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Introduction
Karen Gettert Shoemaker is a writer, teacher and business owner living in Lincoln

NE. Her first collection of short fiction, Night Sounds and Other Stories, was published in the
United States by Dufour Editions in 2002 and republished in the United Kingdom by Parthian

Books in 2006. Her fiction and poetry have appeared in the London Independent, Prairie
Schooner, South Dakota Review, Fugue, Foliage, West Wind Review, Kalliope, Arachne, The
Nebraska Review, and has been anthologized in A Different Plain: Contemporary Nebraska

Fiction Writers; Nebraska Presence: An Anthology of Poetry; and Times of Sorrow, Times of
Grace. Her forthcoming novel, The Meaning of Names, will be released from Red Hen Press
in 2014.

For many of us, being a writer means being perennially dissatisfied. No matter
how great the experience our curious minds wonder about what’s not there. We
could find ourselves standing at God’s side during the Second Coming saying,
Sure, this is cool, but what about that? - that thing in our peripheral vision, the
movement under the yellow wallpaper of the moment.
This tendency to question and pursue holds true in our reading experiences
as well. A good story or poem has a way of integrating itself into the fabric of our
minds, we become it as we read it and it becomes a part of us when we set the
pages aside. That’s the beauty and magic of literature, and for non-writers (I’m
guessing here) that’s enough. For some writers though, reading the words of
others creates an itch, a desire to know more, and a refusal to settle for the first
version.
Such are the writers whose stories and poems are collected here, creative
work that makes use of characters and settings from public domain literature.
Though these poems and stories wouldn’t exist without the original publication,
they are so creatively rendered that they can be as surprising and innovative as
the source literature. David Atkinson’s re-imagining a nameless tertiary Dickens’
character as one who waits patiently in the wings for his moment in the story is
not only funny, it makes the reader aware of the whispering existence around
all stories. Morgan Jordan’s re-visioning of Cinderella’s stepsister as a kind of
co-victim of the overbearing stepmother becomes a way of questioning the patriarchy that supported the tale in the first place. Barbara Schmitz’ poem turns a
familiar ditty into a critique of modern discourse.
The work collected here reminded me of Time columnist Lev Grossman’s description of fan fiction: “…what literature might look like if it were reinvented
from scratch after a nuclear apocalypse by a band of brilliant pop culture junkies
trapped in a sealed bunker . . . The culture talks to them and they talk back to the
culture in its own language.” (Time, July 7, 2011)
Midnight Circus is talking back, and the conversation is delightful.
--Karen Gettert Shoemaker, Author of The Meaning of Names

Poetry
The Housemaid Speaks
Cat Dixon teaches creative writing at the University of Nebraska, Omaha. She is the secretary
of The Backwaters Press. Her work has appeared in Sugar House Review, Midwest Quarterly

Review, Coe Review, Eclectica among others. Her full-length poetry book Too Heavy to Carry
will be released Spring 2014 from Stephen F. Austin University Press.

An Answer (for Joe)
Barbara Schmitz won the 2005 Nebraska Center for the Book Award for her poetry collection, How Much Our Dancing Has Improved. Her spiritual memoir, Path of Lightning, was
published by Pinyon in November 2012. She has a new collection forthcoming any minute,
Always the Detail, from SFA University Press.

Downtime
Art Heifetz teaches ESL to refugees in Richmond Va. He has100 poems published in 10 countries. He has been nominated for a Pushcart Prize and received second prize in Reuben Rose
competition in Israel. See polishedbrasspoems.com for more.

We Decide to Adopt
Sarah Winn lives in Fairfax, Virginia. She is a Completion Fellow at George Mason University’s MFA in Poetry program. She was runner up for the 2012 Virginia Downs Poetry competition. In her professional life as a librarian, she reviewed books for School Library Journal,

and currently reviews for So to Speak. Her poems have appeared in Egg and will be appearing
in the upcoming December 2013 Memory themed issue of Halfway Down the Stairs.

This Title Was Removed Due To Copyright Infringement
Gary Dop grew up throughout Germany and the United States, and he now lives with his wife

and three daughters in the foothills of the Blue Ridge Mountains, where he teaches creative

writing at Randolph College. Dop received a Special Mention in the Pushcart Prize Anthology,

he was named the 2013 Great Plains Emerging Writer, and his poems have appeared recently

in Prairie Schooner, Agni, Rattle and New Letters, among others. His first collection of poems, Father, Child, Water, is forthcoming from Red Hen Press.

Henry Wotton as International Art Dealer
Bogus
Jerry VanIeperen is a founding editor of Sugar House Review. He studied poetry in Nebraska

and lives in Utah. His poems have appeared in journals such as Redactions, Plainsongs, burntdistrict, and Black Rock & Sage among others. He’s got no quarrels with life, but laments the
disappearance of video stores.

Deny Prufrock
Mathias de Alpuente is named after his ancestor, Mathias Ruiz de Alpuente. born in Spain
in 1740, who arrived in New Orleans in the 18th century. The present-day Mathias was

educated in Louisiana Catholic schools by the Sisters of Saint Joseph and a family of writers

of fiction, poetry, academic essays, and literary criticism. The I-10 took him to Santa Monica,
where he resides today in an apartment without sufficient wall space for his library.

The Nurse in The Odyssey
John J. Brugaletta is professor emeritus of English and Comparative Literature at California State University, Fullerton, where he taught Classical Mythology among other courses.
He now lives with his wife in Northern California.

Short Fiction
Pelageya
Becky Boncal is a graduate from the MFA program at George Mason University. She teaches
writing at John Tyler Community College and at The Visual Arts Center in Richmond, VA. Her
fiction, poetry, and essays have appeared in The Adirondack Review, The Copperfield Review,
HOOT, Everyday Genius and The Buried Letter Press.

The Ill-Made Father
Chris Smith has finally landed in Savannah, GA, after almost a year of traveling and multiple

coast to coast trips. He now spends his days trying to stay one step ahead of becoming a

hobo by teaching and tutoring online. When he can, he writes both on his own and with his
coauthor, Holly Cagney.

The Side Grind
David S. Atkinson is the author of Bones Buried in the Dirt (River Otter Press 2013) and

the forthcoming The Garden of Good and Evil Pancakes (EAB Publishing 2014). His writing
appears in “Bartleby Snopes,” “Grey Sparrow Journal,” “Interrobang?! Magazine,” “Atticus Review,” and others. His writing website is http://davidsatkinsonwriting.com/ and he spends
his non-literary time working as a patent attorney in Denver.

An Exile of Mars
Jeff Lawler is a writer of both prose and comics. “An Exile of Mars” is his first published work.

He moved to Omaha with his wife after graduating from Washington State University and

currently works as an insurance adjuster. He is also pursuing a Master of Science in Negotiation and Dispute Resolution from Creighton University. Due to his indecisive nature, he will
likely be among the first to die in the event of a zombie apocalypse.

Jim
Jeremy Morong published his first novel, the adventure-fantasy On the Backs of Dragons, in

April 2013. He was closing in on selling the movie rights to Disney until they changed their
minds at the last second to acquire Star Wars. His upcoming projects include a sequel to

Dragons and a first-person tale of killing vampires titled Adventures of Braxton Revere. He
lives in Omaha with his wife Abby and their two children.

Drucilla
Morgan Jordan is a graduate of The Institute of Children’s Literature. Thirty years prior to
taking the course she performed as a musician and storyteller in the oral folk tradition. A

song-writer, she recorded an album of original children’s music and has written lyrics for
three musicals. These days she focuses on writing short stories. She lives with her husband,
Jack, their dog, Blue, and a cat name Gizmo, who deigns to share his time with them.
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The Housemaid Speaks
Cat Dixon

“O Zeus, why have you given men clear ways to recognize what gold is counterfeit,
but on the body put no stamp by which one should distinguish a bad man?”
-- Medea

On his left hand, the middle finger was cut in third grade—the top sliced
off by a heavy school door. His mother cowered at the sight of blood,
so I sewed his flesh and soothed him that he was not deformed.
On his back, a crescent moon-shaped scar snagged years ago when
he fell out of bed with another woman, knocked over the lamp, tore his
flesh. I swept the shards away before my mistress could discover them.
On his chest two summers ago, a nickel-sized mole with ragged, dark
edges; when the doctor removed it, the black stitches looked like
eyelashes. I bandaged the wound for my mistress is suspicious about
such things.
Like a coin, she turned him over and over, pressed her thumb, placed
him in her mouth, and still was not sure. Like a frothy wave, I flapped
the sheets each morning and folded down blankets to make the bed
look new.
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An Answer (for Joe)
Barbara Schmitz

“What do you think?” my husband’s
high school buddy turns to me
in the midst of a political discussion
about health care and off-shore drilling
after I’ve vowed not to say anything.
I’d like to reply like Bartelby, the Scrivener—
I’d prefer NOT to—when asked
for my political thinking, or
as my spiritual guide when
asked his opinion on conflict
in Jerusalem (What you don’t
need is one more opinion),
but I can only mutter,
“I don’t know . . . I don’t know.”
How do you know?
We read and listen to the “facts”
that confirm our perspectives.
Pundits and experts interrupt
each other to expound on their
point of view. No one’s listening . . . .
Voices are raised . . . .
Where oh where has little Truth gone . . .
with its ears cut short
and its tail cut long . . .
where, oh where, can Truth be?
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Downtime
Art Heifetz

Who are these shades
with severed thumbs?
I asked.
Those are the texters,
Virgil dolefully replied.
They met a violent end
while operating
cars and trains and such,
their gaze riveted to
the sleek black box
instead of the road ahead.
So wedded were they
to their instruments,
the loss of their thumbs
deprived them of
all manner of speech.
They can only gesture now
in piteous lamentations
o’er their sad state.
A wraithlike figure
grabbed my sleeve and gestured,
what news of Jobs?
Is it true he is no more?
Yes, alas, I told him
but the house of Apple stands,
its iOS platform pitted against
the Android hordes
gathering at the gate.
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From the vacuous look
on their disembodied faces,
I knew that they were doomed
to spend eternity offline.
Never had I realized that
downtime
had undone so many.
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We Decide to Adopt
Sarah Winn

We are told
Do not wait
for infants.
Consider
sibling groups.
This could take
quite some time.
Think older,
long without
family.
Finally
we’re matched with
Baba Yaga.
For her we
plant thorny
raspberries,
a home hedge.
We discuss
retainers,
pacify
her bear trap
teeth. Anger is
her only
defense.
Late at night,
we search ads
on Craigslist,
gloat over
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a Fisher
Price built on
chicken legs,
tug flying
mortar and
pestle in,
to be used
indoors from
here on in.

She dreams of
the pets who
betrayed her,
fierce chases,
she fevers
them out.
With a handme down, handmade doll, she
rests easy.
We turn on
the night light,
fit into
her arm crook
a doll to
help her call
me mother.
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This Title Was Removed Due To Copyright Infringement
Gary Dop

There was a poem here about the man
in the colored hat, but the goons
who own the hat, the man, and his animal,
a toony primate—I can’t say more—
threatened to sue this writer (whose name
has been replaced by a lesser, but willing, poet)
or they didn’t. We can’t say for sure
or they’d sue for that too. Some of this isn’t true,
or so we’re safer to say. We’ve been permitted
one reference (and may have gone too far)
by the fair-use folks who say we’re okay, unless
the suits who speak for the hat man’s people
scan the world’s poems, curious about their money,
What do we know—what can we say?
Look away. Look away. Let’s whisper
the thousand things we can’t say today. I’ll start
with something holy I’ve been holding
under my own yellow-bellied hat.
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Henry Wotton as International Art Dealer
Jerry VanIeperen

Fire chased the dark from primitives
			

then Rome smoldered.

My fire threatened books inscribed by authors,
			

pillows and window shade.

Everything can be burned,
			

Prometheus our liberator.
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Bogus
Jerry VanIeperen

At the gym,
in the changing room,
I believe I crossed paths
with the guy who played Socrates
in Bill & Ted’s Excellent Adventure.
I looked at him as he to me
then we nodded as if to say
“be excellent to one another.”
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Deny Prufrock
Mathias de Alpuente

Mount my stairs, do not descend.
The peach you eat peels to reveal
depth of cleft and juice that bleeds
from mouth to mouth to stain the cheek.
In mermaid fins I swim in sheets,
rise in scales from blatant waves,
belly towards you, sing refrains.
When meaning flails, I say it plain:
yellow fog unsleeves a man,
murders time, sublimes his plan.
Lick of tongue, quiver of fate,
I drop an answer on your plate.
If you linger, stroke my down,
you will not wake, nor will you drown.
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The Nurse in The Odyssey
John J. Brugaletta

Yes, nursed him, I did, when he was but a lad,
but when his teeth got sprouted, put my dugs away.
“No more,” I said, and land, did he blubber.
(My husband said, “Good chance,” and had a sup.)
Went off to his uncle’s for to learn manhood,
got a boar’s tusk in his leg what took many
a gathering of simples to close it on the blood.
Then was that doxy Helen gone with Paris,
Left her daughter and husband away behind
for the high life in Priam’s land, they say.
So all the fit Achaeans supposed to go
and get her back, with all her “charms,”
to decency. Bah, say I, let her highness choke
on cates. She’s worth not one Greek boy
speared through and left to die on foreign sand.
But go he did, for trickery won’t always work,
even if your name is known for it—Odysseus.
And stayed away ten year, and then another ten
when all the others sat in settles by the fire.
And she, poor soul, a-weaving and a-taking out
to keep the heated suitors all at bay.
Comes one, a beggar don’t you know, in rags
and begs to talk to her in private-like.
Tells her Odysseus is living and is near.
She’s on her guard for just such lies, but
tells me bathe the fellow, as custom is.
I do, and there’s the scar the boar’s tusk left.
The rest is royalty. I have no more to say.
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Pelageya
Becky Boncal

It is a crisp, warm day that, in just moments, will be a crisp, cool evening. The
sea is jaunty. It turns over and over itself as if it were plagued by insomnia. On
the horizon, a ship sits in perfect stillness. Its small silhouette would be easily
confused for a seagull or pelican. It punctuates the base of a massive, billowing
cloud that is collapsing in slow motion over the horizon.
Beneath the restless surface, the water is a warm tugging dream. Spears of
sunlight mingle silently like autumn branches. From below, the sky is a dim light
seen through the lids of closed, fluttering eyes. The sea is the sky inverted. It
is a lonely blue space suffocating gradually into darkness. From that darkness
emerge the flat goose egg eyes of Nikolai the shark. He is a thick, gray muscle
that contracts casually on one side and then the other. His mouth hangs slightly
ajar, giving his face a dumb expression. A cluster of tiny fish pivot around him as
if it is attached by various lengths of invisible string. Swimming beside Nikolai
is his wife, Pelageya. She wears on her back three long suckerfish. She swims
closer to him and asks:
“Well, are you going to leave me then?”
“What for?” he mutters.
Pelageya considers his answer and after a moment she is content. They swim
beside each other in silence. She looks at him tenderly. As usual, his expression
reveals nothing. He blinks and sways, only now and then grunting as he pushes
slightly ahead of her. She is sorry that she has told him. She should have known
he would take the news of her affair exactly this way. Nothing has changed. She
was naive to think it would affect him, the sort of mistake made by new lovers.
“I will go for dinner,” says Pelageya at last.
“If you wish.”
She hesitates to leave his side and their silence continues. With a side-glance
Nikolai suggests she should now do as she says. She veers away suddenly in
decided haste, then slows as she turns to circle him from behind. She watches
him, her head askew, so that she may look with her left eye, as he continues at
an indifferent pace deeper into blackness.
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“Only tell me, Nikolai,” she says to the darkness, “tell me anything at all...
My love for him, it is a net. He fishes me out and throws me back.” She turns
upward, though underwater, there is no upward, for up and down are simply another forward and backward. Pelageya moves slowly toward the surface, where
the dim light will play on her skin and make her feel more cheerful. She passes
through packets of warm water. Suddenly something nudges the tender skin
of her back. It strikes her almost gently on the right side of her dorsal fin and it
bobbles against her body as she turns over in surprise. The thing rotates and
comes down again, tilted, this time caressing her long ways and moving slightly
with her wake. It is surrounded by darting schools of tiny pilot fish.
“It is food, it is food!” the pilot fish cry in a unified voice. “Open it, open it!”
Pelageya nudges the bundle softly. It falls more slowly for a moment and
settles at a new angel. She swims a close circle, readjusting herself below it.
“Yes, yes!” cry the pilot fish, “Open it, open it!”
She widens her jaws and closes them, seizing the bundle awkwardly at its
end. The fish cheer. The smell of blood drifts through the tasteless canvas. Pelageya jerks the bundle slightly and refreshes her grip. The canvas rips and splits
down a seam. Again the fish cheer. A white human arm dangles from the opening
and appears to reach out, weakly, lazily, to the ocean floor. There is a sharp prod
on Pelageya’s side. She twitches back, startled, frightening the fish into sudden
silence. A thin metal rod falls away, aslant and sinks quickly to the bottom.
“Is it alive?” she asks.
“No, no,” the pilot fish reply, their speech slightly unsynchronized, “it sinks.”
A notion takes hold of Pelageya: it will be a gift for Nikolai. She is pleased and
tickled by the thought. “And he will remember that I love him,” she reflects and
blushes with joy, falsely supposing this gift will make him happy.
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The Ill-Made Father
Chris Smith

“. . . You formed me from clay and paint each sunset. Amen.” Lancelot dropped
his gaze from the overhead sky, where the smears of red spread and threaded
into clouds with strings of stamen-yellow strands, and the bruising blues and
purples sopped up the brighter tones like bread in cream. He leaned against the
railing of the small boat, the waves lapping at the sides. His reflection shattered
in the bobbing water, breaking his already broken face further. How many days
he and his son, Galahad, had been traveling? He could not count them. He lost
track long ago, about the same time he realized the futility of conversation with
his estranged son.
He continued to watch his face in the water, the way it stretched, bent and
pieced back together for a stitch of wholeness, passing too swiftly, never granting him the solace he craved. No matter, he told himself. His guilt be damned
upon his return to Camelot. He would bend before his liege, with outstretched
arms, brandishing the object of the Holy Quest, the Grail, and he would feel
whole again.
Lancelot imagined Arthur’s face, the ever-whitening beard, the crisp blue
eyes set behind the wrinkles of too many years and worries. Arthur would light
up, his youth shining through—if only for a moment—and say, “You have done
well and brought glory back to Camelot.”
And Genny.
Genny would stand beside her husband, her eyes focused on the Grail, focused on the holy remnants, focused anywhere but Lancelot’s fragmented face.
But Lancelot would not let her aversion sting. The glory of Camelot would once
again be known. The table healed. And England would live out its final days in
peace.
Lancelot turned his gaze to the boat’s stem, where Galahad stood, his foot
resting on the edge. His son’s golden locks flowed behind him, teasing the
breeze. So unlike me, Lancelot thought—not for the first time. And he thanked
God—not for the first time. Though Lancelot despised Elaine, it pleased him that
their son took more after his mother than he. But even that stretched the truth:
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Galahad was a man unto his own, born into beauty, grandeur, and a devotion to
God that shamed the most devout. It was as if the young man did not even have
to try. He was one with God’s heart, like Enoch or King David. Galahad had been
true to God in all things and never failed. Or maybe he simply had not lived long
enough to fail, as Lancelot had.
Flashes of Genny charged into his brain: the curve of her stomach, the arch of
her back, her raven hair spread out like a silk blanket from bedpost to bedpost,
and the way she lisped on his name. “Come to me, Lancelot.”
He closed his eyes and prayed the images away.
When he reopened them, Galahad had gone, no doubt headed for some
bread and cheese. Sunset always brought a new store of food, daily miracles.
Lancelot plodded mid-ship to the one bench on the vessel. As he suspected,
his son sat, tearing off a chunk of bread. Galahad held the food out to Lancelot,
but the younger man’s eyes never met the elder’s. Lancelot took the bread, then
sat and ate.
When he thought it prudent, Lancelot snatched glances at his son. At the start
of the voyage, when the small ship appeared at the edge of Mortoise, running
aground beside the waking Lancelot, he didn’t mind the silence, the solitude of
his solo venture. But once the boat ran aground in front of his son, he heartened
at the idea of conversation. He attempted to speak with Galahad, offering a
number of subjects and interests, wishing to replace the days with something
besides the sound of waves and wind. But Galahad’s laconic responses sucked
the life from Lancelot’s questions, causing them to dwindle and finally diminish.
He wanted to find the bridge. It didn’t even have to be stone, some rope would
do, even a thin coil of falconer’s line, anything to lash them together, put them
on the same side. But his son remained a stranger, raised by a woman devoted
to the broken-faced man. And even without his father’s guiding hand, the boy
had grown into the best knight in all the world, unhorsing Lancelot to claim the
title. Any father would be proud. And Lancelot was. Proud and infuriated. Both
emotions stemming from the same root: Galahad would not speak of his accomplishments.
“Trivialities,” Galahad said.
“But you are the greatest knight that ever walked the Earth.”
His son did not reply.
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As before, the two sat in silence, eating and keeping their thoughts apart.
The sun had all but disappeared, the stars winking into existence, tiny angels to
watch the comings and goings of their Creator’s creations. A few of the winged
creatures busied themselves now, carrying Lancelot’s numerous prayers, the
words he filled his days with, hoping to atone for his past sins, remembering his
one—and only—miracle.
It confounded him that God granted him the strength to pull Elaine from the
cursed pot, only to have his miracle be the source of his downfall: too much wine,
a forged letter from Genny, and a dark bedchamber with the waiting Elaine. The
old knight consoled himself knowing God had his reasons. One should not question God’s means to His planned end. So he prayed.
However, the Queen’s essence always wormed around his penitence, slipping in her giggles whenever Lancelot stumbled in his holy orations. And he
remembered all the shared sunrises, the pale flesh before and the flushed skin
after, of when he pushed her away and the world stilled after his scold, when he
first saw her as a woman with a real heart, when his own heart metamorphosed
from scorn to love.
He had been out with his gyrfalcon, hunting. Though he fed the bird too much
and put it in an ill temper, a mood he adopted quickly. Genny came to help, but
only managed to worsen the situation by tying his creance wrong. With a gruff,
snatching gesture, he stole the ball of twine, scowling and yelling, “You have
messed things up even further.”
When he looked into her face, the sound of his gyrfalcon left, and the other
hunters disappeared. He heard and saw nothing but the tears, breaking on that
alabaster face like waves on a ship’s bow. She became real.
He shook them from his mind with a sung prayer. It glided on the darkening
breeze, floating like a falcon into the heavens for God to delight in. He opened
his eyes, eyed his son, and knuckled his brow. Galahad sat, unmoved, unstirred
by the music.
“Do you not delight in God’s praise?” Lancelot bore into his son with his eyes.
Galahad nodded. “In all things.”
“Truly?”
Galahad nodded again.
“Then why do I never see you pray? Never hear you sing?”
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Galahad broke a bit of cheese, tossed it to his tongue, chewed, swallowed.
The moon, having risen with the sun’s setting, shone upon them. Glowing as
it did, Lancelot often puzzled how something so bright brought so much darkness. He continued to watch his son in the blue moonlight, waiting for an answer.
Galahad grabbed the nearby water pitcher—another daily miracle—and drank.
Even the younger man’s chirruping throat provoked envy and anger in Lancelot,
each sound stabbing the absence of words into him. These times urged Lancelot to strike his son, but the presence of his Creator always stayed his hand, for
which, he thanked Him—not for the first time.
“It is true that God delights in prayer and song,” Galahad spoke quiet and soft.
“But He does not need them. He knows our heart’s praise. Each beat thanks Him
or curses Him for our life.”
“And your heart, Galahad, does it beat with praise?”
“Only God can know.”
The wind picked up. It carried Galahad to the end of the ship, where he made
his bed. And within minutes, Lancelot heard his son’s light snores mix with the
heavy breeze.
Sleep, as with most mistresses, did not come easily to Lancelot; he did
not want her to. He did not embrace her, as most would, for he had much that
weighed on his mind, and he learned long ago that sleeping with the world on
your shoulders was no sleep at all. He did not pace; he left that habit to the
young, the nervous. His gaze found his son, spread out on the ship’s floor. Galahad, eyes closed, looked his age, a lad barely into his 18th year. Eighteen and
the greatest knight in the world. Lancelot marveled at the thought. Where does
one go from there?
Lancelot pitied his son. At least when he had become a knight of the round table, jousts were to be had, tournaments to be won, tyrants to be tamed. But now?
Everything was different. Disbanded. Broken. Like my face. Arthur’s knights had
but one quest now, to find the Grail. And they had almost succeeded, father and
son, on the cusp of retrieving Christ’s cup.
His own sins were the source of his drive to find the Grail, he knew. But what
of his son? Did he seek further glory? To secure his reign as the greatest in the
world? Or because it was a holy and just quest? Lancelot knew that Galahad
would not search for anything less than the glory of God. But didn’t personal

Midnight Circus

praise fit into his son’s heart? Some forgotten corner? Lancelot wanted it to,
needed it to. His son was not human otherwise. Humans acted against God’s
instructions. His son should be able to fail—another sign of one’s humanity. They
were created in the image of God, not of Him. But Galahad perplexed his father:
Perhaps there had been two miracles the day he saved Elaine, her freedom and
an immaculate conception. A gift from God to Elaine. A punishment for Lancelot’s
sin. These thoughts clashed with one another, smashing in his mind like knights
at a joust, steel on steel. The tournament of ideas rampaged in his head long into
the night, and straight into morning—no champion to claim victory.
The fragment of sun poking above the waterline stirred him from his seat. He
walked to the ship’s stem and watched the sun come up, letting the light overpower his shadowed thoughts and send them away for another night.
Morning’s colors stretched their arms and legs and wrapped the sky in their
warmth. But something seemed amiss. Lancelot strained his eyes, searching the
horizon to discover the cause of his unease.
A dark spot, about the size of a fist, hovered between the sea and sky. An island. How long had they been drifting? Months? Years? Never seeing the slightest hint of land. He rubbed his eyes. The dark spot remained.
“Praise God.”
Galahad appeared at his side.
“Land,” Lancelot said.
Galahad nodded.
“Our journey is complete.”
Galahad turned to his father. And Lancelot did not like the look on his son’s
face, the alabaster skin knitted in concern, the look of one who knows more than
the other.
“What is it?”
Drifting above, a few seagulls cackled at one another.
Galahad headed mid-ship for the morning’s miracle.
Lancelot remained at the stem, his stomach twisted by the recent revelation.
He focused on the island, watching it grow, slow, slow, slow. A dark spire shot up
from the middle of the island. The resting place of the Grail.
He watched until the shoreline, trees, bushes, and—indeed—an ivory tower pointing to Heaven came into being. To ease his ever-quickening tension,

31

Lancelot found his armor, then started the arduous process of donning each
piece. Between greaves and cuisses, breastplate and pauldrons, gauntlets and
sabatons he shot glances at his son, who still sat, eating and drinking. Let him
be. We are almost there. Clinking and chiming, his armor jangled as he wobbled
back to the stem, the weight unfamiliar after all these months without it.
The shoreline glared in the sunshine. Sand, bone white, ringed the dark green
vegetation. Lancelot scanned the island. They paused on another anomaly. Earlier he had been troubled by the dark patch on the horizon, but now, a strip of
white, paler than the sand and twice as brilliant, unsettled his spirit.
Closer now, another pillar of white, albeit smaller, stood on the sand like a
marble statue. A man. Or what looked to be a man. The figure wore a hood
and cloak, blaring white that blinded the viewer instead of hiding the wearer. It
took every ounce of Lancelot’s strength to look at the man, even with his eyes
squinted to thin slits and shielded by his hand. And still, the figure drew brighter
and bigger with each passing wave. By the time the ship scraped sand, Lancelot
had turned away, the man glowing stronger than the sun.
An angel, he thought, for there seemed to be no other explanation. We’ve
made it. “Praise God.”
“Yes,” Galahad said, startling his father into a clanking jump. “Praise God.”
The greatest knight in all the world bowed his head and prayed. Lancelot followed suit.
I praise you, Father, for the sustenance you’ve provided. Both in body and
in spirit. For the love you’ve poured upon me. And my son. In the space of his
inner breath, he heard Galahad leap from the boat and land in the sand. You’ve
brought us to the end, Father. And there is nowhere I’d rather be than in Your
hands.
Lancelot opened his eyes and—as he knew—witnessed Galahad standing
beside the white cloaked figure. His son’s back faced him as Galahad looked
toward the tower. With heavy steps and a slight groan, Lancelot lifted a leg to the
stem, leaning out and preparing to jump. He bent his supporting leg, balanced
himself, and froze.
The angel held out its hand, blocking Lancelot’s path. Lancelot frowned.
“It will not let me jump,” Lancelot said.
Galahad turned around and met his father’s eyes, and Lancelot thought he
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saw tears on his son’s cheeks.
“You cannot come,” a voice boomed and echoed through Lancelot’s head as
if it were Camelot’s Great Hall, empty of people and joy.
“But why?” Lancelot tried to look at the figure, wanted to see some expression
on its face. He forced his eyes open.
The figure flashed. And Lancelot went blind.
He stumbled back, falling to the ship’s deck, palms pressed into his eyes.
Why couldn’t he follow? Why his son and not he? Thoughts of his return flooded
his mind: empty handed, forced to bow before the king and queen, unsuccessful
in his quest, beaten, second best. He thought of Genny’s face, the sad smile that
would adorn it. He saw Arthur’s open arms. “It matters not. Your safe return is all
that matters to me.”
But it should not be like that.
Lancelot blinked his eyes, hoping to clear his vision but only discerned faint
shapes, outlines and shells. The blurred glory of the angel began drifting away,
and the small silhouette of Galahad trailed after. His son, destined to be greater
than he—no, already greater than he—would be greater still. And Lancelot, once
the best knight in the world, returned empty.
“I never wanted you,” he screamed. Images of Genny’s cracked face flashed
in his mind, the tears on her cheeks as she tried to untangle gyrfalcon’s line. “I
never wanted you.”
Through the blindness and blur of tears, Lancelot thought he saw his son
stop, turn. Then he heard Galahad’s voice, clean and clear and beautiful, dancing through the wind. “I know,” Galahad said. The seagulls cawed. The trees
blew in the breeze, their leaves rustling. “But you loved me anyway.” They stared
at each other for the crashing of a few waves, the breaking of water against
wood. Then Galahad turned and melted into the forest, and Lancelot watched
him go, as always, Galahad following in the footsteps of God to a place his father
could never tread.
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The Side Grind
David S. Atkinson

Sometimes I wonder how I got into this. Vast lengths of nothingness, interrupted only by the repetition, the same brief moment over and over again. It’s
enough to drive one mad. I guess I can’t go mad, though, because I’m not yet.
Just a moment, I guess it’s time again:
“An intelligent boy!” said Scrooge. “A remarkable boy! Do you know
whether they’ve sold the prize Turkey that was hanging up there?--Not the
little prize Turkey: the big one?”
“What, the one as big as me?” returned the boy. “What a delightful
boy!” said Scrooge. “It’s a pleasure to talk to him. Yes, my buck!”
“It’s hanging there now,” replied the boy.
“Is it?” said Scrooge. “Go and buy it.”
“Walk-ER!” exclaimed the boy.
“No, no,” said Scrooge, “I am in earnest. Go and buy it, and tell ‘em to
bring it here, that I may give them the direction where to take it. Come back
with the man, and I’ll give you a shilling. Come back with him in less than
five minutes and I’ll give you half-a-crown!”
And there we go. Nothingness again. I have no idea when I’ll be called up
again, but I will. I’ll be called and it’ll just be the same.
Yeah, I’m ‘the boy.’ Every once in a while, I do my bit. Then I’m swallowed
back into a void. Not exactly being, not exactly non-being. I’m still aware the
whole time, aware of the nothing, but I can’t say for sure what it is. I just wait,
bored without really having the ability to be bored.
Oh well, it’s a living.
There was an ad in the paper one day. “Be ‘the boy’ in A Christmas Carol by
Charles Dickens!” I had no idea what that was, nobody did since it hadn’t been
written yet, but I needed a job.
Wait, hold on a second, here we go again:
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“An intelligent boy!” said Scrooge. “A remarkable boy! Do you know
whether they’ve sold the prize Turkey that was hanging up there?--Not the
little prize Turkey: the big one?”
“What, the one as big as me?” returned the boy. “What a delightful
boy!” said Scrooge. “It’s a pleasure to talk to him. Yes, my buck!”
“It’s hanging there now,” replied the boy.
“Is it?” said Scrooge. “Go and buy it.”
“Walk-ER!” exclaimed the boy.
“No, no,” said Scrooge, “I am in earnest. Go and buy it, and tell ‘em to
bring it here, that I may give them the direction where to take it. Come back
with the man, and I’ll give you a shilling. Come back with him in less than
five minutes and I’ll give you half-a-crown!”
I suppose I had dreams at one point, things I wanted to be. There had to
be things I wanted to do with my life. Everyone does. I really can’t remember,
though. Whatever it was must have gotten lost in the void. Regardless, this is
what I’ve got.
Why do I do it? Well, why do any of us do any of the things we do to survive?
This is what I know . . . and I don’t know what else to do.
Hang on, we’re about to go around again . . . .
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An Exile of Mars
Jeff Lawler

A week had passed since Sarkoja’s exodus from Thark. Her thoat had collapsed on the sixth day. As Sarkoja sat in the open desert next to the dying beast,
she had fought back the urge to slay the creature. In this environment, it would
have been an unnecessary expenditure of energy. When the thoat breathed its
last, it had looked at her mournfully. Sarkoja had stared back and felt a strange
stinging sensation in her eyes. This had startled her, but it passed after a few
moments.
If she were to travel another few miles, she would be venturing into uncharted Barsoomian territory. Even the Warhoon did not venture this far. She had
reached the edge of the known world when she saw a small building on the horizon, seated in the shadow of a large sand dune. Sarkoja had become delirious
with hunger and thirst, but she set off toward the structure with renewed vigor.
After what seemed like hours, she stood about 10 yards from the building, each
of her four arms hanging limp at her sides.
Upon closer inspection, it was more of a hut than an actual building. It was
made of scraps of metal that appeared to have been salvaged from a variety of
sources. Rough twine held it together at the edges. A water condenser sat on
the roof, and a variety of tubes and cords snaked down the side toward a large
reservoir. There were no windows, and there was no sign of life.
“Is anybody there?” Sarkoja shouted, her voice filled with apprehension. As a
feared member of the Tharks, Sarkoja had rarely known this emotion. But now,
in this place, far from anything familiar, she could almost feel it dripping from her
bones.
There was no reply. She called out again.
This time the hut quivered, as if somebody had put a hand against one of the
walls. After a moment, the rudimentary door creaked open, slowly revealing the
barrel of a rifle.
“Who’s that? What do you want?” said a rough female voice.
Sarkoja paused before replying, trying to gather her thoughts. “I am Sarkoja,
of the the Tharks. I am looking for shelter. And who are you?” she said.
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A low noise reached her ears. She was being laughed at. After the laughter
subsided, the woman in the hut spoke. “Greetings, Sarkoja of Thark. You must
be weary. I wonder how such a tall and mighty Thark came to be in this lonely
place?” The voice dripped with sarcasm.
Sarkoja felt anger rising from deep within her. She reached for the rifle
strapped to her back.
“Don’t move!”
Sarkoja jumped at the sound, her arms snapping back to her sides.
“My name is Dovak Mor,” the voice said.
“What tribe do you belong to?” inquired Sarkoja. Though the gun was pointed
at her, the fact that Dovak Mor had given up her name gave Sarkoja more confidence.
Dovak chuckled. “Does it matter?”
This small statement struck Sarkoja. The thought that the group, the collective, the tribe did not matter: it was the antithesis of her entire life. She had
spent her many years pulling the nefarious weeds of individuality wherever they
sprang up, but now . . . after just a week alone, in the great wilds of Barsoom,
the thought gave her pause.
Sarkoja realized she had been silent for too long. The door creaked open a
few more inches. “Throw down your rifle,” Dovak called.
She hesitated. It was well known that no green man of Barsoom was ever willingly without a weapon. But in this instance, Sarkoja realized she had no choice.
She needed assistance from this mysterious Dovak Mor, and any assistance she
received would have to be on Dovak Mor’s terms.
Sarkoja grabbed her rifle and threw it down toward the hut. The act took the
last of her strength, and she stumbled to one knee. The rifle barrel peaking out
the door did not budge. “There,” Sarkoja said. “Will you show yourself now?”
Using the rifle’s barrel, Dovak pushed the door all the way open and stepped
into the sunlight. Immediately, Sarkoja noted Dovak was missing her lower left
arm. She was small for a green woman, but not abnormally so. Her features
were rough, reflecting the brutal landscape in which she lived. Dovak held her
rifle firmly against her shoulder with her upper arms as she examined Sarkoja.
After a few seconds, she dropped the rifle from her shoulder and pointed it at
the ground.
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“Get up. You must come inside,” she said. “You look as if you might die any
second.”
With great effort, Sarkoja hauled herself to her feet and shuffled toward the
hut.
***
Sarkoja had been with Dovak Mor for two days. In that time, Dovak had nearly
nursed her back to health with a great amount of water and milk from Barsoomian vegetables.
As Dovak entered the bedroom where Sarkoja was staying, she sat up. For
at least the fifth time, Sarkoja pressed her about the circumstances that had
brought her to this remote outpost.
At last, Dovak relented.
“I am of the Warhoons, if you must know.”
With that, Dovak swept out of the bedroom into the tiny kitchen.
Sarkoja’s mind churned as she lifted herself up. She was stuck in the middle
of nowhere with a Warhoon, and could not imagine a more perilous situation.
She swung her feet to the ground and padded silently into the kitchen. Dovak
had her back turned as she attended to her cooking. Sarkoja slipped behind her,
cracked the front door, and stepped outside.
The blaze of the Barsoomian sun struck her with full force. Where was her
rifle? Dovak had hid it somewhere. Sarkoja crept around the hut and was surprised to find it leaning against the wall. She picked it up, inspecting it for booby
traps. Warhoons did not take in Tharks. It was insanity. Sarkoja, satisfied her rifle
was not booby trapped, pressed the butt to her shoulder and began to stalk back
toward the front door.
She hesitated, wondering if she should kill Dovak Mor. As she weighed the
options, the front door opened, and Dovak stepped out, a large pot in her hand.
“Sarkoja,” she called, “where are you? I’ve prepared a meal for us.”
“Do not move,” Sarkoja said in a low, threatening tone.
Dovak whirled, dropping the pot. She observed Sarkoja with a critical eye.
“What is that you’ve got there?”
“You know. You know what I have to do. Why did you take me in? How could
you? You’re a Warhoon!”
Dovak smiled. “Sarkoja, please. I am of the Warhoons. But I have not been
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with those people for 50 years. As you can see, I live here on my own. I have
taken charge of myself. I do as I please, and no person watches over me.”
“But why? Why would you leave Warhoon?” Sarkoja asked, incredulous.
“I’m not going to tell you exactly why; suffice it to say I suspect our stories are
not so different.”
Sarkoja lowered her rifle. This was something she had not considered: was it
possible Dovak Mor was an exile like her? She had suspected she was simply a
sentry. No matter; Warhoons and Tharks were not friends.
Sarkoja sprang into action. Using her lower limbs, she pushed Dovak down.
She followed this with a swift stroke of her rifle butt to Dovak Mor’s temple. As it
struck, Dovak crumpled to the ground with a resounding thud. Sarkoja steadied
herself as she caught her breath. Adrenaline coursed through her veins. Her
heart hammered in her ears.
Dovak Mor lay unconscious, and Sarkoja towered over her. Looking down at
Dovak lying prone on the ground, her first instinct was to put a bullet in her brain.
She pulled the rifle up and pressed the barrel to Dovak Mor’s forehead. Dovak
stirred as the cold metal pressed against her temple. Sarkoja’s finger brushed
the trigger.
One of Dovak’s eyes flickered. Sarkoja hesitated.
She turned and fled.
***
Sarkoja had left Dovak’s hut the previous day. She had not brought any supplies. That had been a misstep. She was not used to making such idiotic mistakes, and she wondered what had changed in her to create such sloppiness.
Hunger and thirst were weighing on her. And, for the first time in her life, her
conscience was weighing on her as well.
The baying of a pack of wild calots reached her ears. Normally, she did not
fear the wild dogs that roamed the dead Barsoomian seas. But alone, with just
a rifle, she would be no match for a dozen or more fierce calots. Sarkoja looked
for any nearby shelter. There was nothing. She stood alone in the wasteland and
turned to meet her fate.
The pack of dogs had almost reached her and was running hard as she raised
her rifle. Looking down the sight, she took aim at the lead calot. She squeezed
the trigger, and struck the beast between the eyes. It fell to the ground with a
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piercing cry. Sarkoja chambered an additional round and took aim. Just as she
was about to pull the trigger, she felt razor sharp teeth sink into the back of her
leg.
The calots had coordinated their attack. The pack charging her had been a
decoy. A single mongrel had attacked her from behind. Sarkoja knew she was
finished. Her life was over. It had been this, or a final trip down the river Iss,
through the valley Dor and at last into the sea of Korus. She felt blood flow from
her wound.
A shot rang out, and the beast released its jaws. Sarkoja gasped and stumbled to her knees. She wavered before falling onto her stomach. After lying still
for a moment, she rolled on to her back. Shots rang out around her as she lay
in a stupor. It sounded as if a dozen men were attacking. The calots yelped; she
could hear the quick patter of their feet as they ran from the barrage.
Sarkoja stared at the blazing sun. The heat of the great star, while normally
oppressive, felt oddly comforting. She felt the warmth of her blood seeping into
the sand.
She closed her eyes. Her breathing grew shallow. It was time for the last trip.
As she was drifting off, she was shaken roughly. Sarkoja’s eyes sprang open.
To her great surprise, Dovak Mor stood towering over her. “But . . . how did--” she
stammered.
“Quiet,” commanded Dovak. “You’ve lost much blood. I’ve got to get you back
to the hut soon.”
Sarkoja slipped into unconsciousness.
***
After what seemed like an instant, Sarkoja was awakened. She was shocked
to find herself back in the confines of Dovak’s hut. To have carried her all this way
was . . . unthinkable. Sarkoja sat up, jumping as she realized Dovak was sitting
on a stool in the corner.
“Sarkoja,” Dovak said.
Sarkoja was silent for a few moments. “Yes, Dovak?” she replied.
Dovak let out a long sigh. “I thought about leaving you for dead. Before that, I
thought about leaving you to your own devices and letting you take the trip down
the river Iss. And before that, I thought about shooting you even as you stood
outside my door.” She paused, just for a second. “Do not make me regret this.”
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Sarkoja did not know how to reply. To feel compassion and empathy from
another, especially a Warhoon, was new. She looked Dovak in the eyes.
“You will not.”
***
Sarkoja and Dovak settled into an easy rhythm. They worked together. Sarkoja had gained Dovak’s trust, and she was slowly allowing herself to return the
favor. It was strange, but at last, it felt right. Sarkoja felt acceptance. She had a
place, and there was nowhere else for her to go, nothing else to aspire to. In this
far-flung corner of Barsoom, she had found something beyond value: a sense of
place, a sense of worth.
It still bothered her at times. There was a nagging voice in her head, telling
her she shouldn’t be living like this, she should throttle Dovak Mor in her sleep,
take her weapons and go her own way. Before, that voice would have taken hold,
and she would have done exactly that. But now, she had learned a different way.
This new perspective enabled her to move beyond the simple kill or be killed
binary in which she had always existed. Dovak Mor and Sarkoja were partners.
They trusted each other.
***
A heavy rustling woke Sarkoja.
Something was outside the hut.
Sarkoja slowly eased out of bed as Dovak slumbered softly beside her. Careful not to wake her, Sarkoja pushed herself into a standing position. She stood,
silently, waiting for another sound.
There it was. Again. Something was rustling against the outside of the hut,
shaking it gently.
Sarkoja crept out of the single bedroom into the main living area. There was
no more sound. She moved to the door and eased it open to scan the expanse.
She saw nothing, and stepped outside.
The two moons of Barsoom were visible in the sky, watching over her like
a disjointed pair of eyes. She realized she had been standing still for too long,
contemplating the heavens. She needed to investigate the disturbance. Sarkoja
paced around the perimeter of the hut, checking for any signs of disturbance.
She had almost completed her circuit when she saw it: a small tuft of white fur,
caught on one of the structure’s rough edges. Her heartbeat quickened.
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The white apes had found them.
They were known to hide in the ruins of ancient Barsoomian cities, though
she had never heard of them roaming so far. Dovak and Sarkoja stood little
chance if they were attacked by a roving band of white apes. They might be
able to fight off one, but an attack by more of the beasts would put them in a terrible position. She rushed back into the hut. She needed to wake Dovak. They
needed to plan, to move, to escape, to do something. Sarkoja stood over Dovak
as she slumbered peacefully.
Sarkoja did not sleep the rest of the night. She thought many times about
waking Dovak Mor, but decided against it every time. When the sun had risen,
Sarkoja was up and pacing around the hut. Anxiety dripped from her pores.
Dovak Mor woke up and walked into the main area of the hut. “Good morning,
Sarkoja,” she said. Then, noticing something was wrong, she asked, “How are
you this morning?”
“Dovak Mor . . . please come . . . you have to see . . . I, I think-”
“Sarkoja, please, slow down. What are you trying to say?”
Sarkoja took a deep breath. “Last night, there were white apes, outside the
hut. How many, I am not sure.”
Panic flashed across Dovak Mor’s face. “Are you sure? The white apes are
not known to roam so far from any of the ruined cities.” Sarkoja gestured for
Dovak Mor to follow her. They walked around to the back of the hut where Sarkoja had found the indisputable evidence the night before. Dovak Mor grasped
the fur with one hand, rubbing it between her long fingers. She did not say anything for a few moments. She looked at Sarkoja.
“They will be back. We must prepare.”
Sarkoja followed Dovak Mor as they strode briskly back to the hut’s main
door. After they entered, Dovak Mor knelt down in the middle of the floor. Brushing the dirt aside, she grasped a hidden handle. Dovak Mor pulled, revealing a
trap door. She looked at Sarkoja, and then lowered herself into the hole. Sarkoja
walked to the edge of the trapdoor and peered into the crevasse. To her surprise,
there was a ladder that extended downward at least 30 feet, and there appeared
to be some sort of cavern at the bottom.
“Please come down,” Dovak Mor called from beneath her.
Gingerly, Sarkoja swung her legs into the hole and planted them firmly on
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the ladder. She had never been particular fond of heights, and even a small ladder such as this caused her heart to race. After a moment, she steadied herself
and began to descend. When she had reached the bottom of the ladder, she
lowered her feet, grateful to be on solid ground once more. She saw Dovak Mor,
crouched in the corner, pulling rifles from a great crate. Sarkoja strode over and
looked into the box. There were at least two-dozen rifles, but they were unlike
anything Sarkoja had ever seen.
“What are these?” she asked.
Dovak looked up at her. “A new style of rifle. This is what I was working on
before I left Warhoon. I took a few with me for . . . safekeeping.”
“What’s different about them?”
“The explosives charge in the round is five times as strong as is typical. Only I
know the formula . . . that is why I left. I could not bear the thought of such power
being used for nefarious purposes.”
The thought of such a weapon intrigued Sarkoja. She could take just a handful of these rifles, and possibly win her way back into the high levels of Thark.
She could kill Tars Tarkas.
Dovak Mor watched Sarkoja’s face as she admired the weapons.
“Sarkoja . . . I have made yet another decision to trust you.”
Dovak Mor paused for a moment before speaking again.
“Have I made a mistake?”
Sarkoja hesitated. She felt as if she was being torn in two; she could overpower Dovak Mor, steal the weapons, and make her triumphant return to Thark.
She could have the heads of Tars Tarkas and John Carter on spikes. On the
other hand, her new life with Dovak Mor was different. It was better in so many
ways than how she used to live.
A sudden shaking and roar interrupted her thoughts.
“They’re back,” Dovak Mor whispered. The din continued unabated. It sounded as if the white apes were tearing the hut to pieces. “Sarkoja, please, take
these weapons and follow me. I do not know if these will kill one of the white
apes, but we shall have to see.”
Slowly, Dovak Mor ascended the ladder with Sarkoja behind her. They were
carrying three rifles each. As they reached the top of the ladder, another chorus
of roars reached their ears. There were at least two apes, possibly more. Sarkoja
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shook at the thought of being so exposed.
They peaked out of the trap door to discover most of the hut had been ripped
away. Three white apes were tearing the remains of the structure to pieces. Their
great limbs churned through the air ferociously. Dovak Mor turned to Sarkoja and
whispered, “Follow me.”
They crept from the trap door, praying they would not attract apes. Sarkoja
stood behind Dovak Mor, watching the sweat beading up on the back of her
neck. Her nerves stood on edge. The apes went silent. Dovak Mor and Sarkoja
stopped, their backs to the apes. They had been noticed.
The apes were upon them. Dovak whirled, firing a quick round. It exploded
with a thunderous clap. If Sarkoja had not been running for her life, she would
have stopped to marvel at the sheer power of the explosion. As it subsided, she
saw one of the apes was down, caught in the throes of death. She kept running.
The two remaining apes, not noticing their compatriot fall, kept up the chase.
As they ran Dovak Mor turned and shouted at Sarkoja. “Split up!” she cried,
and peeled off to the left.
Sarkoja hesitated. Should she follow? She could not; together, they were
easy prey for the apes. She ran to the right, hoping the apes would follow her.
They had not. She could no longer hear the fearsome grunting and thunder
of the apes’ feet. Sarkoja stopped running and turned. She could see the apes
in fierce pursuit of Dovak Mor. This was her opportunity. She squared her feet,
and pulled up a rifle. She took aim. Just as she pulled the trigger, the lead ape
leaped into the air, and the round sailed by his head, exploding in the distance.
The ape, pushed forward through the air by the round’s concussive blast, fell,
tumbling over Dovak Mor.
Sarkoja’s breath caught in her throat. She looked back through the rifle’s
sight. Dovak Mor had been thrown clear into a small patch of vegetation, and the
two apes appeared to be searching for her. Without hesitation, Sarkoja pulled
up her second rifle, took aim, and shot the lead ape in the head. The creature
exploded in a grisly display of innards. The remaining ape let out a great howl of
rage and began to sprint away, faster than Sarkoja had ever seen an ape move.
She looked down for a moment, dropping her rifle and grabbing the last firearm.
When she looked up, she could not see the ape.
Sarkoja stood with her feet planted and each of her four arms at the ready.
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She scanned the horizon for any sign of the beast. The sun beat down; sweat
rolled down her forehead, condensed into a droplet, and fell to the ground. She
was about to relax when a ferocious roar reached her ears.
The sound had come from behind her.
Sarkoja whirled just in time to see a final ape charging. The beast was less
then 10 yards away. She shouldered her rifle and looked down the sight. It was
less than five yards away and coming fast.
Sarkoja exhaled.
She closed her eyes.
She pulled the trigger.
The round exploded. The concussive blast knocked her backward. The world
turned white for an instant, followed by a crushing blackness.
***
Light crept into her vision as Sarkoja regained consciousness. Oddly, she felt
wet and cold. Reaching up with one hand, she wiped her eyes, and was startled
to find she was covered in something slimy. With her eyes fully opened, she sat
up, and looked around. To her horror, she found she was covered in the final
white ape’s innards. As quickly as she could, she stood up, looking for additional
adversaries. There were none.
Then she remembered: Dovak Mor was injured. Unsteadily, she ran toward
the small patch of vegetation. She moved with a pronounced limp; sharp pain
shot through one leg every time she put weight on it. It might be broken, she
thought.
“Dovak Mor!” she called. “Are you hurt? Where are you?”
Her cry was met with silence. She had reached the vegetation, and began to
search furiously. After several minutes of searching, a small voice reached her
ears.
“Sarkoja . . . I am here . . . .”
She staggered toward the voice, and nearly stepped on Dovak Mor. Sarkoja
knelt and inspected her. Her head was bleeding, and at least two of her arms
appeared to be broken. She reached down, scooping the woman up in her arms.
“What are you doing?” said Dovak Mor. “Just leave me here.”
Sarkoja looked at her with a hard gaze. “I would never leave you.” Sarkoja
hoisted Dovak Mor, and began to walk.
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“Where are we going, Sarkoja? We have nowhere to go.”
Sarkoja was quiet for a moment. “We will find somewhere. Wherever we go,
we go together.” There was a stinging sensation in her eyes again. This time she
enjoyed the feeling.
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Jim
Jeremy Morong

Jim, you have no choice, you thought over and over.
What else could you have done when you overheard your owner, old Miss
Watson, say she was going to sell you down river to New Orleans where you
would be treated more like an animal than a man? Are you a man, or what are
you?
Even as you planned to go North, come back a freeman, and buy your family’s freedom, you weren’t feeling any better about your decision. Would your
children understand? There was a good chance you’d never see them again. So
how could they understand?
Your heart ached worst of all for little ‘Lizabeth. Poor little deaf ‘Lizabeth.
Couldn’t hear, and because she was a slave, she couldn’t read, either. How
would they tell her that her father was gone? The thought was bringing tears to
your eyes and pain to your heart, but you told yourself, again, Jim, you have no
choice.
You ran out late last night, knowing your master would be gone until sundown, attending camp meeting for a full day of fiery preaching with her sister, the
Widow Douglas. They wouldn’t miss you until night, by which time you planned
on being far away. You were going down the river, but not with a slave trader, and
not to New Orleans. You would go down river, but only until it was safe to cross
to Illinois, a free state.
But the riverfront was busier than expected. Your path to freedom was cut off.
So you’ve been trapped in an old rundown cooper shop all day, hiding among a
pile of wood scraps.
***
When you dare stick your head out of the wood pile at a stray sound, you find
it is only a rat scampering by, or the wind blowing, or a steamboat chugging up
river. Occasionally people do pass nearby, and they all seem to have the same
name on their lips–Huck Finn. You feel awfully bad when you hear he’s been
murdered. The voices all seem to agree: he was murdered by his own pap, most
likely.
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It makes you think again of your family—your wife Sadie and Johnny and
most of all, ‘Lizabeth—and all you can do is cry.
***
It didn’t seem possible, but you drift off to a fitful sleep. The rest does little
good, as you wake up terrified. Did you sleep through the entire night? Your
heart rate rises—you don’t think you can spend another day in here without food
or drink, and you know you’ve been missed by now. Men with dogs, guns, fists,
and ropes will be after you soon.
You have to escape this prison. You’d just as soon be caught, or shot, or
drowned, so long as the waiting was over.
Before you leave the safety of the cooper shop, you listen to the sounds outside. There is only the gentle lapping of the river against the shore. The way is
clear. You creep to the door, fearful of making the slightest noise as rats scurry
in front of you. Finally, you poke your head outside.
It’s the height of darkness, midnight or thereabouts. You allow yourself a deep
breath, realizing you hadn’t felt comfortable taking a full one since you had awoken. It’s time to run.
You stick to the river road, going hard for a mile or two, ready to dart into the
woods at the slightest sign of danger. The trees might keep you safe, but you
realize if they don’t, you could be hanging from one this time tomorrow. You think
of your children again, especially ‘Lizabeth.
When you notice a raft’s light bob its way down the river, you pull your cap
tight on your head, securing your dog-leg tobacco, a pipe, and matches under it
to keep them dry. Then you slide in the cold water.
You hold on tight to a log floating down river and kick toward the raft. Once
close enough, you grab a corner to stow away on, out of sight, safe from being
caught. You want to take it as far as it will let you, then swim for the Illinois side.
You watch the men gathered in the middle of the raft. They’re carrying on,
having a good time, telling jokes and stories, taking no notice of anything but a
jug they pass between them.
After a couple of miles, give or take, the lantern begins to move toward you.
If the moon would go back under a cloud, you might chance staying on. But the
clouds refuse to budge, so your only option is to let go and make for Jackson’s
Island in the middle of the river.
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You find a piece of driftwood and latch on while the sound of a raftsman urinating into the water reaches your ears. Your plan is ruined, all because somebody didn’t want to go in front of the others on board.
***
For three days you live on nothing but strawberries, ripe and in season, and
green grapes and raspberries, which are not. They turn your stomach inside out.
You comb the island for a stray fishing line somewhere, knowing the boys back
home liked to come out here every now and again. But there’s not a thing of use.
You can’t stay much longer, not without starving. But this part of the Illinois
side of the river is no good, filled with pro-slavery types who would love to catch
you for a reward–Free State or not. Your plan, which seemed good before, feels
worse and worse as each day goes by. So you lie in the pile of leaves you’ve
made for a bed while the beginnings of a new plan form.
You’ve heard of a place called Cairo, the last city along the river in Illinois. It
is well-discussed among slaves as being home to many Abolitionists. It doesn’t
seem right for a slave to head further south, but the plan has some logic to it.
From Cairo you can go north, up the Ohio River to the real Free States. Then
you can scrimp and save every penny until you can buy your wife. Together, the
two of you can work to buy your children.
If nothing else, this plan allows you to clear your mind and drift off to sleep,
thinking of your family.
***
You rub the sleep from your eyes and wake up to find a ghost staring at your
face. It’s Huck Finn, the little murdered boy. Killed by his own pap, they say.
“Hello Jim,” he says, in a clear voice, especially for a ghost. To the ghost you
say:
“Don’t hurt me! –don’t! I ain’t ever done no harm to a ghost. I always liked
dead people, and done all I could for ‘em. You go and get in the river again,
where you belong, and don’t do nothing to Ole Jim, that was always your friend.”
The ghost says:
“Jim, I ain’t dead!”
The Huck Ghost walks over and grabs your wrist. He takes your hand and
rubs it on his face. He’s warm to the touch, and so is his hand. If he’s a ghost,
he’s a tolerable sick one, you reckon.
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You’re relieved. Then you realize if he’s alive, he can turn you in. The relief
turns to worry.
But when Huck asks how you come to be on this island, and promises not to
tell, you find yourself trusting him.
And more, you believe him when he promises to help you.
***
The two of you go down the big river in a raft you discover. You find yourself in
all kinds of narrow scrapes and adventures. The boy gives you a few occasions
to doubt him, but when it seems the worst is about to happen, he manages to
stay true, every time. True blue Huck Finn.
You even tell him about Johnny and ‘Lizabeth—how you discovered she was
deaf. She had recovered from Scarlet Fever, and was feeling good. But then
you asked her to shut the door on your home. Three times you asked, and three
times she ignored you. Each time she did, you grew more furious.
After the third time, you did something you had never done before—you
whacked her upside the head. Sent her sprawling. It didn’t lessen your anger
one bit, either, and you felt only rage when you saw her lying on the ground.
You went off to another room, returning 10 minutes later to find the door still
open, and ‘Lizabeth with tears still wet on her face. Just when you were ready
to bust, the wind blew. The door slammed, hard, BAM! Scared you nearly half to
death, but your daughter didn’t move an inch.
Never moved because she never heard it!
The poor thing was deaf, and here you were smacking her. If there would’ve
been a hole dug for you somewhere to climb down into and never escape, you
would’ve done it right there, for you felt lower than the worms. All you could do
was hug her, and pet her, and cry, and say you were sorry, though she would
never hear you.
And now you’ve been forced to leave her, and there was no way for anyone
to tell her what came of you.
Poor little ‘Lizabeth.
No, there is no way for anyone to make her understand, deaf and illiterate as
she is, and always will be. Which means you have to get back to her, somehow,
someway, as a free man. How can it be otherwise?
The questions you ask yourself always change, but the answer remains the
same: Jim, you have no choice.
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Drucilla (Her story)
Morgan Jordan

For several years I’ve lived at home with my mother and sister. Our father
died. At least that’s what I’m told. I have my doubts.
I’ve often wondered about my father. What was he like? My sister, Grunhilda,
(the peacemaker) is so different from me that I am sure she is his image. I’m not
talking looks here. Hildy (That’s what I call her because, well really, who ever
came up with the name Grunhilda?) is not a raving beauty, neither of us are but
I’ve seen pictures of father. I know it wasn’t his looks that attracted Mother to
him. My dear sister may be plain but she has lovely gray-green eyes that change
with her mood or the color of the clothes she wears. Her nose may be a little
on the round side but she has a quiet charm that’s endearing. What I find less
than attractive about my sister —and where I believe she most certainly must
resemble our absent father—is her gullibility.
Sometimes she’s so easily convinced of the outright ridiculous and Mother
seems to take pleasure in bending her toward the most superfluous things. Once
when we were children Mother told Hildy if she kissed a frog he would turn into a
prince. Of course my sweet sister spent the next week out at the pond pressing
her five-year-old lips to every jumping amphibian she could catch.
There’s no way I’d fall for a line like that. In fact even if the story were true,
catching a prince wouldn’t be on my list of priorities. So I can see how my father,
like my sister, could have been lured by Mother and her wiles. And when he became wise to her? I wouldn’t be surprised if he simply ran away.
Really, you try living with Mother, contrary, conniving, at times contemptible.
In fact I’m sure it’s from her that I got my own stubborn, headstrong disposition.
Only there the similarity ends. To her, money is King. Once Father was gone, all
she ever talked about was finding a rich man to marry.
Well she finally hit the jackpot. A wealthy widower, Leopold Radcliff, who
spends his time on business trips and leaves home and hearth to his dear wife,
her two daughters and his own lovely Ella. Of course one wonders why at his
age he needs to do all of this business traveling. I’m inclined to think after the
first six months with Mother it became a necessity, a matter of self-preservation.
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Now having attained her self-declared rightful station in life the treasure hunt
should be accomplí, yes? Mother, it seems has a different view.
“But Mother, I don’t want to get married!”
“Don’t want to get married? Wash your mouth child. Every woman wants to
marry. It is our fate in life and our responsibility.”
“Why? Why can’t I get an education?”
“EDUCATION,” shrieks Mother as if I had uttered an epithet. “What on earth
for?”
“Mother I want to write books. I don’t want to marry and be dependent upon
any man.”
“I don’t know where you get these foolish notions. Writing books indeed. Fine,
write all the books you wish to write, after you marry. But marry a man of means
you will.”
Well, that’s my mother! And that’s why I’m here today in this lovely estate
house with drop-dead gorgeous Ella and me with my plain Jane self, twice her
size, feeling like The Ugly Stepsister.
“Mother, there are servants for those jobs. Why are you making Ella do
them?”
“Why?” Mother asks. “Why indeed. Think of the money we will save on servants if she does the work. And besides she’s lived in a dream world for all these
years with her good looks and Daddy’s sun rising and setting on her. While my
precious darlings have had to live hand to mouth, deserted by their own father.”
“I thought you said Father died.”
“Well…uh…yes, I um….”
Gottcha! I’d normally love to use this moment to stick the proverbial knife-oftruth in further but instead I say, “So this means we have to even up the score by
treating Ella like some slave?”
“I’m doing it for her, Darling,” Mother assures me. “She needs to learn more
about the real world. She’s lived in this, this fantasy all her life. It will be good for
her.”
And I have to admit I feel a little better looking at Ella, or Cinder-Ella, as we
have started to call her, with her face haggard from exhaustion and streaked with
dirt from cleaning the house. Her droopy hair all tangled and knotted. Somehow
I don’t feel quite as unattractive sitting beside her at the dinner table.
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***
“Girls, girls, look!” calls Mother. “An invitation to a ball. It’s from His Majesty
the King. He has invited every young woman in the shire to attend. At this ball his
son, the Crown Prince, will choose his future bride!”
“You’ve got to be kidding!” I cross the parlor and grab the letter from her hand.
“You mean he’s just going to look us over like some pastries on a serving tray
and pick the flavor he wants?”
“Yes! Isn’t it wonderful?”
I groan at Mother’s enthusiasm. Can’t she see the humiliation of it all? The
demeaning, degrading, deprecating….
“Drucilla,” Mother says with her evil eye on me, “Don’t think it and don’t say it.”
Then she changes her tone. “My dear. Imagine the advantages you’ll have, the
clothes, the jewels…. And you want to write books? Well, everyone will want to
read a story written by the Princess, the future Queen of the land.”
Suddenly she cares about my writing? Does she really think I am falling for
this line?
“But Mother, look at us. Neither I nor my sister is good looking enough for a
prince. The letter said ‘every young woman in the shire.’ If Cinder-Ella goes, well
you know there isn’t another female in the land who compares with her.” Watching her scrubbing the veranda I add, “At least, not once she gets cleaned up.”
“Hmm. You are so right my dear,” Mother muses.
Before we moved to Radcliff House our home was a lovely farm. The well
from which our livestock was watered had a large handle attached to a crank
and gears by which the workers would draw up the water. Ever since I was a
child I was sure that I could almost hear Mother’s mind, like those gears on the
well, grinding up each level. I used to picture it, really I did, and I often wondered
if Mother might be a mechanical woman. For when her mind began to sort a
problem I swear I could hear the cogs working.
“We must keep her busy. Very busy, too busy to have time to get ready or
even think of attending the ball.”
“Mother, that’s not what I meant. I—”
“Drucilla my dear,” she cuts me off, “you wish to write and have independence, yes?”
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“Yes Mother.”
“Well then don’t mess with this opportunity. Look at it this way,” she reasons,
“once we’ve married into royalty we can leave this drab existence. Cinder-Ella
can have her old servants back with her old life. Then, with her advantages, she
can find her own husband. And not take our prince, our one opportunity for a
decent life, away from us.”
It goes against all that I believe in. Dependence on a man so that I can write
and do as I wish, I shudder at the thought. But it would get Mother off my back
and…oh posh! She’s living in a fool’s paradise. Hildy and I are both ordinary
looking, not really ugly mind you, but nothing special that would attract a prince.
But then, there is no arguing with Mother so I’ve found it’s best to go along with
her delusions rather than try to reason with her.
So we all keep the lovely Cinder-Ella busy with an, “Ella, my shoes, they’re
filthy.” Then, of course, “Oh, my dress needs pressing!” And “What happened
here? Look at my bedroom floor. I don’t know where all this dirt came from.”
Finally, the night of the big event arrives. Mother is magnanimous, “Oh Ella
darling, after you polish the silver, please be sure and clean the grates in the
parlor. Then my dear, by all means join us at the ball. We’ll be looking for you!
Bye, bye!”
All the way to the palace I see those pools of sadness in Cinder-Ella’s big
blue eyes.
Twilight descends as we cross the drawbridge and enter the palace grounds.
I watch the flickering lights as candles are lit in the homes of the peasants living
within the castle walls.
“Look, Drucilla,” whispers Hildy. “It’s as if the moon fell from heaven and set
itself down, right here before us.”
Hildy is such a romantic. But she’s right; the amber glow of the royal residence renders it other-worldly.
As we step from the carriage the magnificence of the occasion fills my senses. Strains of music lighten my step, and the fine perfume of the mixed company
mingles with the soft rose scented air. In my emerald green ball gown I actually
feel beautiful and am transported through the entrance of the ball room into another realm. Now this is a reality I could probably, with a little effort, get used to.
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I must say the King certainly knows how to throw a party. This place is amazing! The creamy tincture of the walls is golden in the light reflected from each
dancing crystal decorating one hundred chandeliers. The crowd speaks in subdued whispers like wind through the tree tops and then stillness envelopes the
grand arena. Everyone’s attention is riveted toward the staircase as His Majesty
the King enters in all his royal attire. A widower since his Queen’s death two
years ago, he takes his lone place at the far end of the room on a sapphire studded throne.
“The Prince is the most handsome man I have ever seen!” Hildy swoons.
Following close behind the King, His Royal Highness does command one’s
admiration; however, “I don’t think it’s him, actually.” I can’t help it. I was born a
skeptic. “It’s all the trappings. I mean, who wouldn’t look good in all that ermine
and diamonds. Look at him Hildy. With the right makeup and hairstyle even a
troll might appear to be a prince.” Hildy sniffs at my cynicism. And though I laugh
at her I’m beginning to see Mother’s point. Maybe moving to the palace wouldn’t
be such a bad script after all.
Immediately, Mother seizes Hildy and me and shoves us to the receiving line.
She carefully places the two of us between the most unattractive pair of women
she can find. In fact they appear to be older than Mother. Not trusting us to put
our best foot forward she stands at our back, ready to push either one of us forward should we be shy. That is, she knows I want to run back up the stairs and
gag.
I have to give the Prince credit for his diplomacy. Stopping at each hopeful in
the line he graciously takes a trembling hand and bows to kiss it leaving a weak,
often giggling fool in his wake. I can’t help wondering if he isn’t getting some kind
of thrill at the power he has over these simpletons. I’m not sure I can just stand
here and be gracious.
My sister’s breathing comes in shallow hiccups. “Hildy, get a grip,” I warn her.
“Don’t you dare embarrass me.”
Too late. He’s here and I wrap my arm around her waist. The color has drained
from her cheeks and I believe she will faint when the prince takes her hand and
touches his lips to her white glove.
“Wait!’ My sister says, and my humiliation is complete when she quickly removes her glove and extends her hand for the prince to kiss her bare skin. He
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smiles and obliges. Is this really my sweet, retiring sister?
Determined to bring back the dignity of my family I stand stiff and ready. I’d
like to punch his royal….
Mother reads my posture and hisses, “Drucilla!”
He approaches and I refuse to smile or acknowledge his grandness. He
takes my hand and I ignore the traitorous goose bumps climbing up my neck.
There is no way I will give him the satisfaction. To his credit I believe he understands for he laughs and says to me, “Ah mademoiselle, you are different, are
you not?” Then he winks. He winks! Well maybe he’s not just a royal farce after
all. Maybe there is a brain behind that aristocratic smile. Maybe…
Suddenly the music stops, and all eyes are on the staircase.
“Who on earth could this be?” everyone whispers. And they are right for wondering. All the important people have already arrived and made their entrance.
“Oh my goodness,” Mother gasps. We are forced to turn to her and give support as her knees buckle at the vision at the top of the stairs.
It’s a young woman, stately yet delicate, and I swear her clothes are actually
glowing as if stars were lining her blush-pink ball gown. Her eyes are pools of
such deep blue I can see their hue from half way across the room. Hair like spun
honey is swept up from her swan-like neck, arranged like a crown setting on her
perfect head. Her lips look like two rose petals, velvet soft, deep red. If I was a
man I’d be at her feet myself.
“Well there goes that plan,” I say. “Shall we go now?”
“I should say not! You will stay and dance with the Prince. You will be charming and you will win him!”
I have to hand it to Mother, she never gives up. Of course you can guess the
rest. That prince took one look at gorgeous and danced with her all night. We
tried, others tried but he was hooked. Some men can be so superficial. But then
what would you expect of a prince? He has to think of the Kingdom, right? Who
would want an ugly stepsister for a Queen? So he has to think
of his subjects when he marries. After all, appearances are so important to
the governing and care of the people.
So the ball is an absolute flop and we return home to the order of the day.
Find a rich husband. But soon another proclamation is issued from the palace.
“Girls, girls!”
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What now?
“Girls, this notice was just brought to our door.” Mother reads, “To all maidens
in the shire: the Crown Prince has found his true love and is coming through the
realm to find her.”
“Wait a minute: What do they mean he found his true love and now is trying
to find her. Who writes this stuff?”
“Drucilla!” snaps Mother. “Evidently the young lady, with whom we observed
the Prince dancing at the ball, ran away at the stroke of midnight. The Prince
doesn’t know who she is or where she lives.”
“Well how will he find her?”
“If you will stop interrupting, perhaps you will learn.” She continues, “The
young woman who ran from the ball left behind her slipper. A glass slipper. And
now the Prince intends to try the slipper on every female foot in the Kingdom till
he finds her.”
“Oh, how romantic.” Hildy gushes. My sister is such a goose.
“That’s ridiculous! Does he think there’s only one female in his kingdom with
a foot the size of that shoe? And won’t he recognize his true love on sight? What
a moron. I’m glad I
wasn’t his type. Imagine being stuck with some idiot who chases after a girl
with only a slipper with which to identify her.”
“I think it’s beautiful.”
“Oh shut up Hildy!”
“Drucilla, you are the one who needs to shut up. The Prince is convinced that
magic had a play in all of this, and that magic will lead him to his love. The glass
slipper is the key. So, now you two get ready.”
“Get ready? For what?”
“One of you will fit into that slipper if I have to cut off your toes!” Mother’s bellow shakes the ground and has always evoked immediate obedience even if I
know she’s out of her mind.
***
The Prince is a Royal visitor I will give him that. He personally addresses us
and bows. His attendant enters with the dainty pump-like shoe resting on a winecolored velvet cushion. Hildy and I give it all we’ve got. It just won’t work.
As Mother approaches with the carving knife, Cinder-Ella enters the room.
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All is quiet as she sits and effortlessly slides her dainty foot into the waiting glass
slipper. As we all gape openmouthed, she draws from her apron pocket an identical slipper. She places it on her other foot and the room is suddenly drenched
in light. Well you guessed it; Cinder-ella is that beautiful creature we all saw at
the ball. She’s dressed to the nines in an unbelievable cobalt-blue gown which
seems to have come out of nowhere.
The rest is history. Of course the Prince and Cinder- excuse me, Ella marry,
and out of the goodness of her heart she invites us to live at the palace.
“Goodness of her heart my Aunt Fanny,” seethes Mother. She believes that
Ella is just shoving the whole thing in our faces by having us live in the palace to
see all that she has.
Well, I really don’t care because you know what? See I have no reason to go
man hunting now. Mother is happy to leave me be. She has her castle so Leopold can live peacefully in his own home again.
Though Ella married the prince he and I have become good friends. He’s kind
of like the brother I never had, and I guess he feels the same about me because
we spend hours riding and talking and laughing together. Ella doesn’t seem to
mind. She told me that she finds him quite a bore. So she’s free to tend her
roses and be the Princess while the Prince and I discuss the politics of the day.
He seems to find my skepticism refreshing. Let’s face it, there aren’t many in the
Kingdom who will disagree with him while I, on the other hand, was born to be
contrary. I like to think it gives him another perspective.
Hildy, out from the demands of mother’s find-a-rich-man at-all-cost has discovered a creative flow of her own. Her paintings have been on display at the
palace gallery and her travels have taken her to Paris where she found none
other than our own on dear Papa.
Living in health and happiness, alone and far from the cares of Mother, he
rejoiced knowing his daughters have fared well in the world after his abandonment. The two have become good friends.
I suppose one day I’ll go see him. It might be interesting. For now I am free
to write to my heart’s content.
And that’s exactly what I’m doing.

EAB Publishing Presents
Classic Lit on the Side
Tim Benson
Classic Lit on the Side was a call to authors to create quality fan-fiction.
Something usually unheard of. It’s just that the priorities are different. Fan-fiction
is generally looking for well researched content that works within the canon of
the fan universe. But, I don’t care about canon.
Tell me a good story.
Tell me a story about characters and places I love. Show me you understand
the character well enough to place them in a new setting and know how they will
respond. Make me feel like I am in the story. And that is what was accomplished
by our authors. I hope you have enjoyed Classic Lit on the Side.

AE Stueve
I have a simple relationship with fan fiction. As a general rule, I don’t like it. I
think dignifying it with the term “genre” is a gift I’d rather not bestow. However, I
know the only absolute is there are no absolutes. With that in mind, we put out
a call for public domain fan fiction for our second issue of Midnight Circus. I was
a little worried. Would we be receiving homoerotic revisions of The Odyssey, or
worse, Great Expectations where all the boys are girls and all the girls are boys?
All of it, naturally, written with the stylistic integrity and eye for detail of your average bottom feeding something-or-other who fancies himself a writer but refuses
to read anything beyond SparkNotes . . . . Maybe ‘worried’ isn’t the right word.
Maybe ‘terrified’ would be better.
What we fear, however, can have a way of surprising us. The submissions we
received for Midnight Circus: Classic Lit On The Side are all great. A few of them,
sadly, are great but based on novels not yet considered public domain (so had to
be declined). The ones we accepted are the best. At least we think so. Now that
you’ve finished this issue, hopefully you feel the same way. Please let us know
on facebook or twitter!
As always, thanks for reading.
AE Stueve
Managing Editor
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