge of the highway in 
the wood line, it wasn’t much to look at with its pothole pocked 
parking lot and smudged windows. An old Chevy pickup was 
rusting into nothing in front of the building near the sign, filled 
with black potting soil it had become a flower bed for the owner’s 
purple iris and some creeping vines that crawled along the wheel 
wells and up the front grill. A neon sign in the cracked window by 
the front door flickered with the word OPEN despite the parking 
lot being completely empty.  Inside, the diner had a retro decor of 
red vinyl seats with aluminum trim that matched the bar and every 
table’s red top. The walls were surrounded in neon tubes and lined 
with photos of celebrities who had dined at the Cross Roads Cafe 
over the years. Country music legends and Hollywood royalty had 
left their autographed marks to prove they were there as Buddy 
Holly and the Big Bopper sang the hits from a jukebox near the 
kitchen door. The whole place was a giant, nostalgic cliché.
 And none of it was real.
 Every morning a little girl with a mop of tangled red hair 
and a frail, freckled body would stretch her arms over her head, 
yawn, and imagine the place exactly how she had always dreamed. 
Moldering carpet and rotted walls would suddenly transform to 
the bright, neon and plastic fantasy world she had always wanted. 
The old burlap bag dress she’d been wearing since before the 
Depression would become a poodle skirt and a pink sweater and 
her frizzled mess of hair would become a tight blonde ponytail. 
The staff would walk out of the kitchen in their period proper 
uniforms and stand at attention as she inspected them all. Marilyn 
Monroe and Katherine Hepburn were her waitresses. James Dean 
had returned as a fry cook with a toothpick hanging out of his 
pursed lips. Marlon Brando waited in a paper hat to mix malts as 
a soda jerk behind the bar. The girl’s name was Ophelia and the 
diner, her little empire of imagination was just one of the joys she 
found in being an ancient trickster goddess forgotten by time and 
myth alike.
 Night was falling outside as imaginary customers were 
seated and sated with imaginary food prepared by an imaginary 
celebrity fry cook and served by an imaginary celebrity waitress. 
To the clueless passerby, it was just another night in an ordinary 
little dump in the middle of nowhere. If not for the man sitting in 
the back of the diner with his feet propped up on the table reading 
the paper, the illusion would have been flawless. Danny Oldham 
was no stranger to the unusual. With his pale skin and mismatched 
blue and green eyes, he’d seen his share of odd over a long life. 
Looking to be somewhere in his thirties his skin was a tapestry of 
faded pink scars that criss crossed his entire body from the top of 
his freshly shaved head to the nine remaining toes he walked on. 
He’d been coming to the diner every night at the same time for a 

year now, smiling at the simulacra experience and getting to know 
little Ophelia as he perused the obituaries. Danny, like everything 
else in the Cross Roads Cafe, was an anomaly because, much 
like the little girl who dreamed the place into existence, Danny 
couldn’t die.
 Sure, he’d tried for years to “shuffle off this mortal coil” 
as it were, and lots of folks had been eager to help him. Still, he’d 
found it impossible to stay dead and, after a long time trying 
to cope with the idea of immortality, He’d made and lost more 
friends and lovers than he could remember while collecting twice 
as many enemies and indifferent strangers. There was a certain 
amount of peace and normalcy he felt when loitering in Ophelia’s 
little diner and even if the food left something to be desired, he 
still enjoyed the company. The two were sharing the booth that 
night, Danny with his obituaries and Ophelia her puppets.
 He loved the obits. He always had. There was a certain 
amount of craftsmanship that went in to summing up a man’s life 
in a single paragraph. It was an underappreciated literary art and 
he thought of himself as a connoisseur of the eclectic medium. 
 “Does it ever get boring?” Ophelia asked. Her voice was 
meek, delicate. 
 “Does what get boring?” He groaned. His voice was 
gruff, less cordial.
 “Being alive like you are?” She continued, her short legs 
kicking back and forth as she sat on the edge of her seat. “I mean, 
I was a goddess. I used to have worshipers and all sorts of stuff to 
do. Even now I still keep busy with things like this place. But you, 
I mean, geez. Do you even remember what it’s like to be afraid of 
death?”
 “Sure I do.” He said with a grin. “I’m just more afraid of 
the mess I have to clean up after I’ve died. Do you have any idea 
how hard it is to get blood out of carpet?”
 She giggled.
 “Why have you been hanging around here so much, 
Danny?” She asked.
 He folded his paper and placed it on the table between 
them. Swinging his legs around, he planted his feet on the floor 
and looked at her. The world saw her as a child, an innocent, 
slightly mischievous little girl. But he saw the creature she really 
was, the thing that existed beyond time and space as men knew 
it. He could see the halo of light that enveloped her and the true 
body that had forced itself into this world from one far different. 
He’d dealt with creatures like her before but few had ever shared 
her pleasant disposition.
 “I’m tired, O.” He told her bluntly, lighting a cigarette 
from the pack he’d left sitting on the table. “I’ve been trying to 
sort some things out, get my head straight about what it is I’m 
supposed to be doing. “
 She nodded.

Dinner at the Crossroads Cafe
Dan Lee
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 “So what have you got so far?” She asked.
 “A headache.”
 “Seriously, Danny.”
 He shrugged. “I’ve been tracking down the same 
monsters for long time and I’ve got nothing to show for it.  It’s 
getting a hell of a lot harder finding these things out in the wild 
anymore and none of them seem to be taking the bait I’ve been 
leaving for them. Let’s face it; I’m not much of a monster hunter.”
 Ophelia laughed.
 “True, but you’ve always had one thing that few others 
can brag about.”
 “And what’s that?”
 The front door chimed as it opened.  The man who 
stepped through wasn’t one of Ophelia’s imaginary customers but 
an actual living, breathing person wrapped in a brown trench coat 
and ragged fedora like some old noir detective stepping off of a 
movie screen.
 “Dumb luck.” Ophelia said with a smile. “A never ending 
supply of ridiculous, dumb luck.”
 The old man in the trench coat looked around the diner 
as he stepped inside. His face was creased in wrinkles, the skin 
brown and leathery from a lifetime out in the sun. His bushy white 
mustache was yellowed under his nose from a pack a day smoking 
habit and both his dark brown eyes were beginning to cloud with 
cataracts as he surveyed the room. He put his coat and hat on the 
rack by the door and limped slowly through the diner, admiring 
the pictures on the wall as well as the waitresses sauntering about 
with trays of fresh food in their hands. After a few minutes of 
marveling he stopped at the booth at the back of the diner and 
offered a crooked smile to Ophelia and Danny. From the jukebox, 
Buddy Holly started to croon an old Al Green tune.
 “Folks mind if I join you?” He asked. His voice was low 
and gruff.
 Ophelia extended an arm and ushered him into the 
bench beside her.
 “Name’s Byron Zakowski,” he continued as he sat down. 
“Been looking for you for quite some time.”
 “For me?” Danny feigned surprise. “Who wants to find a 
miserable bastard like me?”
 “Lots of folks.” Zakowski said. He pulled his phone 
from his pants pocket, scrolled through it for a moment, and then 
placed it on the table between them. “Two hundred and eighty 
different coroner’s reports, police reports, and crime scene photos 
of you scattered across the country over the last century both 
figuratively and literally.”
 “Handsome fellow,” I told him. “What makes you think 
that this is me?”
 “Because I fished you out of the Kalamazoo River in 
sixty-eight when I was a beat cop and again in eighty after I made 
detective. I mean, you once went through the same morgue six 
times in two months. How did they not know it was you?”
 Danny thought for a minute and then grinned. “Otsego, 
Michigan. Yeah, the coroner in that region was a good friend of 
mine. He helped move me in and out pretty quick most of the 
time. I’ve actually got nineteen different plots in the county’s 
Potter’s Field. All of ‘em John Doe.”
 “I believe the point he’s trying to make, Danny,” Ophelia 
interjected. “Is that you’ve made a reputation for yourself. He 

seems to have been following your career. So what can we do for 
you?”
 The old man began wringing his hands together and 
looked down at the phone. He pushed it further towards Danny 
before looking at himself in the reflection of the window.
 “I don’t have much longer left in this world.” Zakowski 
said. His voice was quivering as he spoke. “I came looking for help, 
for answers I guess.”
 “What kind of answers?”
 The old man covered his face with a handkerchief as 
he coughed. As he pulled it away there were blood stains on the 
cotton.
 “Everyone told me I was crazy.” He wheezed. “I ruined 
my career trying to prove that the same man had kept dying again 
and again all over the country. But I knew the truth.”
 “And what is the truth, detective?” Danny asked. “Thrill 
me.” 
 “Everywhere you go, death follows.” Zakowski said. “But 
there doesn’t seem to be a grave that can hold you down. Now, 
either you’ve got the worst luck in human history, or you’ve made 
a deal with the Devil to keep your ass above ground and I’ve got to 
know which it is. What makes a man live forever?”
 Danny shook his head and sighed. “Wish I knew, 
detective. I’m a bad penny. Everywhere I go, something shows up 
to take a piece out of me. It’s like there’s a contest or something. 
Everything in hell wants the honor of killing me for good and, so 
far, no one’s claimed the title. I don’t know why I won’t stay dead. 
Wish I did, though.”
 Zakowski shook his head. “All these years searching for 
answers, piecing together the mystery of the carnage you leave 
behind, trying to understand how it is that you never stay dead 
and you’re telling me the answer to the biggest question I’ve ever 
asked is ‘I dunno’ know?’” 
 Zakowski shook his head.
 “He told me I’d find my answers,” he muttered to 
himself. “And he warned me I wouldn’t like what I found.”
 “Who told you that?” Ophelia asked cautiously.
 “I have a message for you, Danny.” Zakowski growled.
 The lights began to flicker in the diner. The jukebox 
warbled and fell silent. The illusion began to melt, celluloid reels 
of memory and imagination burning against the bulb until the 
dilapidated interior was forced again into reality. Zakowski’s hands 
had begun to shrivel and blacken into the contorted grip of a 
frostbitten fist. The skin along his weathered arms marbled, the 
veins striking out in black and purple lightning across his flesh. 
 “Nothing is forever.” Zakowski growled. “With strange 
eons even death will die.”
 The flesh of his body sloughed off to reveal slick black 
bones wrapped tightly in putrescent muscles. His cataract clouded 
eyes were blood red and glowed in the failing light around the 
diner.  His entire body began to stretch and warp as insect legs 
sprouted from inside his rib cage and lifted him up onto the table.
 “What the hell is this?” Ophelia asked.
 “A nightmare generator.” Danny laughed. “I haven’t seen 
one of these things in years. I thought he was trailing me but I 
needed the extra juice from the ley lines just to be sure.”
 “Should we be worried?” Ophelia asked. 
 “Probably.” Danny said.
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 Zakowski’s lower jaw split open sideways into mandibles 
as a long, black barbed tongue lolled out and began to serpentine 
and twist around the mutilated body.
 “I will shred your sanity and feast on the chaos of your 
mind.” An aperture in the tongue growled. 
 “You’re more than welcome to it,” Danny said, standing 
to look the creature in the eye. “But bigger and better have tried.”
 The barbed tongue split into four thin, snaking tentacles 
that immediately bored into Danny’s skull. 
 Images from Danny’s past flickered through his mind, 
every moment of pain and torment and fear that he had ever 
survived assaulted him all at once. Through the physical and 
psychic hold on his mind, he still managed to smile and laugh at 
the assault. The world through Danny’s eyes was a hellscape. The 
diner itself was little more than an ash filled pit inside a burned 
cinder block basin. The forest around it was littered in charred 
trees, gnarled and smoking match sticks reaching forever into 
the blood red sky. The main road had melted into a black asphalt 
river as bodies writhed and burned trying to stay above the 
waves. Danny could feel his blood boiling, could see the horrors 
of his flesh peeling away strip by strip inside the nightmare world 
projected into his mind. Each agonizing touch sent needs through 
every nerve in his body. 
 “You’re going to try harder than that.” Danny chuckled.
 Ophelia rolled her eyes as the monster and her lone 
customer continued to stare at one another. Despite the nightmare 
world the monster has made to feast upon, there was no visible 
change in the environment around them. Placing her hands over 

one of the slick black arms that had erupted from the creature’s 
chest she whispered something in her diminutive, mousy voice. 
The lights flickered out entirely and, in the split second of 
darkness, carried away the old man and the monster inside him 
to some realm far removed from the little booth at the back of the 
Cross Roads Cafe.
 “What’d you do that for?” Danny yelled. The wounds 
bored through the sides of his skull had already begun to heal. 
“Things were just getting interesting.”
 “You’d have let that poor thing starve to death if I hadn’t 
banished it.” Ophelia scolded.
 “You mean the mind raping, body snatching, psychic 
vampire monster?” Danny asked. “Yeah, I’d have starved him to 
death in a heartbeat. It lives off of people’s fear of death. It creates 
the most terrible world imaginable inside their minds, shatters 
their sanity, and feasts on every negative emotion that comes 
spilling out before they eventually stroke out and die. So yes, I’d 
have starved him out and laughed while I did it.”
 The illusion of the diner flickered again into reality, a 
room full of customers and imitation celebrity servers all going 
about their lives to Mo-Town’s greatest hits crooned by the Big 
Bopper and Buddy Holly.
 “That’s cruel, Danny.” Ophelia said, shaking her head. 
“You should learn some compassion. Everything has to eat.”
 Danny sat back down in the booth, flipped open his 
paper to the obituaries and laughed.
 “That reminds me,” he said. “How about another cup of 
coffee?” 

The End
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 She watched the city’s streets, noticing the many changes 
that had pass over time. There were more people than ever before 
and taller buildings than the one she stood on. With her fractured 
view of the world she wasn’t certain what else she would find.  
Sensing more time had elapsed than she anticipated, she had to 
remind herself time here moved quicker than where she was from. 
If only she could remember where that was.  All she remembered 
in a vague way was that she had been standing on the edge of this 
building for a good long time, drifting in and out of sleep.
 A smell was what woke her from the lethargic state; a 
sweet smell with a tanginess mixed with it. It reminded her of a 
fruit she ate; at a different place from here. She couldn’t remember 
where. Opening her inner eyelid, her eyes had two so she always 
looked to be staring ahead even when asleep, she saw the city’s 
streets far below. People and machine crafts with two or four 
wheels that looked antiquated to her moved along the road. Once 
travel here had even more rustic, consisting of mostly horses and a 
few machine crafts when she first arrived.
 The smell grew stronger, causing a sensation she hadn’t 
felt in ages. Hunger.
 Slowly she lifted her arms up, causing her muscles to 
ache at this little movement. Forcing the small wings on her back 
to lift, she hovered over the stone ledge she’d been sleeping on a 
long time. Almost instantly she landed on her feet, having moved 
only a few inches from where she stood for many years. Again she 
forced her wings to move; harder this time. Within minutes she 
landed on the ground below, her legs on the sidewalk with her 
arms out in the street. 

 A driver from 
one of the machine 
crafts yelled at her as 
he swerved around, 
missing her arms. She 
took little notice of 
him; only thinking 
that it used to not 

hurt so much to land. Before she had time to give it anymore 
thought the smell distracted her.
 She glanced up; seeing a girl. The girl was extremely 
pale with blond hair pulled back into a tight ponytail. Pulling the 
little information she remembered of this city and it’s people, she 
guessed the girl to be around ten. The girl held a small bag in her 
hands. It was from this bag that came the sweet tangy smell.
 The girl looked up, her green eyes showing mild surprise. 
Her eyes glanced up the building and back down. 
 “So, you are real,” the girl said in triumph. “Everyone said 
you were a statue but you didn’t look like a statue.”
 She looked up, seeing her reflection in the window. 
She was only slightly taller than the others on the street. The 

only distinctive difference was her face and eyes. Her face was 
elongated more than the people here and the eyes shaped 
differently.  But the big difference was her wings.  No one else she 
saw had them or maybe they did and theirs were smaller than her 
own.
 Noticing the great interest her bag was causing, the girl 
held it up nearer.
 “I’m Ashley. I didn’t know angels liked lemon drops.”
 “Angels?”
 “That’s what you are, aren’t you?”
 “Where do angels come from?” she asked Ashley.
 “The sky, that’s where heaven is.”
 She came from the sky, she recalled that much. The 
machine craft had brought her here. She nodded. Maybe that’s 
what she was.
 “Then you must be an angel,” the girl said stoutly, as if 
allowing no argument. “That’s where they come from. And you 
have wings, all angels have them. But I thought they’d be bigger.  
What’s your name?”
 “My name…..” Her voice trailed off as she tried 
remembering.
 “Don’t you know? Or you can’t tell me? I’ll just call you 
Angel then, okay?”
 “Yes,” said the ‘Angel’. 
 She had a name but could tell no one, even herself what 
it once was. The Angel was as good as any to use. The two walked 
down the street to where the road became a large circle with a tall 
slender stone monument that rose up higher than the building the 
Angel had slept on for many years.  At the top of the monument 
was the statue of a woman; her arm raised holding a torch. In the 
other hand was a sword and her face was searching ahead into the 
distance, her eyes vacant.
 “What is this place?” the Angel asked, throwing an arm 
out to encompass the whole city.
 “Indianapolis. You’re an angel, don’t you know?”
 “It looks….different than the last time I saw it.”
 “I’m supposed to meet my sister here.”
 Ashley didn’t ask further, only darting across the street 
with no mind to the traffic. The Angel hurried after her, certain 
one of them would be crushed by the crowded machine crafts. 
The noise was deafening this close, she was used to only hearing 
it from the distance below, the sounds drifting up with the breeze. 
She wished she could hide but there was no place out in the open 
here.
 Ashley plopped down on one of the steps at the 
monument, scooping out large handfuls of lemon drops and 
shoving it into her mouth. The Angel finally made it across and sat 
down beside her. 
“Tell me everything,” Ashley said.

“What kind of an angel are 
you anyway? What do you 

even do?”

Eating Candy with the Angel
Kristin Roahrig



31

 “Everything? Such as?”
 “You’re an angel, you must know everything. Here.”
 She handed the bag filled with lemon drops to the Angel. 
She took a bite, savoring the strange taste. It was nothing like the 
fruit of where she was from. This was too hard and the taste wasn’t 
as sweet.  With the taste a small memory returned to the Angel. 
The memory of lying under trees with purple leaves and a red sun 
shining through them.
 “Have you ever saved anyone?” Ashley asked.
 The Angel shrugged noncommittally. She still didn’t 
know her true name, much less what she’d done.
 “Have you at least done any good deeds?”
 Deeds? What kind of questions were these? While 
this world and it’s customs were becoming familiar once more, 
she never recalled the usual introductions inquiring about the 
good deeds one’s done. Times must have changed more than she 
realized.
 “Have you?” the Angel asked politely.
 Ashley shifted uncomfortably.
 “I gave a dollar to one of the homeless on the street,” she 
said.
 The Angel nodded, popping another lemon drop into 
her mouth. It may not taste like the fruit from her home; but it 
would do. 
 “Well, if you don’t save lives or do good, what do you 
do?” Ashley asked.
 The Angel shrugged and ate more lemon drops.
 “’What’s God like?”
 “Who?” the Angel asked.
 “God, you must know him.”
 The name didn’t resonate in her but that didn’t mean she 
never met him. 
 “Have you seen God?”  Ashley persisted.
 Again the Angel shrugged. She was growing tired of 
shrugging and could see Ashley was as well.
 “Does God even exist then?’ Ashley persisted.
 This time the Angel didn’t shrug. Instead she asked a 
question, hoping to steer the girl away from more questions.
 “Have others met this person?” the Angel asked.
 “Well, some say they have, so he’s a person?” Ashley 
asked.

 “If others have met him, this God must be someplace,” 
the Angel said logically.
 Ashley stared at the Angel as if suspecting she really 
didn’t know what she was talking about. Taking the bag from the 
Angel, she ate the last of the lemon drops. 
 “You must have seen the devil,” Ashley said.
 “Who?” the Angel asked, distracted by the 
disappearance of the lemon drops.
 Setting the empty bag down exasperatedly, Ashley asked, 
“If you haven’t seen God or the devil than what is the point in 
doing any good if no one’s watching?”
 “The point? Was there supposed to be one?” the Angel 
asked. Instead of this world making better sense, she was growing 
more disorientated.
 The girl asked the strangest questions. What did meeting 
this God or devil have to do with recounting one’s deeds? But then 
the Angel had found that all children, no matter the species asked 
the strangest question that had nothing to do with anything really.
 “You’re not what I expected of an angel.”
 “I’m sorry,” the Angel apologized.
 “Are the rest of them like you?”
 This time the Angel didn’t answer. She had none and 
didn’t think Ashley was expecting one. Instead Ashley only 
appeared to becoming upset. The Angel tried thinking of what she 
done wrong.
 “What kind of an angel are you anyway? What do you 
even do?”
 Ashley jumped up and left, leaving the Angel with the 
empty bag. The Angel picked up the bag, finding a few broken 
pieces of lemon drops. She ate them and watched the sky as 
she did this.  While trying to understand Ashley, she slowly 
remembered more of her life. She sat for days and nights on the 
steps, only moving occasionally so others wouldn’t become too 
suspicious. And in remembering found what it was she has been 
doing. If Ashley was here, she would tell her what she does. 
 Many years before her machine craft landed, crashed 
more like and help was expected but it was so very far away.  It 
would take time for them to come. At least now she knew what she 
was doing and had been this long time. And while looking at the 
sky, knew what she would continue to be doing here. 
Waiting.
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 “Where is Lachesis?” Atropos asked, cutting another 
thread from the current tapestry on the loom. The snip was 
clean, but she felt the thread catch on a burr and turned to 
hone the blades of the shears. She hated causing unnecessary 
pain. It was bad enough she ended the lives of everyone who 
walked the earth and many of those who did not. And Zeus 
help her if she frayed a god’s thread while making the cut: she 
would hear about her clumsiness for an eternity.
 Clotho looked up from her spinning wheel, guiding 
the reeling thread with a practiced hand.  “Lachesis said she 
had an errand to run.”
 “But I have additional threads to sever this 
morning,” Atropos said, crossing the marble floor to look out 
the spacious window. Far down the mountainside, the city of 
Athens awakened to the first rays of sun.   “I hope she doesn’t 
delay too long, lives are in the balance.”
 “Lives are always in the balance,” Clotho said, 
guiding a particularly dense clump of wool onto the wheel. 
“That should prove interesting,” she mumbled, watching as 
the wheel produced a thick fibrous strand on the other end. 
 Atropos frowned when she saw the broad strand, 
but didn’t comment. Instead, she said, “Lachy should have 
planned this better. What did she say she had to do?”
 “Purchase some beads.”
 “Beads?” 
 Lachesis walked in the door.  “I’m baa-aaack,” she 
sang. “And, by Zeus! do I have an idea for how to spice things 
up.”
 Atropos looked down at the present tapestry with its 
tangled lines of life, some long and old, the thread thin and 
stringy; some cut short, as fat and vibrant as if the life just 
slipped off Clotho’s spinning wheel. 
 She looked up at Clotho and had to bite her lip to 
keep from laughing.  Clotho rolled her eyes in time to the 
spinning wheel and mouthed “excitement.”  
 Atropos understood. What could be more exciting 
than spinning the thread of life of mortals and the gods; 
weaving their lives together in harmony and despair; and 
then snipping them off...extinguishing them as necessary?
 “We have talked about your ideas before,” Atropos 
said. “And we decided that everything works just fine the way 
it is.”
 “You have talked about my ideas before,” said 
Lachesis. “I’ve never agreed with either of you.” She turned to 
Clotho. “You, my dear, could have so much free time on your 
hands if you simply mechanized.”
 “But think how bored I’d be with nothing to do.” 
Clotho spun out a long line of gold, thin and strong—Zeus’s 
thread—and laid it on the table beside that of a plain, hard-

working peasant girl already waiting for Lachesis’ hands. The 
rough, dun-colored string had the palest yellow highlight 
running through it. “Were you successful in finding what you 
wanted in the market?  I’m not certain beads are a good idea.”
 “Of course they are!” Lachesis said, moving across 
the room to the worktable by the window, rattling the clay 
jar of beads as she went. “Just think of what we can do with 
these.”
 Lachesis spilled a hundred or so beads across the 
smooth, wooden surface of the table.  Large and small, clay, 
wood, glass, gemstone, steel–a myriad of choices, scattered 
across the tabletop with a sound like hail on the marble tile of 
the outdoor bath.
A gleaming black 
bead, the size and 
shape of a date, 
skittered toward 
Atropos, losing 
speed, but not 
enough to remain 
on the table. It toppled over the lip of the work surface into 
Atropos’ waiting hand.
 She caught the cool bead in her palm and closed 
four fingers around it, looking to Clotho for assistance.
 Clotho looked down at the spreading beads, but not 
before she caught the look of desperation on Atty’s face.  She 
wondered, not for the first time since Lachy said she had an 
errand to run, if she should have put her foot down this time.  
Would that have made a difference? Lachesis seldom listened, 
but Zeus might have been convinced to see the folly of her 
actions. He interfered even less than Lachy listened, but he 
also knew the history of her ideas. Lachy’s experiments had 
not always turned out for the best. 
 Clotho turned to stare at a tapestry hanging on the 
far wall, a short project, compared to the many others they’d 
created through the ages. She insisted it remain hanging in 
this room, unlike other finished projects, as a reminder to 
what could happen when the three of them took chances with 
the weave..
 Beautiful, silken threads in a rainbow of colors 
marked the beginning of the tapestry; colorful, light—as 
delicate as a virgin’s veil—the intricate pattern woven so 
ingeniously that individual lines blurred, impossible to see 
where one thread entered and another left.  The pattern 
changed at the end of the project, where Lachesis had forced 
a change : a thin, dark strand woven among the lighter, airy 
colors. Yes, Clotho agreed, it had created striking contrast, but 
less so than the hacked-off ends where Atty, unable to keep up 
with the demands of the pattern—her scissors unable to cut 
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Pompeii, she thought. 
Beautiful Pompeii.  What 

a waste.
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through the lot of them cleanly—took to the tapestry with a 
hand axe, severing the threads in clumps. 
 Pompeii, she thought. Beautiful Pompeii.  What a 
waste.
 It amazed her that the gods insisted Lachy possessed 
the best temperament for weaving. Surely someone more 
stable, like herself, for instance, would be a better choice. She 
preferred to believe that their reluctance to remove Lachy 
stemmed more from tradition than from their actual belief in 
her skill. And the gods stick to tradition like Zeus to nymphs, 
for without it, where would they be?
 The room was silent until Lachy clicked together 

three green beads in the palm of one well-manicured hand. 
Waiting.
 Clotho felt herself flush with the embarrassment of 
being caught woolgathering.  She cleared her throat, loathe to 
ask the question. “What’s your idea?” she asked.
 Lachesis bent to the work table and plucked the dun-
colored thread of the peasant girl dangling from the edge of 
the table and Zeus’s vibrant gold one beside it.  
 “No!” Atropos yelled, just as Lachesis slipped them 
through the bead and made a knot.
 “Macrame!” she said.
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