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Editors Note:

| started this zine as a way to put together a bunch of stories and essays that |
have no other way to put into print. In the future, you may see some writings from
others around me that use a mixture of horror, science fiction, mood, and crime
as a way to express their feelings on society or to give you a picture of the inside
of their mind.

As this zine comes together and in future issues, you will see the evolution of my
writing, from the time | was thirteen and began to write my insane ideas down, to
now, ten years later as | write and attempt to publish professionally.

| hope you enjoy what | have put together, then again, if you don’t | don’t give a
flying fuck.

All material is my original work. All are fiction, no matter what it says inside the
actual dialogue or narration of the story.

Once again | remind you, if you are under the age of 18, easily offended, or don’t
like reading about sex, violence, hatred towards religion and society in general,
bad language or anything else you can think of that offends you (if you don’t see

it in here, email me at dedwinhedon@gmail.com and I'll include it in the next

one), don’t even read this last line. You've been warned.

Dedwin Hedon
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Morality Bullshit

In this country, we have terrible noral values. The origins
of these terrible values can be traced back to the first
people to inmgrate to this country, the Pilgrim See, the
pilgrins were super conservative bastards. If you recall the
stories, these assholes were the sane that started Sal em
Massachusetts, the community of the nopbst fanbus American
witch trials, where, just like in the Inquisition, hundreds
of innocent people were killed. Do you see how this reflects
directly on society today? You can turn on the tel evision
and see a PG 13 novie where the hero kills a hundred bad
guys, but the nonent a pair of breasts shows up, they edit
it out. Violence is conpletely fine with American nedi a
standards, but sex, the act that creates human life is
taboo. If you could answer a question for ne, howis that
sane? It nmakes no sense that the act of giving life to

anot her being is censored, and the act of taking a human
life away is enbraced. In Europe the exact opposite is true,
violent acts are |imted to cartoonish, slapstick violence,
while there is nudity with al nbst no di sapproval from
anyone. The ones who did di sapprove of this form of
lifestyle left centuries before to cone here to Anmerica. A
country where you could be free to |live whatever |life you so
desire, unless you choice is to practice witchcraft, show a

boob on TV, or use swear words in publicly avail able nedia.




Do you realize that the biggest crackdown of the FCC (Fuck
Conservative Christians) canme during the nost violent of the

Anerican sports, football, a game which causes irrecoverable

damage to sone (at this point, the NFL and it’s players
comm ssion [the AARP for ex-NFLer’s] are working on tal ks

for better care to be given to the fornmer players who are
now suffering) and the whole sport is basically just
fighting with a ball on the field? Janet Jackson’s nipple
flashed on the screen for a split second and all of a
sudden, live TV and public expression were ripped away for
fear that soneone may be offended. MIv lost its contract to
hol d the Super Bow halftinme shows and since then we've had
such great entertainers |like Aerosmth (formerly addicted to
heroin, which kills a I ot nore people than bush shots do),
Paul McCartney (an ex-Beatle who had serious drug problens
of his own), the Rolling Stones (whose nusic is just
basically fucking with instrunents), and Prince (who hunps
the shit out of his guitar on stage and gave us such
classics as Darling Nikki and Dirty Mnd), not to nention
any other artist fromgenerations past that needs to nmake a

buck. Wi ch doesn't really nmake sense to ne because, j ust

sinply for the fact that Justin Tinberlake was invol ved, the
uppers acted like it was conpletely the fault of this

generations performer. If | recall correctly, Janet Jackson

hasn’'t rel eased anything with historical significance since

the 80's! Howis this incident conpletely the fault of this




current entertai nnment parade? It has really been two decades

since she rel eased her first al bum

We al so have norality issues with the whole
adopti on/ abortion argunment. Before | get into this | just
want to reference an argunent that | had with ny nother on

the subject. | said gay couples should be able to adopt if
they want to. She said, “If god had wanted gay nen to have
ki ds, he would have nade it so that they could conceive, but

he didnt.” So | posed the question, well, if god wanted
wonen who are barren to have kids, he woul dn't have fucked
up their reproductive organs, so we shouldn’t |let them adopt
either. She didn’t |like that argunent. Back to the |ecture

at hand, we don't want infant children killed before they
take their first breath, we would rather them|eave their
birth famly and go off to a foster hone, where the

“parents” are just in it for the governnent check nost of

the time and don’'t give a shit about the kid.

I nstead of having an abortion, a young wonman is tricked into
suffering through nine nonths of carrying a child, the
horrendous experience of |abor, then the grief of giving up
t he baby she just spent the better part of a year with. The
peopl e who are agai nst the practice of abortion try to say

that it conpletely changed the psyche of a young woman. They

won't say that adoption causes simlar nmental issues, even
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t hough a good nunber of wonen go through the better part of
their adult lives trying to reconnect with the baby they had

to give up years before.

But what of the girl who knows she can’t care for a baby,
gives birth and is filled with such |ove that she decides to
keep the baby instead. She knows she can’t take care of it,
but wants to anyway, which usually ends with a negative
result. If she would have just been given an abortion

t hough, she never woul d have been put in the position to

make a bad decision in the first place.

Anot her thing that nakes ne | eery of the whol e adoption

point of view, is the people who say that there are plenty
of couples who can’'t have babies and they want to adopt, so
why not let them | ove the baby? That woul d be a good poi nt,

if those sane couples didn't go overseas and adopt a baby.

We're bringing in other unwanted children, while we have
kids given up for adoption sitting in foster honmes unti l

theyre ol d enough to | eave.

Wiy is it always the people who are up in arns about being
persecuted for their beliefs, who try to stop others from
having the ability to believe and practice what they want?
The Christians |love to conplain that they have rights just

| i ke everyone el se, which is true, but they try to use their




rights to infringe on other people’s rights. If you don't
| i ke sex, bad | anguage, or abortion, don’t surround yourself
with those things. Just because you hate sonethi ng doesn’t

nmean the rest of the world should hate it too. I'mgetting

sick and tired of religion controlling this country.

For instance, with the adoption issue, right nowin this

country, there are 120,000 children waiting to be adopt ed.
That’'s a bi g nunber. Should we continue addi ng nanes to that
list until we have to open up state run orphanages agai n?

What’s even stranger than that figure is the fact that four-

fifths of the states in this country still dont all ow gays
to adopt. The Christians want their kids to be put up for
adoption rather than be aborted, yet these same religious
nut bags don't want the only people who are willing to fight
for rights to have the privilege of adopting a child. And
even in states where there is | egal adoption by gay couples,
many Roman Cat hol i c di oceses have stopped their adoption

services all together

Focus on the Famly, a Christian organization that supplies
its rhetoric through children’s entertai nnent, is also

agai nst the whol e gay adoption issue. Their vice president,
Bill Muier says in a Tine Magazine article (July 16, 2007,

“Gay Fam |y Val ues”), “I don't see any shortage of




het er osexual parents willing to adopt.” Wll, M. Smarty

Pants, if that were true, would we have over a hundred

t housand kids sitting in foster hones and in our facilities
for the storage of said children? Mdst of the argunents that
t hese conservatives give for this debate al ways seens to be

full of holes and m ndl ess chatter.

I f anyone else tried sonme of the terrible argunents the

religious right used, they would never get away with it. But
Christian’s can just make up any old shit they want, fake

statistics and all sorts of other shit that proves their

side, and no one calls them out on that shit.

The conservatives in this country have rul es the way

everyone el se thinks, feels, and acts for far too |l ong. So
what if they don't want to see sex, that’s |like nme saying
that I don't want to see anynore bags of Cool ranch Doritos,
so they should be outl awed except if you pay twice the price
for it and they conme packaged in a brown bag so that | can’t

see the label. Is that fair to the people who |Iike Cool
Ranch Doritos?

| do what to pose the question again; dont we have freedom
in this country? It seens |ike you would need to be able to
make deci si ons by ourselves w thout other people trying to

protect us.




This brings ne to another norality issue in this country,
the drug issue. Since the tinme of Reagan, we have been at
war with drugs. The strange thing to ne about this war on
drugs is that there are no effective ways that we are trying
to reformany of the addicts who are caught, but we just

puni sh them for sonething they can't hel p. Being addicted to

heroin and getting busted with it should not have the sane
penalty of stealing a car. A thief can go to prison, sit
there for a few years, decide not to go back to the sane
|ife and upon rel ease, change his ways. An addict will think
about his |l ove every single day, and with the way our

prisons are run today, |I'msure that there are drugs

avail able at sone of the facilities, some of the tine. So,
even if he is in prison, he still may have access to
narcotics and there is no one to educate them on the dangers
and try to break the addiction. Then, he is rel eased and

goes right back to the drugs.

| don't see what the big problemis with drugs in this

country anyway. Way do we spend so nuch noney and tine to
put people in jail when they are only hurting thenselves, so
what if society |ooks bad, we should be worried about the

i ndi vi dual
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In Canada, they actually have house designated by the
governnent that provi de dangerous drugs to those addi cted,

give themrehab options and al so give thema safe

environnment to do the drugs, so they arent out on the

street robbing people and jeopardi zi ng everyone’'s safety.

Anyone who’'s watched the Hi story Channel knows that ori ginal

drug laws were nmade to actually be strictly for mnorities.
Only bl acks, Mexicans, or Asians were not allowed to have
drugs. In fact, the nost addictive, dangerous, and powerf ul
of all drugs, heroin, cocaine, and norphi ne were once

prai sed as nedical marvels.

O her drugs such as hash and marijuana were never used as
nmedi ci ne, usually don't harmthe body and show no signs of

addiction in longtine users. These drugs though are still

listed as illegal. Wiy is that? The reason is, because those
in this country who don’t like the effects of narcotics and

t hi nk that anyone else who likes themis in the wong.

W live in a country though that allows its citizens to find

al cohol, a drug that has terrible effects on the liver,
ki dneys and pancreas, but we can’t snoke a joint or else we
are breaking the law. |'ve actually heard a not so funny

story of a woman who was arrested after her nineteenth DU

and only received three years in prison, yet sonmeone busted
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with a bag of coke can go to jail for life with a chance of
parole after twenty years! That’'s the kind of fucked up

| egal systemand norality that we deal with in this country.

If I remenber correctly, there was a tinme in this country
where al cohol was illegal to produce, distribute or consune.
They made it illegal because it was causing too many
problens in society, addiction to it, domestic violence,
organi zed crime, it was a bad thing and it was outl awed.
Then a few years later, they | egalized al cohol again wthin

a few decades, drugs were on the shit I|ist.

Cocai ne was originally condemmed because peopl e thought that
any bl ack man who used cocai ne woul d just bust out and rape
any white woman he saw. Marijuana was originally hated on
for two reasons, one because peopl e thought Mexicans were
using it to rape white wonen and the governnent started a
snear canpaign against it to try and tell parents it would
turn their kids into nmurders. Opium (the derivative of

her oi n and norphine, and al so very useful for snoking all by
itself), was originally attacked because the country though
Chi nese nen on the west coast were luring white wonen into
opi um dens, getting themto snoke and selling theminto
slavery in other lands. As you can clearly see, nost of the
maj or drugs that were used in the 20" century, and even

today by sonme, were all outl awed because people were afraid

of the mnorities harmng poor little white wonen. |’'m not
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saying that any of the three reasons didn’t happen, |I'msure

one or two did, nost hate and prejudice is fornmed by a grain
of truth, but other things don't get outlawed because one or

two people got in trouble. For instance, religion causes

people to invent weird belief systens, trick people out of

their noney and sonetines hurt others, or thenselves, but we

haven't done away with spiritual beliefs.

Pedophilia is another strange occurrence in this country,

for instance, the issue with the Catholic Church and it’s
priests. You can't even really talk about it anynore w thout
sonmeone being up in arnms that it isnt a reflection on all

Catholic’s, it was only sonme of them Yet, these are the
same people who think that everyone who snokes weed is a
j obl ess, dunbfuck who lives at hone with their parents and
has no respect for anything. So they can make judgnents on
whoever they want, for whatever reason they want, but don't

want people to think of themin a negative |ight because of

t hat ot hers have done.

What is it going to take to change the back-ass-wards nature
of Anerican norality? The destruction of religion? The
intelligence to know that showi ng destruction is nore

detrinmental than the act of creation? A nuclear attack? |

don't know.
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Hell
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Ron drove down the long stretch of highway singing al ong
wWth the radio. It was the mddle of the night and with the
wi ndows down the cool night air kept himw de awake on the
| ong drive hone froma |long week with his high school
friends. He'd been in the car for hours and he still had a
couple left until he would arrive at his apartnent on the
edge of town. The mnusic was | oud, alnbst enough to nake a
normal person's ears bleed, but Ron had been to his fair

share of concerts and loud things didn't really bother him

n |_by_ n

"What the fuck?" Ron said, junping so hard he al nost swerved

of f the road.

"Cal mdown nman, it's just ne."

Now sitting in the front seat of the truck with himwas his
friend Nate. Nate had di ed when the two were seniors, five

years earlier

"Holy shit man. You're dead.™

"Yeah, | get that a lot."

n W]at ?II

"Not hi ng. "
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Even though he had died while they were younger, Nate had
aged just like Ron had and he | ooked |like he too was twenty-

t hr ee.

"What are you doi ng here?"

"Just canme back to check out the scene, | wondered what you

were up to and if you were still banging Jacqui."

"That was once man, never, ever again."

"Yeah, well that's still too nuch when it's your best

friends girl."

"Cone on man, it was one tinme and if you renmenber correctly
| cane to you the very next day and told you about it and

apol ogi zed. "

"Yeah, | do renenber. It happened right before you nurdered

I']"E. n

"It was an acci dent."

"You threw ne froma bridge to ny death.™

"I didn't throw you. | pushed you. Besides, you punched ne

in the face first."

"You fucked the love of ny life. The girl | was going to
marry after graduation. | had every right to punch you. On
second thought, | should have thrown you fromthat bridge."
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"I didn't throw you!"

The two went silent. Ron continued to drive the truck as
Nate turned his head and | ooked out the side wi ndow. The

quiet |asted only a nonent nore.

"When did they put that mall in?"

"Last year."

"Wasn't that where the high school was?"

"Yeah. They noved it down two bl ocks."

"Weird."

"You need a light," Ron asked, pulling a lighter out of his

j acket pocket, noticing the unlit cigarette Nate had been

hol di ng since he had arrived.

"Nope. Can't snoke it."

"No snmoking in Hell, huh?"

"There is no Hell, no Heaven, no God, no Devil all of that

shit is nmade up to nmake people feel good about thenselves."

"Ww. That's what | always thought."

"Basically after we die, we are punished according to our
vices. If you renenber correctly, |I've been snoking since |

was twelve. First one of our friends to snoke."
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"Yeah, first one to die too."

"Real funny asshole. Anyway, because of that, | nust carry a
cigarette around for all of eternity, but | can never snoke

it. Go ahead and try to light it."

Nat e popped the cigarette between his |lips. Ron raised the
lighter to it and placed the flame to the tip. After a few
second he pulled it away and surprisingly, it was still

whi t e.

"Ww, give ne that."

Ron snat ched the snoke fromhimand placed it into his
nouth. He lifted the lighter and ignited it, sending flanes
up around the papery end of the cigarette. he took a deep
drag and the tobacco began to burn. As it did, a fresh one

appeared in Nate's hand.

"Wow. "

"You said that once."

"So what about drinking? You were a pretty heavy drinker in

hi gh school . "

"I could kick back a couple of brews, but nothing conpared

to sone of those sorry fucks on the other side.”

"So, what's their punishnment?”
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"From what | understand, alcoholics have to drink as nuch as
they would drink on a daily basis on earth. The thing is,
none of them get drunk. Their brains still long for it, the
al coholismis still a part of them but it never gets into

their bl oodstream™"

"No way."

"Way, and with the way you | ove pussy, | would stop, or shit

at | east sl ow down."

"Why, what do they do to you?"

"You don't want to know, but trust ne on this one, it's

somet hing you don't want to experience."

"So, what'd you really conme back for?"

"You are in danger,"” Nate said in a creepy voice froma

horror novie, his eyes rolling into the back of his head.

"Holy shit!"

"No, I"mjust fucking with you."

"Asshol e. "

"You' re sweet. No, | just canme back to visit. You know, see
what you' ve been up to. O up in, depending on how you | ook

at it."
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"Bul | shit."

"Really. As the dead, we have the ability to pass between
your world and ours. Most of us don't, just because of how
much fun it is on the other side. You wouldn't believe the
pussy I'mdrowning in over there nan. Renenber that gir
from Col unbi ne? The Christian one who drew the picture of
the rose with thirteen drops of blood comng fromthe steanf

The same nunber of kids that died that day."

"Yeah, what about her?"

"She canme back as a freak. | fucked her a few days ago. She
was in this leather cat-suit. Hair all curly and sexy. You

woul dn't believe what that bitch did. She is hot as Hell."

"That's wong on so many |levels."

"What ?"
"Well, for one she's dead.”
"So, I'mdead too. It's like a black guy calling his friend

'nigga’ or a cancer patient naking a crack about an

i noper abl e tunor."

"Whatever, it's still wong. She died in one of the nost
hei nous events in American, no world history. That's the

equi val ent of you banging one of the Jews killed by Htler."

"I'"ve had at | east two dozen of them™"
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"Such a sick bastard."

"I learned fromthe best."

"Thanks."

"What ? No, not you. | was tal king about ny pops. That
dude' I'| fuck anything."

"Nat e, your dad di ed when you were five."

"Yeah, but | nmet up with himon the other side. He's one

funny fucker, 1'Il tell you that."

"Sounds cool ."

"He is. So, |I'mdead serious, what have you been doi ng?"

"Same thing | did when you were alive."

"Drink and wish that the girls in town | ooked |ike the ones

on TV."

"Yep."

"You need to die man. Seriously, nost wonmen cone back as

horny ass bitches."

"So, only your vices affect you? So we could still drink and

| could still snoke?"

"How many packs are you up to a day?"
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"Two. "

"No snoking for you either."

"Damn." He sat quietly for a few mnutes. "Alright, so how

do we do this?"

"Don't know. A fall like mne wouldn't kill nost. | was
going face first and I thought it would just hurt ny head,
maybe a concussion or sonething. Until that car hit nme as

soon as the ground broke ny fall."

"Quch. "

"You' ve got to find the perfect way to do it. Sonething

qui ck, no strangul ation or knife wounds. My roonmate over
there got shot in the belly in Korea, said it took himclose
to six hours to die. Pain was unbearable, not to nmention the

roaches that were around that he was too weak to swat at."

"Nasty shit. You could shoot ne in the head!"

"Sorry, dead can't harmthe living. Believe ne, 1'd |ove to,
you cock sucki ng sonovabitch, but we can only enter this

world, not effect anything init."

"I think this bi-polar chick may have left sone of her pills

in here. Check the glove box."

Nate stared at himfor a nonment.
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"What ? She had a fantastic ass."”

Nat e shook his head and opened the gl ove conpartnent. He

found the pills rather quickly.

"Nope. These are antidepressants. You'll be really, really,

happy. Not dead."

"I got it. W'll go to the point."

"Making out with a dead guy isn't going to kill you. And you

called nme sick."

"No, I'mgoing to drive over."

" Cool . "

Ron made a left, then a quick right.

"I know a shortcut."

"Any good bands anynore?" asked Nate.

"Same recycled horse shit as before. How about you? Any good

musi ¢ on the other side?"

"Sure, Cobain's released nine al buns on the other side.
Hendri x rel eased a couple, but they weren't as good because

he didn't have the drugs. Vices, you know. "

Ron nodded. "How about TuPac? He rel eases CD' s now that he's

dead nore often than he did when he was alive."
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"I know. They cone fromthe other side. Sonme guy made a mint
recording the Pac nusic and passing it along to living

record exec's."

"Real | y? Why hasn't anyone el se done that? 1'd |ove to hear

sone new Nirvana stuff."”

"No you wouldn't. Most of the songs and lyrics only apply to
the dead. No one on earth woul d understand any of it. TuPac
on the other hand was so obsessed with saving the world
while he was alive, that he carried it on to the other

si de. "

"Oh, how about novies? Do you guys have any filns down

t her e?"

"Ki nd of."

"What does that nean?"

"Well, it's hard. W have so many actors, directors, and
producers, on the other side, but they are still as obsessed
Wi th noney as they were on earth. Because we have no form of
currency on the other side, they refuse to work. So all we
have is college art filns that are okay, but hard to

under stand because of how cryptic they are. Mdst are really
boring, so not many people see them and because of that,

nost people only release their filnms once every couple

years."
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"Bumer . "

"Did you really just say that?"

Ron pulled up to the edge of the cliff.

"Are you sure this will do it?"

"It's a seven hundred foot drop. The highest cliff in the

state. Yes, I"'msure it will kill ne.

"Geat. Let's go."

Ron backed the car up about fifty yards and turned up the

radi o.

"Ready?" asked Ron.

"Ready."

Ron put the car it gear and hit the gas. As they sped

towards the edge of the cliff, he turned to Nate.

"I truly didn'"t nean to kill you. W were best friends man
and | was just trying to stop you frombeating the shit out

of nme."

"I know man." The car cleared the edge of the cliff and flew

out about twenty feet. "I have a confession to nmake too."

"What's t hat ?"
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lied. "
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I'm About to Lose My Frickin’ Mind

" m about to lose nmy frickin' mnd. Wiy? Lots of reasons.
One is the phone that constantly rings in nmy ear. Taunting
me, smrking and | aughing, asking nme if I feel lucky like
fucking dint Eastwood. What a nanme, Eastwood. | wonder if
his dick rises with the sun. If the cards fall in ny favor,
it's an answering machine, or the ringing just stops. If ny
skies are dark, someone who had no prior know edge of ny
hunbl e exi stence lifts the receiver and gets the surprise of
his or her life as | begin nmy shit. Mst say no, not caring
whet her or not ny children starve to death and | end up in
the streets. Wiy should they? | might as well be a Jehovah's
Wtness and pester themwith ny |ies. Maybe they woul d be
nore willing to participate if |I told them| had the ability
to cure all diseases. | don't think they would believe ne,

so | may have to choke them through the tel ephone.

If only there was a way for ne to find the path to
opportunity. W know it isn't Anmerica, with these pretty,
shiny new laws with the cute nanes bei ng passed to revoke
our freedom Europe is out. Mdst of their countries have a
facade of a nonarchy or a president |like us. China is poor.
Japan is crowmded with Anmericans, the mddle east is crazy as
fuck, and Russia is desolate. 1'd rather go to Africa, but

if you stay for too long, crazy overwhelmng forces of white

peopl e show up and destroy your culture. |If Mexico wasn't
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full of Mexicans, it would be paradi se.

For the nost part, books on tape are not forns of

entertai nnent, but sleeping AIDS. Sleeping AIDS waits in
your bed and sneaks up on your sex organs when they | east
expect it. There is a very frightening experience with said
illness, but telling you would take nore tine than it's
worth, so I'll spare you the gory details and just say |

di ed.

Gai ning recognition after death is the easiest way to not
beconme a ponpous, yuppie asshole. |I'm sure nost of you are
sayi ng that noney woul d never turn you into that person but
you are lying to yourself. Everyone who gets wealthy is
taken over with greed, and just because you adopt a little
foreign child, or hand your noney over to charity does not

mean you aren't greedy, it means you have a good PR person.

Wt hout our passions, we would just be celebrities.

| long to place her panties on ny face and snell their sweet
scent as she rubs them agai nst ny nose and nouth. Pl ease

don't hit nme anynore, |1'll be a good boy, | prom se.

It's surprising to me that |1've already reached a page and a
half. This is the nost I've witten in a nonth and a half
and it feels really good. Sex and drugs have taken over nost

of nmy free tinme. I only long to serve a worman. Ki ssing her
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inall the right places, touching her gently (sonetines) and
hol di ng her tight, feeling her breasts heaving with that
irregul ar bleeding. | nmean breathing. | haven't physically
seen her bleed, but I'msure she does, because she is a

woman.

When the world ends, no one will notice because we are all
too concerned with where we cane fromand where we are goi ng
one day. | personally don't give a shit. I'd rather spend ny
time being alive now than worryi ng about the begi nning and
the end. | guess one day | will find out about the end when
it happens, and if I"'mright or wong, | will not care,

because | am dead.

Peopl e always ask me why | allow ny shoes to get scuffed up
and dirty. My only reply is that the head is nore inportant
than the feet and nmy brain should receive nore funds and
attention than nmy shoes. People don't understand this
because they are too concerned with the way they | ook when

t hey should actually care about how they think.

| once broke ny neck when two Mexican boys brought me to the
back of a small hotel and beat ne into subm ssion. They
robbed nme of ny wallet, full of only condons, then |aughed
at ne because of ny passive nature and refusal to fight

back. Then they called ne Jesus Christos, stripped ne naked

and nailed ne to the side of a barn to pay for ny inability
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to ball up and stop themfromhurting nme and pirating ny

bel ongi ngs.

Two days later, | was finally renoved fromthe barn and
taken to a hospital, where ny rescuer dropped ne off, then
left. Inside the crudely set up nedical facility, | was
placed in an area with other injured Anericans. \Wen the
doctors saw ny wounds, they imedi ately began to assune that
it was stignata. | explained that | was robbed and the

hoodl uns had done this to ne, but they didn't understand, so
t hey began to worship nme, begging for blessings. | was
brought gifts, food and ot her objects as sacrifices, but
then they started to bring sick children and aninmals to ne,
asking nme to bless themso that they m ght becone well.
After none of them got better and two died, they accused ne
of being a fraud and threw ne into Mexican prison, the worst

pl ace on earth.

| spent the next year and two nonths in there, ny hands now
infected fromthe filth and rats that were | ocked in ny cage
with me. My hands and feet swelled to twice their size and |
was called a freak. The worst of it was the other inmates
used ny hands as pillows. Then | dropped the soap. It seened
odd to nme too that hands as big as mne couldn't hold onto
sonet hing. It was awful because when | picked it up off the

floor, the bar was covered in pubic hair and | had to wash
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them of f before I could finish nmy shower.

After escaping and fleeing to the U S. | was shunned by ny
own people also and so I went into the woods where | becane

a Sasquat ch.

Most of this is bullshit.

As the | arge ship sailed by, our captain decided it would be
best to just |leave the old, highlighted naterial at its
final resting place, for there was no need for fantasti cal

adventures at this nonent.

Not hing is ever too anmazing to be shot in the fucking head
and left in the back of a Honda G vic for six nonths before

the owners of the grocery store parking |ot conplains and

the police cone and findit tied with duct tape and dead
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The Ballad of Edwin and Jeanine (Part 1)
| was fucking her. In, out, in, out, | thrust repeatedly.

She’s noani ng. Screaming is actually a better termfor the

sounds com ng out of her nouth. |'ve never seen her like this
bef ore. She was scratching ny back, noaning in orgasmnc
del i ght and beggi ng, no demanding ne to do nore. | try, | put
it down so hard that it seenms |like I'mgoing to burst right

t hrough her back. She arches herself skyward and pulls ne
close to her. The position is awkward, especially on ny dick
which is now bent at a weird angle. | |ove fucking her I|ike
this, her sweet sweat dripping dowmn onto the sheets, both of
us in so nmuch ecstasy. My hands run down her back pulling her
towards nme and caressing her ass. Her ass has al ways been ny
favorite part. The way it juts out from her back just enough
to make you get on your knees and beg for it. She cones as |
do and we both fall to the bed staring deeply into each

ot her’ s eyes.

| wal ked fromthe roominto the bath and took a piss. | could
see the conme dripping fromit and into the toilet. Gabbing a
washcloth, | wi ped the juices fromny nmenber and threw it
into the hanper. | was hungry, fam shed you m ght say, and I
decided to go downstairs. The lights were off in the living
room whi ch was not hi ng unusual, but | was glad. Her nother
knows |"mthere, but | try not to show nmy presence in the

| oner portion of the house unl ess absol utely necessary.
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Getting food for ny fat ass was hardly an absol ute necessity.
God knows | go to that fridge at |east five tines a day,
sonmetines nore, and | work eight hours a day just like every
ot her red bl ooded Anerican male. | just |like food. Not as

much as | |ike pussy though.

| started down the stairs, confident that | could grab a
sandwi ch quickly and retreat back to the upper level in a
tinmely fashion. | could feel the delicious turkey between ny
teeth already, its buttery goodness neki ng the hunger pangs
stop in their tracks. | would ask Jeanine if she wanted
sonet hi ng, but she always said no so | just quit asking.

Politeness is sonmething that is conpletely necessary.

When | rounded the | ast step and | ooked into the sem -dark
living room | say sem because the street |ights shining

bet ween the bl ades of the blinds gives the rooma slightly
illumnated glow, | noticed her nother sitting on the couch,
staring in ny direction. | found this odd that she woul d be
up at this hour and al so because she always has the
television on and it wasn't. Mabel |oved soap operas and with
the invention of a whole network solely devoted to daytine
dramas she was happy as a pig in shit. | never understood why
wonen | oved those shows so nuch. The acting is shitty, the
story is shitty and the characters have no personality or
reason to be alive. Sounds kind of |ike a bad Asian novie to

nme, but nost of the wonen | know woul dn't watch that unl ess
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it had that guy from Grey’s Anatony in it.

"Sorry Mabel, | didn't know you were still up,"” | said,
novi ng quickly into the kitchen that sat adjacent to the
dining room "I just wanted sonmething to eat. Had a | ong day,
you know?" It always nmade nme nervous to have sex with Jeani ne
when her nother was still in the living room Wth all the

noi se we were making, | was sure she heard the sounds and |

think it’s kind of enbarrassing when that happens.

She gave no reply.

| made ny sandwi ch qui ckly, slapping a spoonful of real
mayonnai se onto the bread and snoothing it out before placing
two pieces of sliced turkey on there as well, and pl aci ng
everything back in the fridge. As | grabbed a plate and cut
the sandwich in half, | heard a sound of scratching fromthe
living room Mabel owns no pets, so | didn't know what could
be maki ng the noise. | had never heard anything |Iike that

before in the house and | certainly didnt want to neet it by

the sound of its claws. Grabbing the plate, | headed back
into the living room The kitchen was nore illum nated than
in there, so it took ne a nonent for ny eyes to adjust back
to the | evel of perception they were just at. It seens |

didn't want that to happen, because what | saw next will stay

in nmy head until 1 die.
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Mabel was seated on the couch, exactly how she had been
before and | wal ked by her quickly, upset at nyself that I
had di sturbed her. Wen | reached the stairs though, the
scratching sound returned, so | turned and asked, "Do you her

that too?"

Mabel didn't respond again, but when nmy eyes adjusted to the

darkness she was seated in, | noticed her head was facing the
kitchen now. | wal ked back over to her to see what was wong,
with her. I've never seen her fall asleep in the |iving room

especially at nine o’clock at night.

"Mabel ," | said as | approached, "are you alright? Wake up
Mabel ; you know it isn't good to sleep like that, with your

back and all." | reached out and put ny hand on her shoul der

as | said this and she started coughing | oudly.

This | found quite odd, that being the only sound she had
made then entire tinme | was down there, so | patted her back

a few tinmes, but the coughing grew even worse.

As it continued to increase in its ferocity, | took ny hand
of f of her shoul der and her body sl unped down onto the couch,
as if she had no control over her nuscles at all, although I

barely put any pressure on her.

Looking at the area where she was seated closely, | saw

novenent. It | ooked |like the fabric of the couch was noving
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in waves |like the ocean. | noved ny face closer to the
surface and realized that it wasn't the couch noving, but
mllions of centipedes, spiders and other insects withing

around as if they were in agony.

| junped back in fright after | realized what it was and this
caused Mabel's body to fall fromthe couch and | and face
down. | could see now that the insects were all over her
body, crawing in and out of her flesh through hol es that

| ooked rotten. The sight wasn't the only thing that was

astoundi ngly disgusting, but the snell that wafted up into ny
nostrils made me want to vomt, and | did just that. Only a
forensic chem st could have told you how | ong her body had

been sitting out on that couch.

| took off up the stairs, thinking that | needed to wake

Jeani ne. How coul d Mabel be dead, she was just alive and well
only an hour before when she brought us dinner? | could think
of no explanation for a conpletely healthy woman to now be a

rotting corpse after just a few short hours.

"Jeanine!" | shouted, trying to get her attention quickly.

"Jeani ne, we have a big problem Get up.”

"What is it? | already gave you sone, let nme sleep.”

"There's sonething wong with your nother."
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"What ?"

"I just went down to get a sandwi ch and she was sitting on
the couch in the dark. | didn't think she would do that, so
went to investigate and her body was covered with insects,

crawming in and out of her flesh."

n \Mat ?II

"Conme and see."

In a sl eepy daze, Jeanine stood fromthe bed and wal ked with

me to the stairs. W both started down the stairs.

When we reached the living room we wal ked over to the couch
and | ooked around. Mabel's body wasn't on the floor anynore

and the couch was no |longer crawing wth bugs.

"She was right here. | swear she was."

"Yeah, well, | may be young, but | don't get scared anynore.

Grow up, you jerk!"

"I swear. You have to believe ne. She was right there on the
couch and when | touched her, she fell off and | saw the
bugs. It | ooked horrible. See, | even threw up right over
there." | pointed to the spot on the carpet where | had

vom ted. Jeani ne | ooked down, then back at ny face before

shaki ng her head and turning around.
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| | ooked down and the floor and saw that there was no vomt
on the carpet. | could still taste the remains in ny nouth as

| swallowed, but it was clearly mssing fromthe scene.

Jeani ne wal ked up the stairs and went back to bed. | began
searching, frantically | ooking around the house trying to
find sonething that could nmake nme seema little | ess insane.
There was nothing. | |ooked again with the same result. It
wasn’'t until an hour later that | gave up and went to the
bedroom Jeani ne was al ready asl eep and ny bread was now hard

and inedible. I wasn't really hungry anynore anyway.

The next norning | woke up at about ten. | was glad it was
Saturday and | didn't have to grace ny shitty job with ny
presence. | work as an investnent banker for a conpany that
you probably already know the nane of. In order to spare you
the boring details that go along with said job, I will just

say that in the five years |'ve worked for said conpany, |'ve

made a | ot of noney for the conpany and the only thing | have
received in return, aside fromthe neager paycheck that

crosses ny desk every two weeks is a chronic mgraine.

As | got out of bed and |it a cigarette, | walked into the
bat hroomto relieve the norning wood that so frequently

pl agued ne. After relieving nyself, | got undressed fromthe
night clothes that | usually wore to bed and junped into the

shower. The warm water running over ny head nade ne forget
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all of the shit that had happened the previous night.
Actually, to tell you the conplete truth, | didnt even

remenber it before that. Soon though, that would be nmy only

wi sh, to forget.

When | finished nmy shower and began to towel off, | noticed
that there was a note on the mirror fromJeanine. |t wasn't

often that she left a note for ne, so when she did it was
exciting. It read: Edwin, Mother and | went to the nmall for
some early Christmas shopping. | will be back |ater on. Cal
nme if you need anything. Jeanine. P.S. Please bring the
Chri stmas decorations down fromthe attic. They shoul d be
right up front. P.S.S. | want to fuck you again when | get

home.

Ah, Christmas, | thought, the season | hate the nost. Don't

get ne wong, | don't hate Jesus or the supposed birthday we
gave himor anything, it's just that the fake cheer and | ove
of all nmen gets to ne. Seriously though, | have never net one

person, religious or secular that gives a shit about anyone

but thensel ves, so we nmake holiday's that reflect those

attributes, then ignore themjust the sane. | can’t stand

hypocrisy, even if it is only once a year.

Wien | was done in the bathroom brushing ny teeth, washing
ny face, you know, the works, | went right into the attic to

get the Christmas boxes down before Coll ege football kicked
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off. There wasn't that much stuff to bring down, but | didn't

want to be rushed and hurt nyself accidentally.

The attic's single opening was above the stairway that |ed
upstairs. | pulled the handle that was on the set of folding
stairs and |lowered it towards me. The creaki ng of the noisy,
hardly used wood was enough to drive anyone batty. It only
took me a nonent to unfold the stairs, but it was such a

tedious job that | was ready to stop then.

Once the stairs were down, | stared ny slowtrek to the
attic. The stairs were old and | lived in fear every tine |
went up and down themthat this time they would falter. |

don’t think that's a very irrational fear either because the

statistics show that nobst accidents occur in the hone,
usually in places you are nost famliar with. Luckily for ne,
the stairs did not fall, but | still had at | east one nore

trip up themand two nore trips down.

The attic of the house was crowded with years of forgotten
toys, old clothes, seasonal decorations, Christmas being the
only ones used in the last ten years, and nore m scel | aneous
junk than a bag | adi es shopping cart. Mst of the garbage

wasn't useful anynore, but it was |oved too nuch to just give

it away to the GoodwiIl, or have a yard sale. | went to turn
on the light, but as | pulled the cord that would illum nate

the room the glass shattered, scaring the living shit out of
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me. | laughed at nyself for this, knowi ng that there was
not hing up there that would hurt ne, unless of course a
Christmas tree had the ability to eat humans. There was a
| arge bay wi ndow on the front of the house that would

illumnate this hardly used room perfectly.

Just for your edification, | always wondered why they didn't

use this attic as a nmakeshift sitting room what with the
beauti ful woodwork, the giant w ndow and the way Mabel treats
her living roomand the furniture she keeps in it. | renenber
one tine that | had accidentally sat on the couch that she

call ed her "decorative Davenport," and she flipped out on ne.
| just don't understand why ol d people | ove their bel ongi ngs

so dam nuch.

| 1 ooked for the cord that would draw the thick, heavy
curtain back fromthe wall, but | didn't see it. | had seen
the cord before, actually the last tine | was in the attic,

so | knew it existed, but there was no plausible explanation

for why it should be mssing. As far as | know, I'mthe only
one who has been up here in the | ast decade. That’'s when |

heard it.

| turned around and the attic | was standing in was no | onger
that which I had entered. Al the boxes were gone and the
roomwas clean. It seened as if the floor had just been

polished. | turned nmy head to the far wall and was shocked
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not to find the trash that had been there only nonents
before. Now, replacing the junk was a row belts, hamers and
ot her m scel |l aneous tools. | began to wal k around, | ooking at
the few pieces of furniture nowin the room There was an
easy chair in one corner and what |ooked |i ke a wooden desk
in the other. The thing |I found odd about the desk though,
was that it had | eather straps com ng fromeach |leg and there

were no books inside.

Then there was a sound. It wasn’t |ike the scratching from

the night before. This was a stonping. The sound got cl oser,
comng up the stairs to the attic right at nme. | quickly dove
behind the easy chair in the corner and peeked out to see a
big, burly man stonping up the stairs with a little girl, no
older than thirteen in tow. He held her wist tight and she

was crying loudly, trying to break his grasp.

As | watched, the man took the young girl, tore off the

ni ght gown she was wearing and strapped her ankles to the | egs
of the desk. Then he bent her over and did the sane to her
arms on the other legs. Once she was sufficiently tied down,
he went about his business. First he caressed her ass, which
to tell you the truth I found kind of weird, then he sat in
the chair that | was hiding behind. The desk was positioned
so that while he was sitting in the chair he had a perfect
view of her ass high up in the air. After a few nore nonents

of relaxation, he wal ked casually over to the wall and pulled

42



down a thick leather belt. | watched as he tested its
durability, pulling the | eather between his hands and naking
the material crack each tinme he did it. The little girl was
bl ubbering, and it was clear that she was frightened of this

man because | knew she was speaki ng English, but | couldn’t

make out a single word she was sayi ng. She squirnmed back and
forth, trying to break free fromthe grasp of the tough

| eat her that held her to the desk. She begged himto stop
telling himthat she would be good. | assuned he was her

f at her because she kept calling himdaddy, but you know what

t hey say about assuni ng.

Once he was satisfied with his choice, he turned back to his
daughter and wal ked right up behind her. The girl was still
scream ng her head off, but by the throbbing erection that I
could clearly see pointing out of his pants, it seened as
though it excited himnore than it pissed himoff. As |
continued to watch, the burly man pull ed back the belt and

cracked it across her rear end.

The girl’s whinpers turned to a full fledged scream of

angui sh as he continued to pull the belt up and crack it down
across her ass. He was swinging with the ferocity of soneone
trying to kill a mllion flies as quickly as possible,

sl appi ng the coarse | eather belt across her bottom He hit

her al nost twenty tines in the course of a mnute and it
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proved to nme that this was a sadistic nman

| couldnt take it anynore, so | stood very quietly fromny
hi di ng spot, crept up behind himand [unged forward. Instead
of landing on the man’s back, | was now standi nhg agai nst the
wall, in front of himand the little girl. | could now see
the ook on the girls face as she cried and screaned for

mer cy.

When he’d had enough of his torture, the burly man took the

belt back to its spot and wi ped the sweat off of his brow
The little girl was still in shock and | could tell by the
way she was biting her lip that her ass still stung. What
happened next surprised even ne as | watched the man pull ed

his pants off and wal ked up behind the little girl.

He wai ted a nonent behind her, patting her little behind and
rubbi ng her barely formed hi ps up and down, as she struggl ed
to escape the grasp of this man. It was clear to ne that she

knew what was going to happen, possibly from previous

experi ence and didn't want it to happen agai n.

This act of pure evil lasted for twenty m nutes as he did
things so horrible, they can't even be described to you
Wi t hout them pouring through nmy mnd agai n. Wien he was

fini shed, he wal ked back to the chair.

He sat down and crossed his legs, his dick still wet and




sticking up fromhis crotch. | leered at him w shing that he
could see the | ook of disgust on nmy face. This sick freak had

just beaten and raped his daughter.

After resting for about ten nore mnutes, the man stood,
pul | ed his pants up around his belly and wal ked to the door.
Before | eaving, he turned to her, and said, "See you in a few

hours. Dont let the rats bite." Then he turned off the

| ights and cl osed the door.

| stood in the attic | was famliar with again, stacked with
boxes and snelling of noth balls. | searched for any trace of

the man or the girl in the roomand found none. | wasn't sure

if any of that was true, or if the years of drug abuse had

finally caught up with ne, but | knew one thing, | was sick.

As quickly as | could, I renoved the Christmas boxes fromthe
dusty attic and took themto the |living roomwhere |ast night
| had seen ny first fucked up image. Today was officially

nunmber two.

Hours | ater, Jeanine returned fromthe store with her nother
Mabel and cane upstairs. She was wearing a beautiful sweater
and skirt that matched, that | had bought her nonths ago when
sweaters were still on sale. Being the man | am | tore off
the sale tag and gave it to her with the original price stil

on it, hoping to get sone browni e points.
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As | envisioned ny dear Jeanine, Mabel came into the room and

said, "Thought | was dead, huh?"

Jokingly I said, "Only in nmy wldest dreans, Mbel." She

didn't laugh. "So, did you | adies have a nice tine?"

"Ch, yes dear," Jeanine said, her dinple beginning to break
its way through her cheek. "W w ndow shopped nostly, until |

saw this wonderful gift that I know you will [ove."

"What is it?" | asked.

nlt’S a__ll

She caught herself. I'musually really good at getting her to

give up her surprises to nme early, just by tricking her. She
| oves to tal k about anything, but it seens that this norning

she nust have had a cup or two of coffee.

"I'mso not telling you."

"I'l'l give it a week," | said, joking with her now. She knows

how bad she is at keeping secrets, and that’'s why | bust her

chops about it all the time. Literally, she is the worst

secret keeper of all tine.

"This is going to be the best Christmas since we noved in and

this tinme, I wll not reveal ny secrets to you."
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"Speaki ng of which, how did you guys cone across such a nice

pl ace? It must have cost you a fortune."

"Not really," said Jeanine. "The guy who was the former owner
of this house owed back taxes so they took it away. W bought

it cheap."

"Ww. Who was this guy anyway?"

"Don't know. We never net him Al the auctioneer told us was

that he was in jail now and woul dn't be out for a long tine."

"For tax evasion? That doesn’'t sound right to ne. Are you

sure there wasn’t sonething else he did wong?"

"I told you all 1 know. " She stood there for a nonent | ooking
into her purse, possibly for a lighter for her cigarette
before she | ooked back up and said, "Wy are you so

i nt erested?"

"I just like history, that's all."

As Jeani ne turned around, | noticed something on the back of
her sweater. Staring on, | watched the spot getting |arger
and larger until | realized what it was. By the tinme I was

up, bl ood was gushi ng down out of the back of her sweater and

down her | egs.

| grabbed her firmy and began to run ny hands over her back.
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| put ny fingers up the sweater and felt themgo into a
squi shy hole in the small of her back as big around as a
softball. When | pulled them back out for observance, | found

t hem covered i n bl ood.

Mabel cane over to nme and grabbed mny finger before shoving

theminto her nouth and sucking the blood fromtheir tips.

| pulled them away from her quickly and | ooked at them There

was no bl ood. Jeani ne turned around and | ooked at ne.

"What's wrong, honey?" she asked.

"Not hi ng. | thought your sweater was torn, but it's not."
Mabel was still standing next to nme and starring in disbelief
as if | was crazy. | knew | wasn't crazy then and |I know now.

| sat back down on the couch and they both went back to what
t hey were doing. Nothing else out of the ordinary happened

t hat day.

Hal f way through the night, | was stirred fromny slunber by
anot her scratching sound, this tinme fromthe bathroom
adj acent to our bedroom | went in and turned on the |ight,

cl osing the door behind ne as to not wake Jeani ne.

The bath, a spacious full room having a tub, a shower, and
two sinks was very nice. Nothing was noved fromits spot, the

w ndow was cl osed, and the scratching wasn't going on after |
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entered. | checked the cabinets, pulled back the curtain for
the tub and opened the shower door, then | opened the

medi ci ne cabi net just to nake sure.

Once | was satisfied that there was nothing in the bat hroom
when | decided to take a shit. | keep a Penthouse under the
stack of queen sized super hero sheets that Jeani ne won't
acknow edge the existence of, let alone allow ne to put on

t he bed. Good plan, huh?

| renoved the magazi ne, dropped ny shorts and sat down on the

cold bow .

| it a cigarette and began to | eaf through the pages

quickly, as | did nmy business.

The snoke curl ed upwards towards the ceiling and I noticed

t hat even though |I had turned on the switch that controls the
fan above the toilet, it wasn't on. | hadn't started the deed
yet, so | stood up and pulled the step | adder out of the

cabi net under the sink so that | could have a | ook.

| opened the vent up and stuck my head inside, seeing if
there was a problemw th the notor or sonething el se that
made the fan work. As | was | ooking down the |long vent, | saw
sonet hi ng dark com ng towards ne and was quite puzzled by

this. The fan was supposed to suck air out, not push it in.

| pulled ny head out quickly and tried to close the fan, but
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the material started to pour through the holes in the vent.
Shit, piss, blood and senen began raining down on ny head and

filling up the bathroom The snell was horrific.

After twenty mnutes of the constant faucet of hunan waste,
it stopped and | stood in a pool of it up to nmy ankles. |
opened the door quickly, hoping it wouldn't nake too big of a

mess and hurried back to the bedroom

"Jeanine!" | said loudly, trying to pull her from her

sl unmber .

"What ? |' m sl eeping.”

"The bathroom It's flooded with shit."

"What ?" she said, pulling her now wi de awake body fromthe

bed. "What did you do?"

"Not hing, | swear. Just cone |ook."

Jeanine followed ne into the bathroomand as | turned the
corner, | braced nyself for the ness that would be running

down the hall. Surprisingly, there was nothing.

"Wher e?" asked Jeanine, clearly skeptical

"It was right here. The whol e bathroom was fl ooded with shit

and piss."
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"Well, | guess we have sonme nmgi cal cleaning gnones that make

everything better. Wat's going on with you?"

"Wth ne? What's going on with this house?"

"This is the second night in a row that you' ve woke nme up to

see sonething that doesn't exist. There will not be a third."

She wal ked by nme and went back to bed.

"Baby," | said, wal king after her.

She ignored nme and clinbed into the bed. | followed her.

Suddenly, | didn't feel the need to shit anynore.

The next norning when | woke up, | once again noticed that
the wonmen had left ne alone. | did ny norning activities,
shit, shower and shave, and went down stairs to watch the
gane. | had conpletely forgotten about the night before and
just wanted to relax on ny |ast day off before | headed back

to work the next day.

That's when | heard the scratching again. This tine it was
comng fromupstairs, and | ignored it for a nonment, but then

it got louder and | ouder until | couldn't take it anynore.

| went up the stairs and | ooked around. The sound wasn't
comng fromthe second story, but fromthe attic. | didn't
really want to go up there again, not after the sight | had

seen the day before, but | had to if | wanted to keep ny
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sanity (even though the act of going into the attic may rob

me of it).

Conclusion in Issue 2
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End note:

Well, that’s it for issue 1. I'm proud of you for making it through. | wouldn’t have,
that's for goddamn sure. Anyway, you can read the conclusion to The Ballad of
Edwin and Jeanine in issue 2; that is if you read issue 2, | don’t know how many

of you | have scared away with this one.

Until then, | hope you all-
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