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WELCOME TO THE ASYLUM 

Once upon a time, in a mythical golden age, pulps ruled American popular culture.  That, 
however, was long agoуor so we are told by wistful fans and grizzled collectors.   I'm not 
going to dispute their grasp of history.  Certainly, the hundreds of popular fiction 
magazines that distributed countless thrilling tales to avid readers have ceased 
publication.  But is it that straight-forward? 

fƣШƚĲĲůƚШũŔťĲШƚŸůĲŸŰĲШŔƚШċũƽċǃƚШƣƖǃŔŰŊШƣŸШƽƖŔƣĲШƓƨũƓќƚШĲƓŔƣċƓőЮШ fƣќƚШĤĲĲŰШĬĲĦũċƖĲĬШĬĲċĬШ
almost as often as rock has.  And, like Elvis, it lives on.   While those glorious old magazines 
succumbed to the pressures of a changing marketуimproving movie technology, slicker 
full -color printing, and, perhaps most devastating of all, the burgeoning popularity of 
televisionуthe pulp spirit kept right on.   Into those movies.  Into those slicks.  And right 
onto those television screens, beamed into American living rooms to be gobbled down 
ċũŸŰŊШƽŔƣőШƣőĲШƣЮƻЮШĬŔŰŰĲƖƚШċŰĬШůŸůќƚШċƓƓũĲШƓŔĲЮ 

Pulp is the union of basic human drivesуhunger, desire,  curiosity, fear, angerуwith a 
sensational and unflinching storytelling impulse.  fƣќƚШůŸũƣĲŰШũŔƣĲƖċƣƨƖĲЯШċŰШĲŰƣĲƖƣċŔŰŔŰŊШ
eruption of monsters, aliens, grifters, lunatics, cowboys, and killers.  fƣќƚШċШƖŸůƓШƣőƖŸƨŊőШċШ
ŉƨŰőŸƨƚĲШůŔƖƖŸƖШƽŸƖũĬЯШƣƽŔƚƣĲĬШċŰĬШƚƓŸŸťǃЮШШ ШƣƖŔƓШƣŸШƣőĲШůċĬőŸƨƚĲЮШШfƣќƚШċШƚƽĲĲƓŔŰŊЯШƣƽŸ-
armed embrace and a swirling two-fisted battle with the mystery and wonder and terror of 
the universe.  Sometimes it provides some restoration of ordĲƖШċƣШƣőĲШĲŰĬЯШĤƨƣШŔƣШŔƚŰќƣШċŉƖċŔĬШ
to stumble through the dark or crawl through the muck along the way.    

Pulp made its way into those movies we call noir.  And into movies by people like H.G. 
Lewis and George Romero and Stanley Kubrick and Tobe Hooper and George Lucus and 
Steven Spielberg and Quinten Tarantino.  It made its way onto the small screen in all those 
old black and white cop and detective shows.  And it reigned supreme in the American 
television western of the fifties and sixties.  And it goes on. 

ÑőĲŰШƣőĲƖĲќƚШƣőĲШƓċŊĲЮ  fќůШŰŸƣШŊŸŔŰŊШƣŸШƽƖŔƣĲШŰŸƽШċĤŸƨƣШƣőĲШĬŔŊĲƚƣƚШŸƖШůċƚƚШůċƖťĲƣШ
paperbacks of the sixties and early seventies.  Or the zine boom of later years or the 
explosion in fiction websites in the nineties.   sƨƚƣШťŰŸƽШƣőċƣШƽőĲŰШfШƚċǃШƓƨũƓШŉŔĦƣŔŸŰШfШĬŸŰќƣШ
mean just big Jim Thompson or Robert E. Howard or Manly Wade Wellman or Seabury 
Quinn or even the under-rated Charles Williams.  Yes, I mean them and a bunch of others, 
too.  But pulp is also in the works of people writing (to borrow from Thompson) now and on 
earth:  Stephen King and Christa Faust got it, as do James Ellroy and Greg F. Gifune.  S.A. 
Cosby.  Gabino Iglesias.  fƣќƚШŔŰШĲƻĲƖǃШĤŸŸťШ9őċƖũĲƚШ ƖĬċŔШĲĬŔƣƚШŸƻĲƖШċƣШcċƖĬШ9ċƚĲШ9ƖŔůĲЯШ
ċŰĬШŔƣШƚũċůƚШũŔťĲШƣőƨŰĬĲƖШƣőƖŸƨŊőШƣőĲШŸŰĲƚШőĲќƚШƽƖŔƣƣĲŰЯШƣŸŸЮ   It is also the keynote in the 
varied and astounding career of Joe R. Lansdaleуwho remains, for my money, the best 
American writer going.     

Pulp still rules.  Welcome to the asylum.    [contents]   
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ABAJO NEXUS 

Robert Walton 

Robert Walton is a retired middle school teacher with thirty-six years of service. His 
interests include classical music (still playing the trombone!), rock climbing, with ascents 
in Yosemite and Pinnacles National Park, and writing. His novel Dawn Drums won the 2014 
 ĲƽЮ~ĲǂŔĦŸЮ7ŸŸťЮ ƽċƖĬƚЮÑŸŰǃЮcŔũũĲƖůċŰЮÂƖŔǍĲЮŉŸƖЮĤĲƚƣЮŉŔĦƣŔŸŰдЮcŔƚЮÉ[ЮŰŸƻĲũũċЮџéŔĲŰŰċЮ
ÉƣċƣŔŸŰѠЮƽŸŰЮƣőĲЮΥΣΤΤЮ]ċũċǂǃЮƓƖŔǍĲЮċŰĬЮƽċƚЮƚƨĤƚĲƕƨĲŰƣũǃЮƓƨĤũŔƚőĲĬЮĤǃЮÅŸƚĲƣƣċЮ7ŸŸťƚдЮ
More than a hundred of his short stories have been published both in print and online. Most 
ƖĲĦĲŰƣũǃеЮőŔƚЮџsŸċƕƨŔŰѢƚЮ]ŸũĬѠеЮċЮĦŸũũĲĦƣŔŸŰЮŸŉЮsŸċƕƨŔŰЮ~ƨƖƖŔĲƣċЮƣċũĲƚеЮƽċƚЮƓƨĤũŔƚőĲĬЮŸŰЮ
Amazon.  You can visit him online at http://chaosgatebook.wordpress.com/  

 

љÑőĲШĦċŰċũШůċƣƖŔǂШŔƚШŸƨƖШŉŔƖƚƣШƓƖŸĤũĲůЮњ 
  
љìőċƣќƚШƣőĲШƓƖŸĤũĲůењШ§ƚĦċƖШuŸĦőШƣƨƖŰĲĬШċŰĬШƚƣċƖĲĬШċƣШsŸĲШÑƨĤċЯШőŔƚШƖŔƻĲƖШŊƨŔĬĲЮШѢòŸƨШ
ĦũċŔůШƣŸШĤĲШƣőĲШĤĲƚƣЮШÑőċƣѣƚШƽőǃШfѣůШƓċǃŔŰŊШǃŸƨШƣƽŔĦĲШƣőĲШŊŸŔŰŊШƖċƣĲЮњ 
  
љfŰШƣőĲШůċƣƖŔǂЯњШÑƨĤċШŉŔŰŔƚőĲĬШĦŸŔũŔŰŊШċШƖŸƓĲЮШљÑőĲƖĲШare many side canyons, many 
ƣƨƖŰŔŰŊƚЮњ 
  
Koch turned back to the bow of the flat river skiff and studied red and ochre cliffs looming a 
ŉĲƽШőƨŰĬƖĲĬШůĲƣĲƖƚШċƽċǃЮШљòŸƨШőċƻĲШċŰШċŰĲĦĬŸƣċũШĬĲƚĦƖŔƓƣŔŸŰШċŰĬШċШůċƓЮШìőċƣШĦŸƨũĬШ
possibly go wrong?" 
  
ÑƨĤċШƚőƖƨŊŊĲĬЯШљÑőŔŰŊƚШĦőċŰŊĲЮњ 
  
љ9őċŰŊĲеѢШuŸĦőШƣƨƖŰĲĬШċŊċŔŰЮ  љÑőŸƚĲШĦũŔŉŉƚШũŸŸťШƓƖĲƣƣǃШƓĲƖůċŰĲŰƣШƣŸШůĲЮњ 
  
Tuba did not answer. 
  
љòŸƨШĦċŰШƖĲċĬЯШĦċŰќƣШǃŸƨењ 
  
 љòĲƚЮњШÑƨĤċШƚƣċƖƣĲĬШƣőĲШĤŸċƣќƚШĲũĲĦƣƖŔĦШƣƨƖĤŔŰĲЮ 
  
 љÑőĲŰШŢƨƚƣШŉŸũũŸƽШůǃШůċƓШċŰĬШőŔƣШƣőĲШĦőĲĦťƓŸŔŰƣƚгњ 
  

http://chaosgatebook.wordpress.com/
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Tuba pulled the tiller slightly toward his flat stomach and aimed the skiff at a black slit that 
split the cliffs from river to rim.  He increased power to the magnetic drivers. The slender, 
fiberglass hull eased into the narrow opening like a blade sliding into its sheath. 
  
Burnt sienna walls rose five hundred meters, though they were close enough on either side 
to touch with outstretched hands. The canal was deep and still, its surface a dark mirror 
beneath the skiff's prow.  Silence perched between employer and employee like another 
passenger as kilometers slid by. 
  
The canyon walls at last receded and the skiff entered a wide, limpid channel, blue as 
robins' eggs.  uŸĦőШƚƓŸťĲШŉŸƖШƣőĲШŉŔƖƚƣШƣŔůĲШŔŰШċŰШőŸƨƖЯШőŔƚШƻŸŔĦĲШƖƨƚƣǃШŉƖŸůШƣőĲШĬƖǃШċŔƖЮШљÑőċƣШ
ƽċƚŰѣƣШƣŸŸШƣŸƨŊőЮњ 
  
љ ŸЯШƚŔƖЯњШÑƨĤċШůƨƖůƨƖĲĬЮШљÑőŔƚШŔƚШƣőĲШ?ƨũĦĲЯШƓĲƖőċƓƚШƣőĲШůŸƚƣШĤĲċƨƣŔŉƨũШƓċƚƚċŊĲШŔŰШƣőĲШ
ůċƣƖŔǂЮњШ9ũĲċƖШƽċƣĲƖШŊũŸƽĲĬШƽŔƣőШƚċƓƓőŔƖĲШĤƖŔŊőƣŰĲƚƚЮ  Ruddy walls curved upwards like 
open hands.  
  
Koch sniffed.  љfШĬŔĬŰќƣШĦŸůĲШƣŸШüŔŸŰШŉŸƖШƚŔŊőƣ-seeŔŰŊЮњ 
  
љ ŸЯШƚŔƖЮњ 
  
Koch stared ahead in silence. 
  
љ~ŸƚƣШƓĲŸƓũĲШĬŸЯњШÑƨĤċШŸŉŉĲƖĲĬЮ 
  
љ ŸƣШůĲЮњШuŸĦőШŊũċƖĲĬШċƣШőŔƚШŊƨŔĬĲЮ  љÑőŔƚШƓũċŰĲƣШőċƚШůċŰǃШċƚƚĲƣƚШ- geological, zoological, 
ċŰĬШůċŰǃШŰċƣƨƖċũШƽŸŰĬĲƖƚЮШfШőċƻĲШǃĲƣШċШĬŔŉŉĲƖĲŰƣШŔŰƣĲƖĲƚƣЮњ 
  
љòĲƚЯШƚŔƖЮњ 
  
љfШőċƻĲШŰŸШƣŔůĲШŉŸƖШĲǂŸƣŔĦШĤĲċƨƣŔĲƚЮњШuŸĦőШƚőċĬĲĬШőŔƚШĲǃĲƚШċŊċŔŰƚƣШũŔŊőƣШƖĲŉũĲĦƣŔŰŊШŉƖŸůШƣőĲШ
ƚůŸŸƣőШƽċƣĲƖЮШљfѣůШċШőƨŰĬƖĲĬШċŰd thirty-two and in good health. How much longer can that 
ũċƚƣењ 
  
ÑƨĤċШƚőƖƨŊŊĲĬЯШљÂĲƖőċƓƚШċШŊƖĲċƣШƽőŔũĲЮњ 
  
љìŔƣőШŊŸŸĬШƖĲƚƨũƣƚШŉƖŸůШůŸũĲĦƨũċƖШƖĲŊĲŰĲƖċƣŔŸŰЯШůċǃĤĲШƣĲŰШǃĲċƖƚењШuŸĦőШĦőƨĦťũĲĬЯШѢ7ƨƣШ
ŰŸƣШůƨĦőШũŸŰŊĲƖЯШfѣĬШƚċǃЮњ 
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Tuba did not respond. 
  
љ~ĲĬŔĦċũШƚĦŔĲŰĦĲШőċƚШŔƣƚШũŔůŔƣƚЮШÑőċƣѣƚШƽőǃШfѣůШőĲƖĲЮњШÑőĲШŸũĬШůċŰШŉŸũĬĲĬШőŔƚШőċŰĬƚШŔŰШőŔƚШ
ũċƓЮШљ~ĲĬŔĦċũШůǃƚƣĲƖŔĲƚШċƖĲШƚƨĬĬĲŰũǃШŔůƓŸƖƣċŰƣШƣŸШůĲЮШfќƻĲШũĲċƖŰĲĬШƣőċƣШüŔŸŰШƓŸƚƚĲƚƚĲƚШ
ƚƨĦőШċШůǃƚƣĲƖǃЮњ 
  
ÑƨĤċШŉƖŸƽŰĲĬЮШљòŸƨШĬŸŰѣƣШƽċŰƣШƣŸШƣƖċƻĲƖƚĲШƣőĲШ ĤċŢŸШ ĲǂƨƚЯШĬŸШǃŸƨењ 
  
љìőċƣШŔŉШfШĬŸеѢ 
  
љòŸƨШŰĲƻĲƖШůĲŰƣŔŸŰĲĬШŔƣЮШÑőċƣШƣƖŔƓШĲǂƣĲŰƚŔŸŰШĦŸƚƣƚШċШŊƖĲċƣШĬĲċũШŸŉШůŸŰĲǃЮњШ            
  
љfШőċƻĲШċШŊƖĲċƣШĬĲċũШŸŉШůŸŰĲǃЮњ 
  
ÑƨĤċШƓŸŰĬĲƖĲĬЮШљ?ŸƨĤũĲШƽőċƣШǃŸƨќƖĲШƓċǃŔŰŊШůĲШŰŸƽењ 
  
љ?ŸŰĲЯњШuŸĦőШŰŸĬĬĲĬЮ 
  
љfƣѣƚШƖŔƚťǃЮњШÑƨĤċШũŸŸťĲĬШƨƓЮШљÑőĲƖĲШċƖĲШƖċƓŔĬƚШċŰĬШĬċŰŊĲƖŸƨƚШĦƖĲċƣƨƖĲƚШũŔƻĲШƨƓШƣőĲƖĲЯШƣőŔŰŊƚШ
ƣőċƣШĬŸŰќƣШũŔťĲШƻŔƚŔƣŸƖƚЮњ 
  
љÑőċƣШůċǃШĤĲЯњШuŸĦőШƓċƨƚĲĬШŉŸƖШċШũŸŰŊШůŸůĲŰƣЯШљĤƨƣШƣőĲШ ĲǂƨƚШŔƚШƽőĲƖĲШfШůƨƚƣШŊŸЮШÑċťĲШƨƚШ
there." 
  
ÑƨĤċШƚŔŊőĲĬЯШљfƣѣƚШǃŸƨƖШƓċƖƣǃЮњ 
  
љfƣШŔƚЮњ 
  
Tuba turned the skiff into a tributary and the skiff ghosted over black water, sometimes 
passing side canyons, sometimes turning into them.  An hour later, the enclosing walls 
drew away and the skiff bumped its rounded bow against a slope of golden sand. 
  
ÑƨĤċШƚƓŸťĲШőŔƚШŉŔƖƚƣШƽŸƖĬƚШƚŔŰĦĲШũĲċƻŔŰŊШƣőĲШ?ƨũĦĲЯШљfѣƻĲШŊŸƣШƣŸШƓĲĲЮњ 
  
Koch rubbed the back of his neck. 
  
љòŸƨѣĬШĤĲƣƣĲƖШŊŸЯШƣŸŸЮњ  ÑƨĤċШƚƣĲƓƓĲĬШŸƨƣШŸŉШƣőĲШƚťŔŉŉЮШљÑőĲШŰĲǂƣШƓċƖƣШƽŔũũШĤĲШƖŸƨŊőЮњ 
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uŸĦőШƚƣŔƖƖĲĬЮШљÅŸƨŊőеШìĲШőċƻĲШƚĲĲŰШŰŸШƖŔƓƓũĲШĤŔŊŊĲƖШƣőċŰШŸƨƖШƽċťĲШƚŔŰĦĲШƽĲШƚƣċƖƣĲĬЮњ 
  
љÑƖƨƚƣШůĲЯШfШůĲċŰШƖŸƨŊőЮњ 
  
љfŉШǃŸƨШƚċǃШƚŸЮњШcĲШŢŸŔŰĲĬШÑƨĤċШŸŰШƣőĲШĤċŰťЮШ9ċŰǃŸŰШƽċũũƚШĦƨƖũĲĬШũŔťĲШċШŉũċůŔŰŊŸќƚШƽŔŰŊƚШ
above them. They returned to the skiff a few moments later, launched, and rounded a 
jutting promontory. Ahead lay a perfectly round cave.  
  
 љcŸũĬШŸŰЯњШÑƨĤċШƽċƖŰĲĬЮ 
  
uŸĦőШŊƖċƚƓĲĬШőċŰĬũĲƚШŸŰШĲŔƣőĲƖШƚŔĬĲШŸŉШőŔƚШĤĲŰĦőШƚĲċƣШċƚШƣőĲШƚťŔŉŉќƚШĤŸƽШƣőƖƨƚƣШŔŰƣŸШĬĲĲƓШ
darkness.  A roar engulfed them, and their craft became a mote of dust in a fire hose's 
gush, an insect swirling over the lip of Niagara. Foaming water boiled up, down and around, 
then up again until they spouted out of another tunnel mouth into a whirlpool. 
  
The skiff turned in circles and finally washed up on crimson sand. Both men sat drenched 
and shaken. 
  
ÑƨĤċШŊƖŔŰŰĲĬШċƣШũċƚƣЮШљÑőċƣШƽċƚШƚůŸŸƣőĲƖШƣőċŰШfШƣőŸƨŊőƣШŔƣШƽŸƨũĬШĤĲЮњ 
  
ìċƣĲƖШĬƖŔƓƓŔŰŊШŉƖŸůШőŔƚШĦőŔŰЯШuŸĦőШŉƖŸƽŰĲĬЮШљÑőŔƚШŔƚШƣőĲШ ĤċŢŸШ Ĳǂƨƚењ 
  
ÑőĲШŊƨŔĬĲШƣŔũƣĲĬШőŔƚШőĲċĬШƣŸƽċƖĬШċШŉċŔŰƣШƓċƣőЮШљÖƓШƣőċƣШƣƖċŔũШċШőƨŰĬƖĲĬШůĲƣĲƖƚЮњ 
  
 uŸĦőШƖŸƚĲЯШƚƣĲƓƓĲĬШŸŰƣŸШŊũŔƣƣĲƖŔŰŊШƚċŰĬЮШљìċŔƣШőĲƖĲЮњ  
  
љ~ƖЮШuŸĦőЯњШÑƨĤċШĦũĲċƖĲĬШőŔƚШƣőƖŸċƣЮШљfШĬŸŰѣƣШťŰŸƽШƽőċƣШƚƣŸƖŔĲƚШǃŸƨѣƻĲШőĲċƖĬШċĤŸƨƣШƣőĲШ
Nexus у ŉŸƨŰƣċŔŰƚШŸŉШǃŸƨƣőЯШůċŊŔĦЯШƽőċƣĲƻĲƖЯШĤƨƣШЮШЮШЮШњ 
  
љ~ċŊŔĦШŔƚШŰŸŰƚĲŰƚĲЮШfШĬĲċũШŔŰШŉċĦƣƚЯњШuŸĦőШƓċƨƚĲĬЮШљòŸƨШċƖĲШ ċƻċŢŸЯШƖŔŊőƣењ 
  
љ~ǃШƓĲŸƓũĲШĦċůĲШƣŸШƣőŔƚШƓũċĦĲШũŸng ago and brought HózhƍԈ ƽŔƣőШƣőĲůЯњШcĲШũŸŸťĲĬШċƣШuŸĦőЯШ
љfШċůШ ċƻċŢŸЮњ 
  
љcŹǍőƍԈЯШƽőċƣќƚШƣőċƣењ 
  
љ7ċũċŰĦĲЯњШÑƨĤċШƣŸŸťШċШĬĲĲƓШĤƖĲċƣőЯШљƓĲċĦĲЮњ 
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 љfќůШũŸŸťŔŰŊШŉŸƖШƚŸůĲƣőŔŰŊШĲũƚĲЯњШuŸĦőШƚőƖƨŊŊĲĬШőŔƚШĬċǃƓċĦťШŔŰƣŸШċШůŸƖĲШĦŸůŉŸƖƣċĤũĲШ
ƓŸƚŔƣŔŸŰЮШљ ШŉŸƖůĲƖШĦŸũũĲċŊƨĲШŸŉШůŔŰĲШу actually, a competitor у came here and met a 
ƽŸůċŰЮШcĲШƽċƚШĬǃŔŰŊШĤƨƣШƚőĲШőĲċũĲĬШőŔůЮШfШŔŰƣĲŰĬШƣŸШůĲĲƣШƣőŔƚШƚċůĲШƽŸůċŰЮњ 
  
 љ ШƚőċůċŰ ũŔƻĲƚШƨƓШƣőĲƖĲШƚŸůĲƣŔůĲƚЯШċШťĲĲƓĲƖШŸŉШƽŔƚĬŸůЮњШÑƨĤċШĦŸŰƚŔĬĲƖĲĬШőŔƚШŰĲǂƣШ
ƽŸƖĬƚЯШљĤƨƣШƚŸůĲƣőŔŰŊШĲũƚĲШũŔƻĲƚШƨƓШƣőĲƖĲЯШƣŸŸЯШƚŸůĲƣőŔŰŊШĲƻŔũЯШƚŸůĲƣőŔŰŊШǃŸƨШĬŸŰќƣШƽċŰƣШ
ƣŸШůĲĲƣЮњ 
  
uŸĦőШũĲċŰĲĬШŉŸƖƽċƖĬЮШљòŸƨќƻĲШƚĲĲŰШŔƣењ 
  
љ ŸĤŸĬǃШőċƚШƚĲĲŰШŔƣШċŰĬШũŔƻĲĬЮШòŸƨШƚőŸƨũĬШЮШЮШЮШњ 
  
љfШĬŸŰѣƣШŰĲĲĬШċĬƻŔĦĲЯњШuŸĦőШŔŰƣĲƖƖƨƓƣĲĬШőŔůЮ  љsƨƚƣШĤĲШőĲƖĲШƽőĲŰШfШƖĲƣƨƖŰЮњ  He strode up the 
beach toward a red cliff.  Looking straight ahead, he followed a faint, gently rising path. 
  
An orange display from Koch's data implant danced in the middle distance to his 
right.  Monitoring its changing numbers, he paced forward у unmindful of the cliffs to 
either side, not noting shapes of great trees carved from stone у his mind fixed upon the 
prospect of not just health, but extended life у long life, perhaps eternal. He deserved it. 
cĲќĬШƚƣƖƨŊŊũĲĬЯШƚċĦƖŔŉŔĦĲĬЯШċŰĬШċĦőŔĲƻĲĬШƽĲċũƣőШĤĲǃŸŰĬШċũũШĤƨƣШċШŉĲƽЮШ ŸŰĲШĬċƖĲĬШƚƣċŰĬШ
between him and what he desired:  more life, millennia of life, eons. 
  
He entered a miracle, but did not see it, his vision of immortality blinding him. A 
crystallized forest sprang high around him. He walked beneath frozen branches glinting 
amber and amethyst.  
  
A rattling and clacking, as of castanets and Flamenco heels, broke into his consuming 
dream. He stopped, looked to his right. A nightmare greeted him. 
  
It was most like a scorpion.  Four arms ending in pincers waved hypnotically. Its arched 
and segmented tail ended in twin shining blades instead of a sting.  Its vertical slit of a 
mouth dripped ichor. 
  
Koch groped for his weapon, a military grade sonic blaster. His fingers found its empty 
őŸũƚƣĲƖШŸŰШőŔƚШĤĲũƣЮШ[ĲċƖШŉũċƚőĲĬШƣőƖŸƨŊőШőŔůЮШcĲќĬШƣƨĦťĲĬШŔƣШŔŰШőŔƚШƽċƣĲƖƓƖŸŸŉШƓċĦťШĤĲŉŸƖĲШ
the passage of the rapids. He ƚőƖƨŊŊĲĬШőŔƚШũĲŉƣШƚőŸƨũĬĲƖШƣŸШũŸŸƚĲŰШƣőĲШƓċĦťќƚШƚƣƖċƓЮ 
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 The creature shook its tail three meters above the ground and the rattling redoubled.  
  
Koch lurched backwards, fumbling the pack off his back. 
  
Azure feelers twitched. 
  
Groping in the half-open pack, his legs struck a block of crystal and he toppled.  The giant 
insect scuttled toward its fallen prey, black pincers reaching. Koch flung up his right arm in 
feeble defense. 
  
ШƚůċũũШƽŸůċŰШŢƨůƓĲĬШŸƻĲƖШƣőĲШůċŊŰċƣĲќƚШŸƨƣƚƣƖĲƣĦőĲĬШũĲŊƚЯШũċŰĬŔŰŊШĤĲƣƽĲĲŰШőŔůШċŰĬШ

the rattling horror. She raised her hand. The creature slowed, its pincers descending, 
touching the woman's shoulders, her right cheek, her breasts. 
  
She pointed toward the crystal trees. 
  
The creature remained motionless, its menacing tail frozen against the sky. Then it 
scrabbled back, disappearing among gleaming trees. 
  
uŸĦőШƣŸŸťШċШƚőƨĬĬĲƖŔŰŊШĤƖĲċƣőЯШљ?ċůŰЮњ 
  
љÑőĲƖĲШŔƚШŰŸƣőŔŰŊШƚŸШĲũŸƕƨĲŰƣШċƚШċШÅċƣƣũĲƚĦŸƖƓќƚШƣċŔũЯњШƣőĲШƽŸůċŰШƚůŔũĲĬЮШљfƣШƽŔũũШĤŸƣőĲƖШǃŸƨШ
ŰŸШůŸƖĲЮњ 
  
Koch took another breath.  љÑőċŰťƚЮШ~ǃШŰċůĲШŔƚШЮШЮШЮШњ 
  
љfШťŰŸƽШƽőŸШǃŸƨШċƖĲЯШ~ƖЮШuŸĦőЮШfШċůШÑƚŸƚŔĲШ7ĲŊċǃЮњ  
  
He looked closely at her.  She wore a long black skirt and a rose satin shirt. Snowy hair 
ƓĲĲťĲĬШŉƖŸůШĤĲŰĲċƣőШċШĤũƨĲШƚĦċƖŉШċŰĬШŉƖċůĲĬШőĲƖШĤƖŸƽŰЯШĬĲĲƓũǃШũŔŰĲĬШŉċĦĲЮШљÑƚŸƚŔĲењШőĲШ
asked. 
  
 љòŸƨШůċǃШĦċũũШůĲШÉőŔůČЯњШÉőĲШŰŸĬĬĲĬЮШљfШċůШƣőĲШŊƖċŰĬůŸƣőĲƖШƽőŸШƚŔƣƚШĤĲŰĲċƣőШĦĲĬċƖƚЮњ 
  
Koch shoŸťШőŔƚШőĲċĬЯШљ]ƖċŰĬůŸƣőĲƖШĬŸĲƚŰќƣШƚŸƨŰĬШƖŔŊőƣЮШìĲШċƖĲШŸŉШċŰШċŊĲЯШǃŸƨШċŰĬШfЮњ 
  
љòŸƨШƣőŔŰťШƚŸењШÉőĲШƚůŔũĲĬЯШљòŸƨШůŔŊőƣШĦċũũШůĲШƽŔǍċƖĬШŸƖШƚőċůċŰЯШĤƨƣШƣőŸƚĲШċƖĲШũŸċĬĲĬШ
ƽŸƖĬƚЮШ]ƖċŰĬůŸƣőĲƖШƽŔũũШĬŸЮњ 
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Koch cleared his throat.  љfШĬŸŰѣƣШƨŰĬĲƖƚƣċŰĬШƽőċƣШőċƓƓĲŰĲĬШŢƨƚƣШŰŸƽЮњ 
  
љfШĦċƖĲĬШŉŸƖШƣőċƣШƚĦŸƖƓШƽőĲŰШŔƣШƽċƚШƚůċũũЮњШÉőŔůČШĦőƨĦťũĲĬЯШљfƣШƖĲůĲůĤĲƖƚШůĲЯШ
ŉŸƖƣƨŰċƣĲũǃЮњ 
  
љòŸƨШťŰŸƽШůǃШŰċůĲењ 
  
љòŸƨќƖĲШċШƻĲƖǃШŔůƓŸƖƣċŰƣШůċŰЯњШÉőŔůČШƚůŔũĲĬШƚċƖĬŸŰŔĦċũũǃЮШљéĲƖǃШƖŔĦőЯШŰŸењ 
  
љfШĬŸŰќƣШũŔťĲШǃŸƨƖШƣŸŰĲЯњШuŸĦőШƚĦŸƽũĲĬЮ 
  
љÑőĲƖĲШŔƚШċШƓƖŸƻĲƖĤаШ ШůċŰШĦċŰѣƣШŊĲƣШƖŔĦőШŔŉШőĲШƣċťĲƚШƓƖŸƓĲƖШĦċƖĲШŸŉШőŔƚШŉċůŔũǃЮњ 
  
uŸĦőќƚШƚĦŸƽũШĬĲĲƓĲŰĲĬЯШљÑőĲƖĲќƚШŰŸШŰĲĲĬШƣŸШĤĲШŔŰƚƨũƣŔŰŊЮњ 
  
љÑƖƨƣőШŔƚШŰĲƻĲƖШŔŰƚƨũƣŔŰŊЯШŢƨƚƣШŸĦĦċƚŔŸŰċũũǃШĤũƨŰƣЮњ 
  
љÑőċŰťƚШŉŸƖШƣőĲШĦũċƖŔŉŔĦċƣŔŸŰЮњ 
  
ÉőŔůČШƚőƖƨŊŊĲĬЮШљfШƚĲĲťШƣŸШĲŰũŔŊőƣĲŰШƽőĲŰШfШĦċŰЮњ 
  
ѢìŸƨũĬШǃŸƨШĦċƖĲШƣŸШƣĲũũШůĲШƽőǃШƽċƣĲƖШƽċƚШŉũŸƽŔŰŊШƨƓőŔũũШƣőƖŸƨŊőШƣőċƣШƣƨŰŰĲũШĤċĦťШƣőĲƖĲењШ
uŸĦőШƚŰĲĲƖĲĬЯШљÑőĲШƚőŸƖƣШċŰƚƽĲƖЯШŉŸƖШƨŰĲŰũŔŊőƣĲŰĲĬШƓĲŸƓũĲењ 
  
Shimá nodded benignly. љ9ĲƖƣċŔŰũǃЮњ 
  
uŸĦőШƚŰŸƖƣĲĬЯШљìĲũũењ 
  
Shimá spread her hands.  љìċƣĲƖƚШŉƖŸůШƣőĲШĦċŰǃŸŰƚШǃŸƨШƣƖċƻĲƖƚĲĬШƣőŔƚШůŸƖŰŔŰŊШŉċũũШŔŰƣŸШ
the Nexus, as do the waters of many worlds.  You perceived the river to be flowing uphill, 
but it wasn't.  Abajo Nexus, you see, exists in multiple dimensions - universes?  Call them 
what you will.  Your journey through the tunnel brought you to a lower place in a different 
universe. The change fooled your senses. What you thought was upward rushing water was 
actually falling." 
  
"We changed universes?" 
  



 
 

11 
 

љEƚƚĲŰƣŔċũũǃЯњШÉőŔůČШƚőƖƨŊŊĲĬЮ  љÑőĲШůċƣőĲůċƣŔĦƚШŔƚШĦŸůƓũĲǂЯШċŰĬШċШƣŔůĲШĬŔƚƣŸƖƣŔŸŰШƣŸŸťШ
ƓũċĦĲЯШċƚШƽĲũũЮњ 
  
uŸĦőШƚƓŸťĲШĦċƖĲŉƨũũǃЮШљ9ċŰШfШƖĲƣƨƖŰењ 
  
љfŉШǃŸƨƖШŊƨŔĬĲШŔƚШĦŸůƓĲƣĲŰƣЮШcŸƽĲƻĲƖЯШċШƽƖŸŰŊШƣƨƖŰШƽŔũũШƣċťĲШǃŸƨШŔŰƣŸШǃĲƣШċŰŸƣőĲƖШƨŰŔƻĲƖƚĲЯШ
ċШƣƖċŰƚŔƣŔŸŰШƽőŔĦőШŔƚШŰŸƣШũŔťĲũǃШƚƨƖƻŔƻċĤũĲЮњ    
  
љÑƨĤċѣƚШĦŸůƓĲƣĲŰƣЯШċƣШũĲċƚƣШƚŸШŉċƖЮњ 
  
љ őЯШÑƨĤċг  fШťŰŸƽШőŔůЮШòŸƨШƚőŸƨũĬШĤĲШƚċŉĲЮњ 
  
 љÑőċƣќƚШŊŸŸĬШƣŸШőĲċƖЮњШuŸĦőШũĲċŰĲĬШŉŸƖƽċƖĬЮ  љÉőŔůČЯШfШĦċůĲШőĲƖĲШƣŸШŉŔŰĬШǃŸƨШċŰĬШċƚťШǃŸƨШЮШ
ЮШЮШљ 
  
Shimá extended her hand.  љcĲƖĲШŔƚШƽőċƣШǃŸƨШƚĲĲťЮњ 
  
љìőċƣењ 
  
љÑőŔƚШŊĲůЮШfƣШŔƚШĤŸƖŰШŸŉШƣőŔƚШŉŸƖĲƚƣЮШfŰŊĲƚƣШŔƣЮњ 
  
Koch peered at an emerald resting upon the old woman's none too clean palm.  љìőċƣШŔƚШ
Ŕƣењ 
  
љxŔŉĲќƚШĲƚƚĲŰĦĲШу ċШĦƖǃƚƣċũũŔǍċƣŔŸŰШŸŉШĲŰĲƖŊŔĲƚШŉŸƨŰĬШŸŰũǃШőĲƖĲШċƣШ ĤċŢŸШ ĲǂƨƚЮњ  Shimá 
glanced skyward.  љfШĦċƖĲШŉŸƖШƣőŔƚШƓũċĦĲЯШƣőĲƚĲШƣƖĲĲƚЮШfШŊċƣőĲƖШƣőĲŔƖШŊĲůƚШċƚШƣőĲǃШůċƣƨƖĲШċŰĬШ
ĬŔƚƓĲŰƚĲШƣőĲůШċƚШfШƽŔƚőЮШÑőŔƚШŔƚШċШŊŸŸĬШŸŰĲЮњ  She offered it again. 
  
Koch stared at the sparkling stone.  љìőǃШƚőŸƨũĬШfШƚƽċũũŸƽШŔƣењ 
  
љìőĲŰШǃŸƨШĬŸЯШċШĬŸǍĲŰ ƚƣċŰĬċƖĬШũŔŉĲƣŔůĲƚШĤĲĦŸůĲШǃŸƨƖƚЮњ 
  
љÉƣċŰĬċƖĬШũŔŉĲƣŔůĲƚењ 
  
љEċĦőШŔƚШċШőƨŰĬƖĲĬШǃĲċƖƚЯШůŸƖĲЮШ ũƚŸЯШǃŸƨƖШĲũĬĲƖũǃЯШĬĲƚŔĦĦċƣĲĬШĤŸĬǃШƽŔũũШĤĲШƖĲŰĲƽĲĬЮњ 
  
uŸĦőШĤƖĲċƣőĲĬШĬĲĲƓũǃЮШљÑőċƣШŔƚШċШŊƖĲċƣШŊŔŉƣЮњ 
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ÉőŔůČШƚőƖƨŊŊĲĬЮШљ§ƖШċШĦƨƖƚĲЮњ 
  
uŸĦőШũŸŸťĲĬШƨƓЮШљòŸƨѣƖĲШŢŸťŔŰŊгњ 
  
љ?ĲƚƓŔƣĲШƽőċƣШǃŸƨШƣőŔŰťЯШũŔŉĲШŔƚШŰŸƣШƨŰĲŰĬŔŰŊШĲǂŔƚƣĲŰĦĲЮњ 
  
љòŸƨШĲǂŔƚƣЮњ 
  
ÑőĲШƽŸůċŰШƚůŔũĲĬЯШљ ŸƣШċũũШŸŉШƣőĲШƣŔůĲЯШĤƨƣШfШĦŸċũĲƚĦĲШƽőĲŰШŰĲĦĲƚƚċƖǃЮњ 
  
љ9ŸċũĲƚĦĲе 
  
 љfƣѣƚШƚŸůĲƣőŔŰŊШŸŉШċШƓċƖċĬŸǂЮШòŸƨШůċǃШŰŸƣШĦŸůƓƖĲőĲŰĬШůǃШĲǂƓũċŰċƣŔŸŰЮњ 
  
uŸĦőШƚůŔũĲĬШĬƖǃũǃЮШљÑƖǃШůĲЮњ 
  
Shimá nodded patiently.  љ ƚШǃŸƨШƽŔƚőЮШòŸƨШċƖĲШŸũĬШĲŰŸƨŊőШƣŸШƚƨƚƓĲĦƣШƣőċƣШƣőĲШƨŰŔƻĲƖƚĲШ
holds all you can imagine and infinitely more. Your most fevered imaginings are, in fact, 
mundane compared to what transpires beyond the reach of your senses. I could speak for 
ċũũШƣőĲШǃĲċƖƚШŸŉШǃŸƨƖШĦŸůƓŸƨŰĬĲĬШũŔŉĲШċŰĬШŰŸƣШƖĲċĦőШƣőĲШĤĲŊŔŰŰŔŰŊШŸŉШŔƣƚШƽŸŰĬĲƖƚЮњШÉőĲШ
raised her palms to morning star-ƚőŔŰĲЯШљƣőŸƨŊőШǃŸƨШŰĲĲĬШŸŰũǃШĤƖĲċƣőĲШŔŰШƣőŔƚШċŔƖШƣŸ 
ƨŰĬĲƖƚƣċŰĬШċũũЮњ 
  
љfШċůШĤƖĲċƣőŔŰŊЮШ ŰĬШƽŔƣőШƣőŔƚЯњШuŸĦőШƓũƨĦťĲĬШƣőĲШŊĲůШŸŉŉШƣőĲШŸũĬШƽŸůċŰѣƚШƓċũůЯШљfѣũũШĬŸШƚŸШ
ŉŸƖШǃĲċƖƚШƣŸШĦŸůĲЮњШcĲШƓũċĦĲĬШƣőĲШĲůĲƖċũĬШŸŰШőŔƚШƣŸŰŊƨĲШċŰĬШƚƽċũũŸƽĲĬЮ 
  
Shimá stood with her palms raised and her eyes closed. 
  
Koch offered hŔƚШőċŰĬШċŰĬШƚċŔĬЯШљÑőċŰťƚШŉŸƖШǃŸƨƖШŊŔŉƣЯШÉőŔůČЮњ 
  
ÑőĲШƽŸůċŰѣƚШƓċũůƚШƖĲůċŔŰĲĬШƨƓƣƨƖŰĲĬЮШљÅĲůĲůĤĲƖШƣőċƣШŸƨƖШƚĲċƖĦőШŉŸƖШŊŔŉƣƚШƣŸШŸŉŉĲƖШŔƚШ
ůŸƖĲШŔůƓŸƖƣċŰƣШĤǃШŉċƖШƣőċŰШƣőĲШŊŔŉƣƚШƽĲШƖĲĦĲŔƻĲЮњ 
  
uŸĦőШŊƖŔŰŰĲĬЮШљfŉШǃŸƨШƚċǃШƚŸЮњ 
  
A faint quiver trembled through sand and stone, making the crystal trees chime like silver 
ĤĲũũƚЮШÑőĲШƽŸůċŰѣƚШĲǃĲƚШƓŸƓƓĲĬШŸƓĲŰЮШљ ũċĦƖċŰШĦŸůĲƚЮњ 
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љ ũċĦƖċŰењ 
  
љÑőĲШůŸƣőĲƖШŸŉШƣőĲШƖċƣƣũĲƚĦŸƖƓƚЮШfƣШũŔƻĲƚШĤĲǃŸŰĬШƣőĲƚĲШĦƖǃƚƣċũШƣƖĲĲƚШċŰĬШƨƚĲƚШƣőĲШ ĲǂƨƚШƣŸШ
ůŸƻĲШƣőƖŸƨŊőШĬŔůĲŰƚŔŸŰƚШƨŰċƻċŔũċĤũĲШƣŸШƨƚЮШòŸƨШƚőŸƨũĬШũĲċƻĲЮњ 
  
љfƣќƚШĤŔŊењ 
  
љEŰŸƖůŸƨƚШу a being beyond my powers to confront. It breeds thousands of rattlescorps . 
ЮШЮШċŰĬШƣőĲŰШŉĲĲĬƚШƨƓŸŰШƣőĲůЮњШÉőŔůČШƓċƨƚĲĬЮШљfƣШċũƚŸШĲċƣƚШƚƨĦőШċƚШǃŸƨЮќ 
  
љfƣШƓƖĲǃƚШŸŰШőƨůċŰƚењ  
  
љEƻĲŰƣƨċũũǃЮњ 
  
љìőċƣШĬŸШǃŸƨШůĲċŰШĤǃШƣőċƣењ 
  
ÉőŔůČШƚĦċŰŰĲĬШƣőĲШƣƖĲĲƚЮШљ ũċĦƖċŰШċƣƣċĦőĲƚШũŔƻŔŰŊШőƨůċŰƚШƣŸШŔƣƚШĦċƖċƓċĦĲШƽŔƣőШŰƨƣƖŔĲŰƣШ
tubes, nuƖƣƨƖŔŰŊШƣőĲůШŉŸƖШůŸŰƣőƚШƽőŔũĲШĦŸŰƚƨůŔŰŊШƣőĲŔƖШůŔŰĬƚЮњ 
  
љÅŔŊőƣЮШfќũũШƽċƣĦőШŸƨƣЮњШuŸĦőШċŊċŔŰШŸŉŉĲƖĲĬШőŔƚШőċŰĬЮШÑőĲШĦőŔůŔŰŊШƣƖĲĲƚШƚƨĬĬĲŰũǃШƖċŰŊШũŔťĲШ
the bells of a thousand cathedrals. 
  
љÅƨŰгњШÉőŔůČќƚШƨƓƣƨƖŰĲĬШŉŔŰŊĲƖƚШƚƓƖĲċĬШƽŔĬĲЮШÉőĲШĤĲĦċůĲШċШŉŸƨŰƣċŔŰШŸŉШƚparkling bubbles 
and disappeared. 
  
љÅƨŰЯШůǃШċƚƚЮњШuŸĦőШƓũƨĦťĲĬШƨƓШƣőĲШĤŔŊШĤũċƚƣĲƖШŉƖŸůШƽőĲƖĲШŔƣШőċĬШŉċũũĲŰШŉƖŸůШőŔƚШƓċĦťЮШљ ŸШ
jumped-ƨƓШŔŰƚĲĦƣШĦċŰШƣőƖĲċƣĲŰШůǃШŰĲƽШũŔŉĲЮњШÑőĲШĦċŰǃŸŰќƚШƽċũũƚШƣƖĲůĤũĲĬШċŊċŔŰЮ  He 
peered into deep shade beyond the purple and gŸũĬШŸŉШƣőĲШĦƖǃƚƣċũШƣƖĲĲƚЮШљ ŸƣőŔŰŊШƣőĲƖĲЮњ 
  
љÉƣŔũũЯШƣőĲƖĲШŔƚШŰŸШŰĲĲĬШƣŸШƣĲůƓƣШŉċƣĲЮШ ĤċŢŸШ ĲǂƨƚЯШŉċƖĲƽĲũũЮШfќƻĲШŊŸƣШƽőċƣШfШĦċůĲШŉŸƖЮњШcĲШ
turned down the path, savoring his victory, savoring his hoard of years, and even savoring 
the hint of danger this Alacran posed.  Life is sweet for those at the top of the food chain, 
for those who deserve to live at the top, for those who are invincible.  
  
Such thoughts warmed him as he trotted leisurely down the path toward Tuba and the skiff, 
looking from side to side, but never above. 
  
Above, Alacran unfolded meters-long blue diamond claws as its hooked proboscis 
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descended toward his back. 
  
    * * *  
  
Joe Tuba stared toward the purple crystal trees. Sounds he could not name made them 
shimmer in the afternoon light. 
  
љ]ƖċŰĬƚŸŰЯњШƚƓŸťĲШċШƕƨŔĲƣШƻŸŔĦĲШŉƖŸůШĤĲőŔŰĬШőŔůЮ 
  
cĲШƣƨƖŰĲĬЮШљÉőŔůČењ 
  
љ]ŸЯШŊƖċŰĬƚŸŰЮњ 
  
љ7ƨƣШůǃШĦũŔĲŰƣењ 
  
љcĲШŰŸШũŸŰŊĲƖШŰĲĲĬƚШǃŸƨƖШƚĲƖƻŔĦĲЮњ 
  
Tuba lowered his head. 
  
љ]ŸШŔŰШĤĲċƨƣǃЮњ 
  
ÑƨĤċШŰŸĬĬĲĬЮШљ ŰĬШǃŸƨЮњ 
  
Shimá watched him push his skiff away from the bank. It caught the current and swept 
downstream. Joe did not look back. 
  
љ7ĲШƚċŉĲЯШŊƖċŰĬƚŸŰЮШ ũċĦƖċŰШƽċŔƣƚШċŰĬШƚőĲШŔƚШċũƽċǃƚШőƨŰŊƖǃЮњ 

           [contents]  
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PLASTIC NEST  

John Patrick Nelson 

òŸƨѢƻĲЮůċǃĤĲЮƚĲĲŰЮƽƖŔƣĲƖфÑéЮĲĬŔƣŸƖЮsŸőŰЮÂċƣƖŔĦťЮ ĲũƚŸŰЮŸŰЮÂŸƓĦŸƖŰЮ[ŔĦƣŔŸŰеЮŸƖЮƣőĲЮőŸƖƖŸƖЮ
ċŰƣőŸũŸŊǃЮџÂũċŊƨĲдѠЮòŸƨЮĦċŰЮĦċƣĦőЮőŔůЮŔŰЮƣőĲЮ[ċũũЮΥΣΥΧЮŔƚƚƨĲЮŸŉЮџ]ƨŔũƣǃЮ9ƖŔůĲЮÉƣŸƖǃЮ
~ċŊċǍŔŰĲдѠ   John is married to writer/director Alison Star Locke; they have an adorable 
daughter, Bethany, and live in Los Angeles. Go party at https://johnpatricknelson.com . 

 

Hm? Oh. Willa. I live on Hollywood Boulevard. 
  
§ŰĲќċШƣőĲůШĤũƨĲШƣĲŰƣƚШƚƓƖƨŰŊШƨƓШŸŰШƣőĲШƚŔĬĲƽċũťƚЮ 
  
Yeah, I know, but it's the best spot I could get. 
  
I try and keep close to people. Harder to just "disappear" you, y'know? I mean, if someone 
wants to yank you out your tarp castle and kick the shit outta you right there on Hollywood, 
there's nobody gonna race to your rescue, but at least you can count on some do-gooder 
or old lady dialing 9-1-1 to shut up the noise. 
  
I mean, we get messed with, that's just part of the deal. Tents are an eyesore, think I don't 
know that? Bad for avoiding cops and the nimby assholes, better for avoiding worse 
business. I've slept on benches and under bridges, no tent, the rape factor goes up about a 
thousand with that. 
  
Sure, I got a drinking problem. Surprise. I'd have a drug problem too, if I could afford the 
shit. Think I wanna be coherent, laying in a blue plastic sarcophagus, feeling the wet of my 
own breathing, hearing traffic a foot away from me, knowing some douche in a Tesla could 
barrel into me any second? Seen it happen, man, it's gnarly. Wanna know what I got in my 
little Hilton? 
  
   -Clothes. Couple shirts, jeans, underwear, socks. When I get a few quarters, I wash 
everything. 
  
   -Toothbrush. Toothpaste. Half a Listerine bottle. No, I don't drink it. 

https://johnpatricknelson.com/
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   -Books. Those are actually easiest to get, people ditch books all the time. 
  
   -Phone. Yes, I have one. Church gave it to me. I leave it off most the time, because when it 
runs outta juice, I have to charge it at a library or wherever, and get the side-eye from 
everybody there. Nobody to call anyway. 
  
   -Charger. For the phone. 
  
   -ID. Expired. 
  
   -Diploma. Framed and everything. Keep it handy in case I need to show it to a cop. They 
think you're crazy when you do, but it's broken the tension a couple critical times. 
  
   -Water bottle. Metal. 
  
   -Sleeping bag. Shitty. 
  
   -Pillow. Shitty. 
  
   -Flashlight. Windup kind, don't need batteries. 
  
   -Provisions. Maxi pads, toilet paper, some'a that hand sanitizer, couple old towels. 
  
   -Backpack. Carries shit. 
  
I don't have much. I can't. I ain't got keys to this castle, much less an alarm system. Best I 
can do when I leave is tie the zipper off with a bunch'a knots, then count the knots when I 
get back. And if I do go somewhere, I have to be ready for shit to be missing. So better not 
leave anything I can't live without. Whatever fits in the backpack, comes with me. Gotten 
lucky the last few times, but I've lost more stuff than I can remember. 
  
Even lost my tent once, came back, whole thing just vvvp, gone. You get good wireless on 
Hollywood, though, so there's that. 
  
You want me to say it? Yeah, I'm afraid. 
  
I'm afraid most of the time. 
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It was a hot goddamn day. Spent most of the morning in the tent, reading some book about 
satellite phones. Not like I give a shit, I read everything. Put writing in front'a me, I read it. If 
the only thing I got fresh is stereo instructions or a cereal box, I'll read those. Sometimes I 
go to the Vons just to read the ingredients on things. 
  
But I was sick of the satellite book, so I tossed it on top the stack. Wiped sweat. Inside of 
the tent was goddamn moist. I unzipped the door a skosh, peeked out. No church groups 
or bus tours nearby, so I unzipped a little more, and crawled out, zipped it back behind me. 
  
Always felt weird, one second to be in my own space, next on one'a the most famous 
streets in the world. I looked down at my feet at names I didn't recognize, wandered in 
circles. 
  
Peggie Castle. 
  
Donald Woods. 
  
Marian Anderson. 
  
Pat Boone. Heard'a him. 
  
I realized I didn't know whose star my tent was on top of. Hope they didn't mind too much. I 
mean, this side'a the Boulevard, they're probably dead, so fuck 'em, I guess. 
  
My stomach croaked. Couldn't remember if I'd eaten the day before. I don't like asking for 
change, I know what I look like. But you get the miss-meal cramps bad enough, you get less 
shy. 
  
Look for the eyes. Good start if they make eye contact. Can also work with people trying 
not to look at you, guilty ones might spare something. 
  
It's when they look through you, or like you took a shit in their shoe, don't even bother. 
  
Wasn't getting too many hits. One guy looked right at me, I held out a hand, he shook his 
head. Another lady made a tick sound. Nope. 
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When she passed by, I saw him. Through the chain link fence on the construction site, 
down the block, guy just standing there, looking my way. Hands in his hoodie pockets, 
slicked back hair. Staring. 
  
I looked behind me, didn't see Pat Boone or anything, looked back at him. 
  
Still staring. 
  
I wasn't sure he was looking at me, he was too far away. Maybe he was gawking at the 
Pantages or something. But he was still staring. 
  
I looked down, realized I was doing that thing with my hand, where I kinda whip it back and 
forth, pinkie sticking out. Don't know when I picked that up. Don't know I'm doing it half the 
time. Don't help when I tell people I'm not crazy. One of the social workers had a name for 
it. Stem? Can't remember. 
  
I got my hand under control, looked back up, guy was gone. Couldn't spot him anywhere. 
Probably nothing, then. 
  
Probably. 
  
  
  
Time the sun went down and the lights went on, I'd let it go. Not forgotten. Can't forget shit 
like that, have to file it away, case you need to jam later. I've had to plenty. Grab your gear 
and hit the road. Sometimes you gotta jam so fast it's just you dragging your tent along 
behind you. Bet you've seen that, think the one pulling it's crazy. Right? I'm right. 
  
Anyway, afternoon had turned out pretty good. Buncha tourists out sightseeing (Saturday? 
Hard to tell when I haven't turned the phone on in awhile), most of 'em clucked when I 
asked for help, but a couple gave me folding green, one a buck and one a ten. Think he said 
something about "God," which you sometimes gotta endure. But, maybe he's onto 
something. God was plenty good to him, he's giving people tenners, so maybe God's giving 
me what I deserve. 
  
Got me a slice with that. Went down gooooood. Splurged on a soda. Kept the cup. Never 
know. I don't like keeping dirty shit in my nest, draws bugs 'n' stink, but sometimes if you 
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got a cup, you can grab a quick refill. 
  
Then came the part where I told myself I wasn't gonna spend the rest on the poison. Always 
tell myself that. Almost always lose. But got to the door of the 7-Eleven, and like, just 
couldn't. I dunno. Thinking of it filling up my insides and turning that slice into boozy gravy . 
. . made me a little sick. 
  
So I went back to my tent, counted the knots (nine), unhitched them, unzipped the door, 
and crawled back in. Everything looked okay. 
  
I think. 
  
I got an order to the books, stack 'em just so, so if somebody messes with 'em, I can tell. 
Trouble is, I'd lost all my books a couple weeks back, so these were new, and I hadn't 
memorized the pattern yet. 
  
They looked mostly right. They weren't gonna ever look exactly right, y'know, people bump 
the tent all the time, so they get knocked over or jostled, so it ain't a foolproof system. 
Maybe that was it. They didn't usually stay straight stacked the whole day. But they looked 
like they had when I left 'em. 
  
Like somebody had neatened them up. 
  
Catch yourself thinking too deep on that, you remember why everybody thinks you're crazy. 
So you gotta put it in the mental file, y'know? Like, don't forget it, but don't be, whatsis, 
perseverating. 
  
Another word I got from the social worker. 
  
I pulled the flashlight out my bag, spent a minute winding it up. Opened the satellite book, 
laid on my side, shined the light on it. If there's a best time of the day, 'sides the eating 
  
days, this was probably it, where the words hit your brain, and you're somewhere else. 
  
I'm kinda used to passing out, when I'm with the poison. Prefer it, kinda. Less scary than 
trying to fall asleep sober, cars all screeching 'n' honking 'n' shit. 
  
But the reading is almost as good, when the words start blurring, and the traffic kinda lulls 
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yuh . . . nobody all yelling about they mama 'r whatever . . . warm . . . 
  
. . . 
  
. . . WHOAHOOOAH suddenly I'm moving, 
  
(I get arrested?) 
  
(I'm in a car?) 
  
all my shit goes flying, and I realize, somebody's outside, dragging the tent, and I feel the 
DROP and my hip SMACKS hard ground, that was the curb where the shit am I being taken 
oh no fuckin WAY I'm being pulled out into the fuckin street! 
  
I fumble for the zipper, but I rolled on top of it. Couple of the books whack me in the noggin, 
whoever's dragging me gives a good yank. I roll on my side, tighten up in a ball. Zipper's on 
the other side'a me now, I reach behind to try and grab it, catch it the first try, give a jerk. 
The flap opens up, I dump out, right in the goddamn street. 
  
Whoever dragged me was gone, tent smack in the middle of Hollywood, cars honking and 
screeching. 
  
I push to my feet, knees screaming, start to hobble to the sidewalk, but then stop, go back 
to the tent, grab it to drag it back. Whole life's in that, can't just abandon it. . . 
  
Almost to the curb when I hear a motor rev, and feel it in my arm and back as a car RAMS 
the tent. 
  
Wham. 
  
Suddenly, I'm just holding a torn off piece of blue tarp. 
  
Heard laughing from open windows as a Camaro whipped by. 
  
Book pages fall like snow. 
  
I see my life, scattered across Hollywood. 
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A car crunches over my backpack. I can't help myself, I run across the street, cars honking 
and stopping, pick up the backpack, limp back to the sidewalk. 
  
Sat against the chainlink fence. Backpack wet. Figure from the stink, the Listerine bottle 
busted. Unzip, score the damage. Phone's fucked. Screen so cracked I could see inside it. 
ID was okay. Diploma frame busted, glass all cracked, diploma ripped, stank of Listerine. 
Wasn't gonna be near as impressive next time I had to bust it out. 
  
When traffic thinned, I pulled the rest of the tent over, gathered the shit spread across 
Hollywood Boulevard. Clothes were mostly okay. Sleeping bag had a tire tread on it. Pillow, 
water bottle, flashlight, fucked. Tent was all kinds of tore up. Even if I got it standing again, 
it was missing part of a side. 
  
My hand was doing that thing again. I didn't bother stopping it. 
  
I looked over at the cars parked at the meters. The cup I'd bought earlier was next to one of 
the tires. Perfect, undamaged, straw still sticking out the plastic top. 
  
I trudged over, still holding my sleeping bag, leaned down with my cracking bones, picked it 
up. 
  
The little victories. 
  
I shuffled down the sidewalk, past Boone and them, to go see if the pizza spot was still 
open. Maybe snatch a cold drink. 
  
Never know.                  

       [contents]  
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POND SCUM 

Christian Fiachra Stevens 

Christian Fiachra Stevens is from Dublin, Ireland, where he found his love of fiction from a 
young age, having written stories both short and long in his spare time. Over the years, he 
found he had a particular interest in both Horror and Science Fiction which was quickly 
reflected in his stories. Now, he often writes tales in either or both genres, usually 
intertwined with influences from Irish mythology, history, and his own upbringing. He 
resides in Dublin still, and spends his time between Ireland and the UK, bothering his loved 
ones with his odd little stories. 

 

?ċĬШĬŸĲƚŰќƣШũŔťĲШƣőĲШƓŸŰĬШċƣШƣőĲШĲŰĬШŸŉШƣőĲШgarden. It came with the house when we moved 
in. I was excited. Aaron and I talked about making paper boats or fishing for frogs in it. But 
when we ran down to it the first day we moved in, we were disappointed. There was nothing 
there. No frogs, no fish, no bugs. Not even plants. When I think of a pond, I see lily pads 
and that weird mossy stuff that grows on top of the water that smells funny. But this pond 
was more like a deep, dark puddle. Like someone dug a hole and just dumped a bunch of 
black water tőĲƖĲЮШfƣШƚŔƣƚШƚƣŔũũЮШ ŸƣőŔŰŊШĲƻĲƖШůŸƻĲƚЮШ ŰĬШƣőĲƖĲќƚШŰŸШƚůĲũũШŉƖŸůШŔƣЯШƽőŔĦőШ
ċƖŸŰШĬŸĲƚŰќƣШůŔŰĬШĤƨƣШfШƣőŔŰťШŔƣќƚШƽĲŔƖĬЮШ ċƖŸŰШƽċŰƣĲĬШƣŸШŢƨůƓШŔŰЯШƚĲĲШőŸƽШĬĲĲƓШŔƣШƽĲŰƣЯШ
ƽőŔĦőШƽċƚШċШƚƣƨƓŔĬШŔĬĲċЮШfШƣŸũĬШőŔůШƚŸЮШcĲШƚƣƨĦťШőŔƚШƣŸŰŊƨĲШŸƨƣШċƣШůĲЮШcĲќƚШƚƨĦőШċШĤċĤǃЮШ
We walked back into the house, all annoyed. Mum gave out to us for being grouchy when 
ƽĲШŸŰũǃШŢƨƚƣШůŸƻĲĬШŔŰЮШìőĲŰШƽĲШƚċŔĬШƣőĲШƓŸŰĬШĬŔĬŰќƣШőċƻĲШċŰǃШŉƖŸŊƚШŔŰШŔƣЯШ~ƨůШċŰĬШ?ċĬШŢƨƚƣШ
looked at each other funny. Like, the way they do when Aaron and I are telling a joke, but 
ƣőĲǃШĬŸŰќƣШƖĲċũũǃШŊĲƣШŔƣЮШ?ċĬШƣőĲŰШŉŔŰċũũǃШċƚťĲĬШƨƚЯ 
 
љìőċƣШƓŸŰĬењ 
 
Which was weird. Mum and Dad told us about the pond before we moved in. They kept 
ĤƖŔŰŊŔŰŊШŔƣШƨƓШċƚШƚŸůĲƣőŔŰŊШŉƨŰШƣŸШĲǂƓũŸƖĲШĤĲĦċƨƚĲШƣőĲǃШťŰĲƽШfШĬŔĬŰќƣШƽċŰƣШƣŸШůŸƻĲШƣŸШċШ
new house. Aaron was confused too. We told them this. Dad just shook his head and went 
to go look at the pond. When he came back in, he told us to stay away from it, which Aaron 
ĬŔĬŰќƣШƣőŔŰťШƽċƚШŉċŔƖЯШĤƨƣШfШĬŔĬŰќƣШĦċƖĲЮШìőŸШƽċŰƣƚШƣŸШƓũċǃШƽŔƣőШċШĤŸƖŔŰŊШŸũĬШƓŸŰĬШũike that 
ċŰǃƽċǃЮШ?ċĬШŢƨƚƣШũŸŸťĲĬШŸƨƣШƣőĲШƽŔŰĬŸƽШċƣШŔƣШċŰĬШƣŸũĬШƨƚШƣŸШƚƣċǃШċƽċǃШŉƖŸůШŔƣШċŊċŔŰЮШfШĬŔĬŰќƣШ
ũŔťĲШƣőċƣШũŸŸťЮШcĲШĬŸĲƚŰќƣШƨƚƨċũũǃШũŸŸťШũŔťĲШƣőċƣЮ 
 
fШŊŸƣШƣőĲШĤŔŊŊĲƖШĤĲĬƖŸŸůШƚŔŰĦĲШfќůШŸũĬĲƖЮШ ċƖŸŰШĦŸůƓũċŔŰĲĬШċŰĬШĦƖŔĲĬШƣőĲШƽőŸũĲШĬċǃЯШƽőŔĦőШ
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was stupid. He gets scared and sleeps with Mum and Dad all the time so having the 
bedroom down the hall beside them only makes sense. He cried anyway. My bedroom 
looks out the back, so I see everything. I like looking at the porch and the grass at night 
when the lights come on. Sometimes, animals walk through, and the light spooks them, 
ƽőŔĦőШŔƚШŉƨŰŰǃЮШ9ċƣƚШċŰĬШŉŸǂĲƚШŉƖĲċťШŸƨƣШċŰĬШƖƨŰШċƽċǃЮШ§ƣőĲƖƚШŢƨƚƣШŉƖĲĲǍĲШũŔťĲШfШĦċŰќƣШƚĲĲШ
them and then I hit the window, and they hightail it anyway. None of them ever go near the 
ƓŸŰĬШƣőŸƨŊőЯШƽőŔĦőШŔƚШƚƣƨƓŔĬЮШfƣќƚШũŔťĲЯШŉƖĲĲШƽċƣĲƖЮШ7ƨƣШƣőĲŰЯШċШƽĲĲťШċŊŸЯШfШũŸŸťĲĬШŸƨƣШƣőĲШ
window at bedtime and saw a grey fox looking into it, at its reflection or whatever. And so, 
as a joke, I quietly opened the window and yelled at the fox, and it jumped like ten feet into 
the air and fell into the pond. I laughed so much. It was such a good prank. I was going to 
ƖƨŰШċŰĬШƣĲũũШ ċƖŸŰШĤƨƣШƣőĲŰШƣőĲШƓŸŰĬШƽĲŰƣШƚƣŔũũЮШxŔťĲЯШŔůůĲĬŔċƣĲũǃЮШÑőĲШŉŸǂШĬŔĬŰќƣШĦŸůĲШŸƨƣЮШfШ
thought it had drowned and got scared that Dad would yell at me but then like, five minutes 
ũċƣĲƖЯШƣőĲШŉŸǂШĦċůĲШŸƨƣЯШƖĲċũũǃШƚũŸƽũǃЮШfƣШĬŔĬŰќƣШĦċƖĲШŔƣШƽċƚШċũũШƽĲƣЮШfШĬŔĬŰќƣШťŰŸƽШŉŸǂĲƚШĦŸƨũĬШ
hold their breath for that long either. Then, it looked up at me, but different from how other 
animals do. It looked at me weird, like it knew me or something. I yelled at it again, but it 
just kept staring, so I got bored and went to bed. 
 
Then, the next night, the fox came back. I knew it was the same one because it walked 
weird, not like other foxes. It ƽċƚŰќƣШƚĦċƖĲĬШŸƖШĦċƖĲŉƨũШŸŉШőƨůċŰƚШŸƖШċŰǃƣőŔŰŊЮШ ŰĬШŔƣШĤƖŸƨŊőƣШ
a bunch of other foxes that were really jumpy and nervous. Like, normal foxes. The weird 
fox just went over to the pond and started drinking out of it. It kept looking at the other 
foxes between drinks until they all came over and started drinking as well, which made 
them all act weird too. Dad ran out and chased them away. He looked up at my window, 
ĤƨƣШůǃШũŔŊőƣƚШƽĲƖĲШŸŉŉЯШƚŸШőĲШĬŔĬŰќƣШťŰŸƽШfШƽċƚШċƽċťĲЮ 
 
Then yesterday, it was Saturday, so we were home from school and Dad got really mad at 
us. We were bored and played hide and seek. Aaron thought it would be funny to hide in the 
pond. Dad freaked out when he saw Aaron jump into it. He slammed the back door open 
and raced down to the pond and yanked Aaron out of the water and started screaming at 
him. It was really scary. I was crying because Dad kept shaking Aaron and telling him he 
ƚőŸƨũĬŰќƣШőċƻĲШĬŸŰĲШƣőċƣЮШ~ƨůШőċĬШƣŸШƓƨũũШőŔůШŸŉŉШ ċƖŸŰЮШ ċƖŸŰШĬŔĬŰќƣШƣċũťШŉŸƖШƣőĲШƖĲƚƣШŸŉШ
the day. Even when Dad said sorry. Mum said it was because he felt bad after Dad yelled at 
őŔůЯШĤƨƣШfШĬŸŰќƣШƣőŔŰťШƚŸЮШcĲШƚƣċƖƣĲĬШċĦƣŔŰŊШĬŔŉŉĲƖĲŰƣЮШìċũťŔŰŊШĬŔŉŉĲƖĲŰƣЮШ ŰĬШőĲШũŸŸťƚШċƣШůĲШ
ĬŔŉŉĲƖĲŰƣШƣŸŸЮШ§ŰĦĲШŸƖШƣƽŔĦĲЯШƽőĲŰШ~ƨůШċŰĬШ?ċĬШƽĲƖĲŰќƣШũŸŸťŔŰŊЯШőĲШŊŸƣШƨƓШŉƖŸůШƽőĲƖĲƻĲƖШ
he was sitting and tried to get me to follow him. When I asked where we were going, he 
quickly sat back down and looked away when Mum or Dad turned around. 
 
ÑŸĬċǃШfШƽŸťĲШƨƓШƖĲċũũǃШĲċƖũǃЮШfƣќƚШƚƣŔũũШĬċƖťШŸƨƣЮШ ċƖŸŰќƚШŸƨƣШŔŰШƣőĲШőċũũШũŸŸťŔŰŊШŔŰШċƣШůĲЮШfШ
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ĬŸŰќƣШťŰŸƽШƽőĲƖĲШ~ƨůШċŰĬШ?ċĬШċƖĲЮШcĲќƚШŊŸƣШċШŊũċƚƚШŸŉШĤũċĦťШƽċƣĲƖЮШcĲќƚШƚƨƖƖŸƨŰĬĲĬШĤǃШ
foxes. 
   [contents]  
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THE ASYLUM HAS MANY DOORS 

Reviews by Billy Ramone 

For September, a walk through some of the older titles that have slid off the to-be-read 
mountain recently...  
 
ÅĲũĲċƚĲĬШŔŰШΝΦΥΦЯШsċĦťШuĲƣĦőƨůќƚ The Girl Next Door remains one of the nastiest bits of 
ƽŸƖťШǃŸƨќũũШĦŸůĲШċĦƖŸƚƚШċŰǃƽőĲƖĲЮ  Based on a true story, it involves the torture, abuse, 
and eventual murder of a teenage girl by the family that took her in, along with a bit of help 
from the neighborhood kids.  ÑőŔƚШŔƚШuĲƣĦőƨůЯШŉŸũťƚЯШƚŸШŔŉШǃŸƨќƖĲШũŸŸťŔŰŊШŉŸƖШĦőĲċƓШƣőƖŔũũƚШ
and easy entertainment, get the fuck out now.  What he delivers is a grim, unsettling look at 
madness and abuse, and a portraitуthrough his narrator Daveyуof how seemingly normal 
people get drawn into doing truly godawful shit.  An outstanding work, but not for the faint 
of heart or weak of stomach.  
 
Recently re-read Joe R. Lansdale's The Nightrunners (1987) for the first time in many 
years.  It is a modern classic that deserves to be read more often; it still packs a punch 
almost forty years after its initial release.  It's a wicked cross-genre novel, part crime spree 
and part horror, in which the author first created his infamous God of the Razor.   It's damn 
good, fast storytelling, a real treat for hardcore fans.  It amazes me that no one in 
Hollywood has taken a bite of this apple over the yearsуĤƨƣШƣőĲŰЯШůċǃĤĲШƣőĲǃќƖĲШƚĦċƖĲĬШŸŉШ
the  blade inside.   A must-read.  
 
The Manx Cat (1971) by Fred Levon is a derivative, unthrilling thrillerуone of those books 
that are almost enough to make you wish Robert Bloch had never penned Psycho.  fƣќƚШƣőĲШ
tale of a young guy, not quite a man yet, with some conflicted feelings about his 
mom.  These feelings make him dangerous to cats.  And, incidentally, to women, 
too.  xĲƻŸŰќƚШƓŸƖƣƖċŔƣШŸŉШƣőĲШŢŔƣƣĲƖǃШǃŸƨŰŊШůċŰШŔƚШƓƖŸĤċĤũǃШƣőĲШőŔŊőũŔŊőƣШŸŉШƣőŔƚШƚőŸƖƣШ
novel.  cĲќƚШĤĲũŔĲƻċĤũǃШĲƻċƚŔƻĲШċŰĬШŰċƚƣǃШċŰĬШƓĲƣƣǃШƣőƖŸƨŊőŸƨƣЮ  Nothing else here is 
anything special, least if all the plot, which just kind of meanders along to the predictable 
end.   ?ŸŰќƣШĤŸƣőĲƖШƽŔƣőШŔƣЮ 
 
cŸŰĲƚƣũǃЯШxĲƻŸŰќƚШŰŸƻĲũШŔƚШƣőĲШťŔŰĬШŸŉШƣőŔŰŊШƣőċƣШůċťĲƚШůċƖŊŔŰċũШƽŸƖťШũŔťĲ Bloody 
Sunrise (1965) from Mickey Spillane seem really good.  By the mid 60s, impressed no doubt 
ĤǃШfċŰШ[ũĲůŔŰŊќƚШŊƖŸƽŔŰŊШƚƨĦĦĲƚƚШƽŔƣőШsċůĲƚШ7ŸŰĬШċŰĬШƣőĲШŊƖŸƽŔŰŊШůċƖťĲƣШŉŸƖШƚƓǃШŉŔĦƣŔŸŰЯШ
the Mick laid off Mike Hammer for a while and wrote a few espionage novels featuring 
agent Tiger Mann.  òŸƨќũũШőċƖĬũǃШŰŸƣŔĦĲШƣőĲШĬŔŉŉĲƖĲŰĦĲЯШƚŔŰĦĲШ~ċŰŰШƖĲƚĲůĤũĲƚШŰŸƣőŔŰŊШƚŸШ
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much as a hard-boiled detective.  On the plus side, there are lots of twists and rapid-fire 
ċĦƣŔŸŰЯШŢƨƚƣШũŔťĲШǃŸƨќĬШĲǂƓĲĦƣШŉƖŸůШÉƓŔũũċŰĲЮ  Equally predictable, alas, are the pervasive 
ƚĲǂŔƚůШыĲƻĲƖǃШƽŸůċŰШŔƚШљĬŸũũњШŸƖШљťŔƣƣĲŰњШċŰĬШĦċŰШőċƖĬũǃШƽċŔƣШƣŸШŢƨůƓШŸŰШ~ċŰŰќƚШĬŔĦťьЯШƣőĲШ
he-man posturing, and the hard-right ideology.  Only for Spillane completists.  
 
fŰШƽċǃƚЯШfќƻĲШĦŸůĲШƣŸШƚĲĲШsŔůШÑőŸůƓƚŸŰШċƚШыċůŸŰŊШŸƣőĲƖШƣőŔŰŊƚьШƣőĲШċŰƣŔ-Spillane of 
American pulp.  His Nothing More than Murder (1949) was a pivotal work for Thompson, a 
ƽĲŔŊőШƚƣċƣŔŸŰШĤĲƣƽĲĲŰШőŔƚШƚƓƖċƽũŔŰŊШŰŸƻĲũШŸŉШĬĲĦċǃŔŰŊШƖƨƖċũШ ůĲƖŔĦċШыΝΦΠΣќƚ Heed the 
Thunder) and his descent into madness and violence in The Killer Inside Me (1952).  While 
ÉƓŔũũċŰĲќƚШƽŸƖťШƽċƚШċШŉŸƖůƨũċŔĦШĦĲũĲĤƖċƣŔŸŰШŸŉШƣőĲШůǃƣőШŸŉШƣőĲШ ůĲƖŔĦċŰШÑŸƨŊőШ]ƨǃШŔŰШċũũШ
his unironic glory, Thompson dug his teeth ferociously into the underbelly of America to 
give us the twisted lives of the bloody and battered.  Thompson presents complex, flawed 
charactersуtough guys, sure, but fragile enough (sometimes psychologically, sometimes 
physically, often both) to know that getting kicked repeatedly in the teeth can do serious 
damage.   Nothing More than Murder presents the story of Joe Wilmont the successfulу
but perhaps not quite sane-- proprietor of a small-town movie theater, and his attempts to 
ease his wife out of the picture so he can try again with his new flame, Carol.   Thompson 
ŉċŰƚШƽŔũũШŰŸƣШĤĲШƚƨƖƓƖŔƚĲĬШƣŸШőĲċƖШƣőċƣШƣőŔŰŊƚШĬŸŰќƣШŊŸШċƚШƓũċŰŰĲĬЮ   Well worth the read.  
 
Of course, attempts to pigeon-hŸũĲШÑőŸůƓƚŸŰќƚШƽŸƖťШċƖĲШŸŉƣĲŰШƖĲĬƨĦƣŔƻĲЯШċŰĬШfѣůШċƚШŊƨŔũƣǃШ
as anyone.  One of the things I often fail to capture in my descriptions of his work is his 
sense of humor.  Much of it is, unsurprisingly, dark and bitter.  But in a work like The 
Alcoholics (1953), the humor is sometimes more light-hearted and robust, and it carries 
along with it something that seems shockingly like hope.  It's the only Thompson novel I 
can think of where a character takes a stand on a principle and isn't destroyed for it.  Into 
even the darkest night stretches a stray ray of sunshine.  fƣќƚШŰŸƣШőŔƚШĤĲƚƣШƽŸƖťЯШĤƨƣШŉŸƖШŉċŰƚШ
ŔƣќƚШċŰШŔŰƣĲƖĲƚƣŔŰŊШĦŸŰƣƖċƚƣШƣŸШőŔƚШŸŉƣĲŰШƓĲƖƻċƚŔƻĲШŊũŸŸůЮ  
 
Thompson knows how to structure a compelling book, regardless of mood, which is more 
than I can say for Charles G. Finney, whose The Circus of Dr. Lao (1935) is considered by 
some a fantasy classic.  fќůШƚƨƖĲШfШőċƻĲШŰŸШŔĬĲċШƽőǃЮ   It is endlessly discursive and 
practically plotless.   It is also rife with Orientalist tropes.  ƚШĤƖŔĲŉШċƚШŔƣШŔƚЯШŔƣќƚШċШĬƨll waste of 
time.  The book somehow managed to garner a National Book Award when 
published.  Judges for the award have, at least sometimes, shown better judgment 
since.   Readers with a strong interest in fantasy, or perhaps side shows and circuses, may 
find this to their taste, but for others your time is probably better spent elsewhere.   
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The thing looked about half human, give or take. 
      
~Ħ]ŔŰŰŔƚќƚШőċŰĬƚШƣƖĲůĤũĲĬШċƚШƣőĲШĲŰŸƖůŔƣǃШŸŉШƣőĲШƚƣŸƖǃШƚũċƓƓĲĬШőŔůШƨƓƚŔĬĲШƣőĲШőĲċĬЮ  He 
ĬŔĬŰќƣЯШőŸƽĲƻĲƖЯШũĲƣШƣőĲШƣƖĲůŸƖШƚƣŸƓШőŔůЮ  He pressed the business end of the Nikon into the 
crack between frame and door and fired blind, zipping off half a roll stat, auto-winder 
whirring manically.  ÑőĲШŉũċƚőШĦőƨŊŊĲĬЯШƚƣƖŸĤŔŰŊШƣőĲШőĲũũШŸƨƣШŸŉШƣőĲШĦƖĲċƣƨƖĲќƚШƚŔǂШĤǃШƚŔǂШ
room.  It went nuclear, the low moans that had guided McGinnis to it giving way to full-
throated bellows.  The sound reminded him of the stuff he used to hear when he worked 
the pro wraslin circuit for Ringside.  He pulled the camera back just in time, a split second 
ĤĲŉŸƖĲШƣőĲШĬŸŸƖШƚőƨĬĬĲƖĲĬШċƚШƣőĲШƣőŔŰŊќƚШƽĲŔŊőƣШŉũĲƽШŔŰƣŸШŔƣЮ  
      
ÑőĲШĬŸŸƖќƚШĦőċŔŰШƚŰċƓƓĲĬШƣċƨŰƣЯШĤƨƣШŔƣШőĲũĬЮ  Gray fingers with black nails--short, but 
nastily pointed--grasped the edge of the door, gouging angry furrows along its edge.  The 
beast yelped in pain as McGinnis slammed his own weight against the door and forced it 
closed, catching the fingers as they withdrew. 
        
He leaned there, his back pressed against the door, and began to laugh,  imagining the look 
ŸŰШ[ŸǂќƚШŉċĦĲШƽőĲŰШőĲШƚċƽШƣőĲШƚőŸƣƚЮ  The little weasel would shit himself.  Then there 
would be no more pissing on Pete McGinnis around the offices of The Messenger.  No 
way.  No more society page blurbs on empty-headed debs, no more human interest 
crappola about little old ladies salvaging cats from the local shelter, no more trite-ups of 
ice cream socials for the religion page.  McGinnis had always known he was good--now it 
was time for old man Fox to wake up to the fact that he had a world class reporter on his 
staff. 
      
McGinnis stepped away from the door.  The bellowing still rose from within, and the panels 
shook as the creature slammed itself against them.  World class.  The best damn job of any 
ƖĲƓŸƖƣĲƖШŔŰШƣŸƽŰЯШċŰĬШŸŰШċШƚƣŸƖǃШ[ŸǂШőċĬŰќƣШƽċŰƣĲĬШƣŸШŊŔƻĲШőŔůШŔŰШƣőĲШŉŔƖƚƣШƓũċĦĲЮ  Hell, if 
~ŸƖƖŔƚĲǃШőċĬŰќƣШĤĲĲŰШĬŸƽŰШƽŔƣőШƣőĲШŉũƨШőĲШƽŸƨũĬќƻĲШŰĲƻĲƖШŊŸƣƣĲŰШċШĦƖċĦťШċƣ it.  Even at that, 
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Fox had run through the rest of his over-worked staff before condescending to let him 
touch it.  
      
Like any solid pro, McGinnis already knew his next moves: get the heck out of there, have 
the film printed, and hit Wilkins with the snaps in the morning.  He had a feeling that one 
ũŸŸťШċƣШƣőĲůШċŰĬШƣőĲШŸũĬШŊĲĲǍĲƖШƽŸƨũĬШĬƨůƓШƣőĲШƚƣŸƖǃШƚŸШŉċƚƣШőĲќĬШŰĲĲĬШċШĤƨĦťĲƣШƣŸШĦċƣĦőШŔƣШ
all.  Sure, the paper would have to quash the B&E for him, but it was the least they could 
do.  He smiled.  cĲШĬŔĬŰќƣШƖĲċũũǃШŰĲĲĬШìŔũťŔns to fill in the blanks for him.  It was already 
pretty clear: take a little unauthorized research, add a freak and a nosy colleague, 
and wham: murder. 
      
He congratulated himself on the hunch that had pointed him at Wilkins, and on his 
decision to tail him.  ÑőĲШƚƣƖċŰŊĲШŉĲĲũŔŰŊШƣőĲШƚĦŔĲŰƣŔƚƣќƚШůċŰŰĲƖШőċĬШĦƖĲċƣĲĬШĬƨƖŔŰŊШƣőĲŔƖШ
afternoon interview had grown during evening, when he watched Wilkins sneak back to the 
lab to remove a crate and bring it home.  ÉŸШőĲќĬШƖŸũũĲĬШƣőĲШĬŔĦĲШċŰĬШĤƖŸťĲШŔŰШƽőĲŰШìŔũťŔŰƚШ
left the house.  Intuition had paid off big time when his ears led him to the freakazoid in the 
little room in the basement. 
      
The only question remaining, really, was whether Wilkins had bashed Dr. Yontz himself, or 
had monster-boy do it.  Judging from the claw-ůċƖťƚШŸŰШƣőĲШĬŸŸƖЯШŔƣШƽċƚШƣőĲШŉŸƖůĲƖаШòŸŰƣǍќƚШ
őĲċĬШőċĬШĤĲШĤũƨĬŊĲŸŰĲĬШƣŸШċШŰŔĦĲШƽċƣĲƖůĲũŸŰШƓƨũƓЯШĤƨƣШőĲШőċĬŰќƣШĤĲĲŰШƣŸƖŰШƨƓЮ  In any 
ĦċƚĲЯШƣőĲШĦƖĲċƣƨƖĲШőċĬŰќƣШĬƖŔƻĲŰШòŸŰƣǍќƚШĤŸĬǃШƣŸШƣőĲШĤŸƽũŔŰŊШċũũĲǃШƓċƖťŔŰŊШũŸƣШċŰĬШƚũƨŰŊШŔƣШ
behind the dumpster. 
      
McGinnis started for the stairway, sliding the camera back into its case.  When he hit the 
bottom step, his next move went up in smoke: Wilkins stood at the top, a tired look in his 
eyes and a Louisville Slugger in his hands.  McGinnis began to revise his plans as the 
ƚĦŔĲŰƣŔƚƣШůŸƻĲĬШƣŸƽċƖĬШőŔůаШƓŔĦƣƨƖĲƚШŸƖШŰŸЯШőĲќĬШőċƻĲШƣŸШƽŔŰŊШƣőĲШŔŰƣĲƖƻŔĲƽШƣőĲŰЯШƣőĲƖĲЮ 
      
љìőċƣШċĤŸƨƣШƣőĲШƣőŔŰŊШŔŰШƣőĲШĦũŸƚĲƣЯШ?ƖЮШìŔũťŔŰƚе  ŰǃШĦŸůůĲŰƣШŸŰШƣőċƣењ 
      
ÑőĲШŸũĬШůċŰќƚШũŔƓƚШƣƽŔƣĦőĲĬЯШĤƨƣШőĲШƚċŔĬШŰŸƣőŔŰŊЮ  McGinnis backed away from the 
stairway.  From over his shoulder, he could still hear the roars of the thing behind the door. 
      
љfƚШƣőċƣШƣőŔŰŊШƣőĲШƖĲƚƨũƣШŸŉШǃŸƨƖШŊĲŰĲƣŔĦШƖĲƚĲċƖĦőЯШĬŸĦƣŸƖе  Some kind of accident?  Come 
ŸŰЯШĬŸĦЯШƽőċƣШċĤŸƨƣШŔƣењ 
      
ìŔũťŔŰƚШƖĲċĦőĲĬШƣőĲШĤŸƣƣŸůШŸŉШƣőĲШƚƣċŔƖƚШċŰĬШũĲƻĲũĲĬШƣőĲШĤċƣШċƣШ~Ħ]ŔŰŰŔƚќƚШőĲċĬЮ  His moist 
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blue eyes sparkled.  љ ŸƚǃШĤċƚƣċƖĬƚЯњШőĲШůƨƣƣĲƖĲĬЯШċŰĬШƣőĲŰШũŸƨĬĲƖаШљ ũƽċǃƚШŰŸƚŔŰŊШ
ċƖŸƨŰĬШƽőĲƖĲШƣőĲǃќƖĲШŰŸƣШƽċŰƣĲĬЮ  With little cameras and little tape recorders.  Little 
papers.  Always wanting to publicize.  Wanting to drag everything out into the light of 
ĬċǃЮњ  He clucked his tongue and shook his shaggy, gray head.  љìőċƣШƣőĲШőĲũũШċƖĲШǃŸƨШ
ĬŸŔŰŊШŔŰШůǃШőŸůĲењ 
      
љfќůШċƚťŔŰŊШƣőĲШƕƨĲƚƣŔŸŰƚЯњШ~Ħ]ŔŰŰŔƚШŉŔƖĲĬШĤċĦťЯШŉƨůĤũŔŰŊШƣŸШƖĲƣƖŔĲƻĲШƣőĲШĦċůĲƖċШŉƖŸůШŔƣƚШ
case while maneuvering carefully to stay out of range of the bat.  љ ŰĬШfќůШƚƣŔũũШƽċŔƣŔŰŊШŉŸƖШ
ċŰƚƽĲƖƚЮњ 
      
љcĲƖĲЮњ  The old man cleared his throat and spit at him.  A glob caught the front of 
~Ħ]ŔŰŰŔƚќƚШŢċĦťĲƣШċŰĬШĦũƨŰŊЯШŸŸǍŔŰŊШƚũŸƽũǃШĬŸƽŰƽċƖĬЮ  cĲШĤĲŊċŰШƣŸШƣőŔŰťШőĲќĬШƨŰĬĲƖ-
estimated Wilkins.  Once the Nikon was clear, he snapped a couple shots of the 
man.  ÑőĲǃќĬШũŸŸťШŊƖĲċƣШŸŰШƣőĲШŉƖŸŰƣШƓċŊĲЮ  Wilkins lunged at the camera with the bat, but 
McGinnis pulled it clear. 
      
љÉƣƖŔťĲШŸŰĲЯШĬŸĦЮ  Tell me about Yontz, then.  ìőǃќĬШǃŸƨШĬŸШŔƣењ 
      
The old man cursed and charged, the bat rising and then falling forward as he swung it, 
club-like, at McGinnis.  Wilkins was agile for his age, but McGinnis was younger, 
faster.  The bat crashed into the wall as he spun away.  The beast snarled and barked with 
renewed vigor at the sound. 
      
љÑőċƣќƚШƚƣƖŔťĲШƣƽŸЮШ9ќůŸŰЯШìŔũťŔŰƚЯШŊŔƻĲШŔƣШƨƓЮ  xĲƣќƚШƣċũťЮ  ìőċƣШċĤŸƨƣШòŸŰƣǍењ  
      
љ ŸƚǃШĤċƚƣċƖĬЯШŢƨƚƣШũŔťĲШǃŸƨЯњШŊƖƨŰƣĲĬШìŔũťŔŰƚШċƚШőĲШƣƨƖŰĲĬШċŰĬШǍĲƖŸĲĬШŔŰШċŊċŔŰЯШŉũŔĦťŔŰŊШ
sweat from his eyes with a quick hand.  Too late, McGinnis saw his mistake.  cĲќĬШƚƓƨŰШƣőĲШ
wrong way; he was cornered.  He pressed his back against the door--ƣőĲШƚċůĲШĬŸŸƖШőĲќĬШ
leaned against, laughing, just a moment before.  The chances of strike three were 
somewhere between fat and slim.  As the man stepped in, he let the camera slide gently to 
the floor and braced himself for the blow.  
      
It seemed to come in slow motion.  The long, graceful arc of the bat as it spun toward him 
was mesmerizing.  McGinnis had time to study the grain of the wood, the cold stare in 
ìŔũťŔŰƚќƚШĲǃĲƚЯШƣőĲШƓƖĲƚƚƨƖĲШőŔƚШƨƓƓĲƖШƣĲĲƣőШƓũċĦĲĬШŸŰШőŔƚШũŸƽĲƖШũŔƓШċƚШőĲШŉŸĦƨƚĲĬШċũũШőŔƚШ
strength into the head of the bat.  He ducked and threw up his left arm to absorb the 
blow.  He felt the crunch as bone splintered, but the move worked.  The head of the bat 
slammed into the door inches above his head.  The creature inside wailed wildly. 



 
 

30 
 

      
McGinnis was wailing, too, his shattered arm blazing with the heat of a thousand fires.  But 
őĲШůċŰċŊĲĬЯШƣőŸƨŊőШƣőĲШƖĲĬШőċǍĲШŸŉШƓċŔŰШƣőċƣШĦũŸƨĬĲĬШőŔƚШƻŔƚŔŸŰЯШƣŸШƚőŸƻĲШìŔũťŔŰƚќƚШ
stumbling form away and find the chain and release it.  He started to turn the knob but he 
ĬŔĬŰќƣШőċƻĲШƣŸШĤĲĦċƨƚĲШƣőĲШƣőŔŰŊШƽċƚШĦŸůŔŰŊЮ  He stepped aside and let the door fly open 
and slam him against the wall behind it. 
      
Wilkins began to scream. 
      
~Ħ]ŔŰŰŔƚШĬŔĬŰќƣШƽċŰƣШƣŸШũŸŸťЯШĤƨƣШőĲШőċĬШƣŸЮ  He peered around the edge of the 
door.  Wilkins was on his back, his legs splayed awkwardly in the air, the Slugger rolling 
uselessly away.  ÑőĲШƣőŔŰŊќƚШŉŔŰŊĲƖƚШƽĲƖĲШƣĲċƖŔŰŊШċƣШƣőĲШŉƖŸŰƣШŸŉШőŔƚШƚőŔƖƣЯШũĲċƻŔŰŊШũŸŰŊШƖĲĬ-
rimmed rips in their wake.   That was nothing, though, compared to the thick gouts of blood 
ƣőċƣШƽĲƖĲШƚƓƨƖƣŔŰŊШŉƖŸůШƣőĲШċƖĲċШŢƨƚƣШĤĲũŸƽШìŔũťŔŰƚќƚШĤĲũƣШĤƨĦťũĲЯШƽőĲƖĲШƣőĲШĦƖĲċƣƨƖĲШƽċƚШ
busily snapping and chewing.  Wilkins was swatting his attacker about the ears, but it 
ĬŔĬŰќƣШƚĲĲůШƣŸШŰŸƣŔĦĲЮ  §ŰũǃШőċũŉШƣőĲШůċŰќƚШƚŔǍĲЯШthe creature was twice as strong. 
      
McGinnis tried to move, to rescue the man from the beast, but he could only gape and 
study the thing before him.  Looking at the way it had caught Wilkins in the underbelly, he 
figured it must move on all fours, despite its humanoid appearance.  A glance at the build 
of the legs seemed to confirm this--the powerful back haunches and narrow shoulders up 
front said quadruped.  ÑőĲШĦƖĲċƣƨƖĲќƚШƓŔůƓũǃЯШŊƖċǃШƚťŔŰШũŸŸťĲĬШƣőŔĦťШċŰĬШũĲċƣőĲƖǃЯШċŰĬШŔƣШ
was completely hairless.  MĦ]ŔŰŰŔƚШŉŸƨŰĬШőŔůƚĲũŉШƽŸŰĬĲƖŔŰŊШƽőǃШőĲќĬШƣőŸƨŊőƣШŔƣШƽċƚШ
partly human at first.  Looking at it from behind as it lashed into Wilkins, it bore more 
resemblance to an overgrown Chihuahua in a shark-skin suit. The grunts and growls that 
ĦċůĲШŉƖŸůШŔƣЯШƓƨŰĦƣƨċƣŔŰŊШìŔũťŔŰƚќƚШĦƖŔĲƚЯШƽĲƖĲШĦĲƖƣċŔŰũǃШŰŸƣШőƨůċŰЮ  
      
The bat rolled to a stop against the door, and McGinnis tore his eyes away from the scene 
before him and began to reach for it.  ÑőĲШƚŸƨŰĬШŸŉШůŸƻĲůĲŰƣШĬŔĬŰќƣШŊŸШƨŰŰŸƣŔĦĲĬЮ  The 
creature paused and looked over its shoulder at McGinnis, and it was only then that he saw 
ċŊċŔŰШƣőĲШőƨůċŰШĲũĲůĲŰƣШőĲќĬШŰŸƣŔĦĲĬШċƣШŉŔƖƚƣЮ  It was the face.  Despite the gray-green skin 
and the long, muzzle-like jaw full of cruel teeth, it was the face of a man.  The smoky blue 
eyes locked onto his for a moment, almost conveying a thought, before the creature turned 
its attention back to its keeper. 
      
ìŔũťŔŰƚќƚШƚőŔƖƣШƽċƚШċШĤũŸŸĬǃШĦŸũũĲĦƣŔŸŰШŸŉШƣċƣƣĲƖƚЯШċŰĬШ~Ħ]ŔŰŰŔƚШĦŸƨũĬШƚĲĲШƣőċƣШƣőĲШĦũċƽƚШ
were doing more than superficial damage to the flesh underneath.  The monster resumed 
ŔƣƚШċƣƣċĦťЯШƣőƖƨƚƣŔŰŊШŔƣƚШůƨǍǍũĲШŔŰƣŸШƣőĲШƖĲĬШőŸũĲШŔŰШůċŰќƚШĤĲũũǃШċŊċŔŰЮ   Wilkins screamed 
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once more, but it was scream that quickly turned into a groan and then trailed off into 
nothing.  ÑőĲШƚĦŔĲŰƣŔƚƣќƚШũŔůĤƚШŉũċŔũĲĬШƚƓċƚƣŔĦċũũǃШŉŸƖШċШůŸůĲŰƣЯШƣőĲŰШŉĲũũШũŔůƓũǃШƣŸШƣőĲШ
concrete floor.  fŰШƣőĲШƚŔũĲŰĦĲЯШƣőĲШƚŸƨŰĬШŸŉШƣőĲШĦƖĲċƣƨƖĲќƚШƚũƨƖƓŔŰŊШċŰĬШƚůċĦťŔŰŊШŉŔũũĲĬШƣőĲШ
room, along with the stench of open bowel.  ÑőĲШĤĲċƚƣШĬŔĬŰќƣШƚĲĲůШƣŸШůŔŰĬШċƚШŔƣШĤƨƖƖŸƽĲĬШ
ůŸƖĲШĬĲĲƓũǃШŔŰƣŸШìŔũťŔŰƚќƚШŊƨƣЮ 
      
McGinnis clutched the bat, drawing it to him as he slipped from behind the door.  His effort 
at stealth did no good: the creature heard him and swiveled about.  The sting of stomach 
ċĦŔĬШŉŔũũĲĬШőŔƚШƣőƖŸċƣШƽőĲŰШőĲШƚċƽШƣőĲШũĲŰŊƣőШŸŉШŔŰƣĲƚƣŔŰĲШĬċŰŊũŔŰŊШŉƖŸůШĤĲƣƽĲĲŰШƣőĲШƣőŔŰŊќƚШ
crimson teeth.  He barely had time to swing as the monster lunged toward him. 
      
fƣШƽċƚŰќƣШċШőċũũШŸŉШŉċůĲШƚƽŔŰŊЯШĤƨƣШŔƣШƽċƚШƓƖĲƣƣǃШŊŸŸĬШŉŸƖШċШŊƨǃШƽŔƣőШċШĤƨƚƣĲĬШċƖůЮ  And it 
ƽŸƖťĲĬаШƣőĲШőĲċĬШŸŉШƣőĲШĤċƣШĦċůĲШċƖŸƨŰĬШċŰĬШůĲƣШƣőĲШĦƖĲċƣƨƖĲќƚШƣĲůƓũĲШċƚШƚƣƖĲċťĲĬШ
toward him.  The blow landed with enough force to send it skittering to the side, yelping in 
agony as it rolled into the corner.  The contact was also solid enough to send a surge of 
ƓċŔŰШŊƖŔŰĬŔŰŊШƨƓШ~Ħ]ŔŰŰŔƚќƚШċƖůЮ  A black curtain started to descend over his vision, but he 
shook it off somehow and advanced quickly on the fallen beast.  
      
It was conscious, but the blue eyes were glassy.  Looking into those eyes--the eyes of a 
man dazed and injured--McGinnis paused.  He considered dragging the thing back to its 
hovel and locking it in.  But then he thought about what it had done to Wilkins and about 
having to touch that deathly gray skin.  He thought too long.  The creature shook its head 
and its eyes cleared and it bared its fangs in a vile grimace.  Before it could spring, 
McGinnis swung. 
      
As he climbed the stairs, he ran over it in his mind.  cĲќĬШőċƻĲШƣŸШŊĲƣШŔƣШċũũШƚƣƖċŔŊőƣШĤĲŉŸƖĲШƣőĲШ
cops arrived.  fƣШƽċƚŰќƣШőċƖĬШƣŸШĦŸůĲШƨƓШƽŔƣőШƣőĲШċŰŊũĲƚаШƚƨƚƓŔĦŔŸƨƚЯШőĲќĬШĦŸŰŉƖŸŰƣĲĬШ
Wilkins about Yontz.  The old man had him out to the house for an interview.  Confession, 
explanation, and the monster followed--ċũŸŰŊШƽŔƣőШƣőĲШĲǂĦŔƣĲĬШƣőŔŰŊќƚШƨŰŉŸƖƣƨŰċƣĲШċƣƣċĦťШ
ŸŰШìŔũťŔŰƚЯШƽőŔĦőШőĲќĬШĤĲĲŰШƨŰċĤũĲШƣŸШƓƖĲƻĲŰƣЮ  McGinnis smiled to himself as he dropped 
ŔŰƣŸШċШĦőċŔƖШŔŰШìŔũťŔŰƚќƚШũŔƻŔŰŊШƖŸŸůШċŰĬШƖĲċĦőĲĬШŉŸƖШƣőĲШƓőŸŰĲЮ  His arm was throbbing like 
ċШĤŔƣĦőШċŰĬШċШőċũŉЯШĤƨƣШŔƣШĬŔĬŰќƣШůċƣƣĲƖаШőĲШƽċƚШŊŸŔŰŊШƣŸШĤĲШŉċůŸƨƚЮ  cĲќĬШĬŸŰĲШċШƽŸƖũĬШĦũċƚƚШ
job.  

           [contents]  
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NICK CARTER: 

 THE TWO LOST CHITTENDENS 

One of the most active and beloved characters the history of American popular fiction, 
Nick Carter began his life in 1886 as a detective in dime novels.   He was created by the 
prolific novelist John Russell Coryell, a Street and Smith workhorse who was contracted by 
the publisher to write a million words a year, and who estimated later that he had 
published over two hundred novels during his career (under God-only-knows how many 
pen names).  
 
§ŰũǃШċШŉĲƽШŸŉШ9ŸƖǃĲũũќƚШŰŸƻĲũƚЯШőŸƽĲƻĲƖЯШőċĬШċŰǃƣőŔŰŊШƣŸШĬŸШƽŔƣő Nick Carter: before the 
end of the 1880s, Coryell had moved on to other characters and handed Carter over to 
author Frederick Van Rensselaer Dey, another quick-working scribe, who continued to 
write Nick Carter stories for many years, ultimately turning out over 40 million words in 
over a thousand Nick Carter novelettes.  
 
It is not always clear what author wrote which Carter story, since most were published 
under pseudonyms.  In addition to Coryell and Dey, a partial list of authors in the early 
years who wrote a significant number of Carter titles includes Eugene T. Sawyer, Thomas 
C. Harbough, and George C. Jenks.  ÂċƖƣШŸŉШƣőĲШĦőċƖċĦƣĲƖќƚШũŸŰŊ-term success sprang from 
the fact that there were always new writers willingуindeed, eagerуto try their hand.  Fresh 
blood, you know. 
  
Carter proved so popular that Street and Smith published Nick Carter Weekly (or the New 
Nick Carter Weekly) from 1896 until 1912.   The end of the weekly was not, however, the 
ĲŰĬШŸŉШ ŔĦťаШőĲШĦŸŰƣŔŰƨĲĬШƣŸШĤĲШċШƖĲŊƨũċƖШŉĲċƣƨƖĲШŔŰШÉѼÉќs new Detective Story 
Magazine throughout the late teens and twenties.  In 1933, inspired by the success of 
single-character pulp franchises like Doc Savage, the publisher returned with a more hard-
boiled version of the character in Nick Carter Detective Magazine.   The new magazine 
lasted only three years, but was soon followed by a radio program that ran from the early 
40s until the mid 50sуas well as a new generation of novels.  
 
In 1964, Carter was given a new breath of life when he was reconceived as a secret 
agent.  The new series, the Nick Carter/Killmaster novels, resulted in over 250 new novels 
featuring him.  The last was published in 1990, meaning that Carter had remained a vibrant 
character in the popular marketplace for more than a hundred years.  The books in the new 
series were generally published without authorial credits, which means that, as in the early 
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years, many authors contributed to the series, including Michael Avallone, Valerie 
Moolman, Gayle Lynds, and Bill Crider.  
 
The following story, from 1908, was likely written by Frederick Van Rensselaer Dey . . .    
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