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Note from the Editors

 


From life as usual in Leaving the Suit and
Cape Behind, to a land filled with Gods and heroes, in Bright Eyes,
these stories will transport you. In Doll Parts, we see the world
through the eyes of a child, in Traps we meet Abigail Eternity, a
conscientious hero and god in one. We have heroic cats and silent
warriors in sackcloth dresses. And we have Princess Pufi, who
schools us to “free the hidden dream within.”

 


There are failed heroes in here, as well as
out there, and like life, there are an abundance of funny, jealous,
and self-appointed sidekicks. Being a sidekick is not just about
bringing the superhero coffee. It’s a role and a niche all its own.
In life, we are often the sidekick, and we may feel useless. But
here we learn that this role is both complementary and unique. In
this collection of stories, we can live through great journeys, see
through the eyes of those often overlooked, and learn the lessons
life offers without ever leaving the comfort of our chair. Once
again, an amazing collection of authors from around the 518 and
across the world, this anthology is brought to you from the ladies
of the 518 Publishing Company for your reading pleasure.

 


Enjoy!

 


Andy & Lizette
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Doll Parts

​ By

Shannon Grant

 


 


“Dad, it’s just a bunch of old doll
parts.”

Stacy looked up at her father as if he were
crazy, a habit she had cultivated through the years whenever her
dad would take her on a shopping trip with him. At least this time
they were out and about at a cool place, unlike a hardware or
sporting goods store. They were at the flea market.

Stacy loved the yearly summer flea market in
town. She adored exploring the booths, looking at the strange and
interesting things people had taken out of their attics and
basements, the dusty relics of a time before she was born. There
were rows of rusty old tools that looked dangerous to Stacy.
Glasses from fast food restaurants with cartoon characters stamped
on them. Lots of baseball cards encased in plastic from a bygone
era.

The doll parts, however, were a little
much.

“Hey, you can’t beat that price? See, one
dollar for the whole box,” her dad said, trying hard to be
encouraging. As he spoke, he pointed to the words written in black
marker along the side of the box, stroking the chin of his dark
beard with his other hand. It did indeed say, “$1.00 FOR BOX.”

Stacy put her hand inside the box and drew
out a random plastic leg. She looked at it as if it were something
rotten, a piece of old leftover food found way in the back of the
fridge.

“You’re crafty. You can build something new
out of these old parts. You know, practice your building skills.
There has to be a section in your beginner book about that,” he
said, giving her a sly wink.

Stacy smirked at her dad at the secret they
weren’t supposed to share with the outside world. Then she peered
over the side and saw a brunette doll head sitting on top, its
blank eyes staring back at her.

She sighed, then looked up at her dad. “Ok,”
she said, admitting defeat.

“Come on. Sandy’s away so you can’t boss her
around. You need something crafty to keep you occupied.”

Her best friend, Sandy, had gone away to
summer camp for the month of July. Stacy had thought about going,
but she had done the summer camp thing before, and she didn’t like
it. She had to follow a schedule, doing things even if she didn’t
want to. She didn’t get a choice. She also hated the bugs, the
boys, and being away from home.

Sandy was her sidekick and she missed her
terribly.

“Hi, we’ll take the box,” Stacy’s dad said to
the man behind the table.

The man looked like every other man on the
lot, older, stocky, a bit overweight. He had a long beard and small
piggy eyes. To Stacy, he looked like the type of man who would sell
a box of body parts.

“That’ll be one dollar,” the man said.
“Looking to make some new friends, eh? Literally?” He smiled at his
own bad joke.

Stacy gave a polite, forced smile.
“Yeah.”

“Well, good luck,” he said, taking the dollar
from her dad.

“Thanks,” her dad said as he handed the box
to Stacy. “We’ll figure out something to do with them.”

 


 


“A box of dolls?”

“Doll parts, mom. It was dad’s idea,” Stacy
said, passing her in the kitchen on her way up to her room. Her mom
had been baking, her magic cookbook out in front of her, the
kitchen smelling sweet and fruity. “What are you making?”

“Some kind of unicorn biscuit. They’re
supposed to turn from pink to purple as they bake.” She picked up
the container of unicorn powder and added it to the blue mixing
bowl on the counter next to her.

“That’s not made from real unicorns, is it?”
Stacy asked with concern.

Her mom stopped and looked over at her. “Oh
no, sweetie! It’s just a mixture of magic ingredients to make it
look colorful.”

Stacy sighed with relief. She never knew with
those ingredients. She remembered once going into the freezer for a
popsicle and was greeted with a container labeled DRAGON BONE
BROTH. When she asked her mom, she gagged when she told her it was
made from real dragon bones and hoped her mom hadn’t used it in a
dinner recipe without telling her.

“So, what are you going to do with them?” her
mom asked.

Stacy shrugged. “I guess build dolls?”

Her mom nodded. “You’re creative. It’ll keep
you out of trouble.” She had grown used to her husband’s
eccentricities. Last time they had gone to the flea market he had
brought home a wagon wheel and turned it into a chandelier.

Stacy trudged up the stairs with the box. It
wasn’t heavy, and she was becoming a bit curious as to what kind of
parts were inside. She opened the door to her room, sat down, and
dumped the contents of the box on the floor.

The scene resembled a doll war zone. Plastic
arms and legs scattered everywhere. Some torsos, even fewer heads.
They looked like the parts of knock-off Barbie dolls, not quite
proportional, not quite right. She picked up a random leg and stuck
it onto the socket of a torso.

She was surprised to see how well it fit.
Grabbing another leg, she crawled over to the closet, searching for
the white plastic doll wardrobe which held the small clothes she
had collected over the years.

The smooth cabinet with the ornate
gold-colored S on the doors had been given to her by her mother
five years prior to that summer, when Stacy was seven. After a
year, she had forgotten about it, leaving the wardrobe in the
closet, letting the clothes inside be protected from the dust of
age.

Stacy removed the wrongly applied leg from
the torso and put it on the right way. She searched and found a
matching leg and stuck that on the other side. Pretty soon, both
arms were attached and Stacy was searching for just the right
head.

She had never been a fan of the blonde Barbie
look, so she chose a blue-eyed brunette head with a thick ponytail.
It looked like her. She smiled as she attached the head, the doll
looking more like an actual human rather than a freak accident.

Her hand searched around in the wardrobe for
the perfect outfit, which turned out to be a pair of purple
leggings with an oversized blue t-shirt.

“There. That looks good,” Stacy said.

She noticed the legs didn’t have the pointy
toes meant for high heels like most dolls of her ilk. The feet were
perfect for the flat white sneakers that had somehow found their
way into the wardrobe. She placed them on the doll’s feet, the
sneakers fitting perfectly like Cinderella’s glass slipper. She
closed the wardrobe’s doors and placed the doll on top.

“Hmmm. You look like a Debbie,” she told the
doll.

The doll stared blankly up at her.

“Will you be my sidekick?” Stacy asked with a
smirk. Then Stacy got an idea. She crawled over to her bookcase,
taking out her very first magic wand, the one her mom had given her
on her twelfth birthday earlier in the spring.

 


 


With the gift of the starter wand, her mom
had told her the family secret.

“We are witches, dear. Well, at least you and
I am. Your father is human,” she had said while Stacy examined the
beautiful swirls carved into the wand.

“Really?” Stacy asked in awe.

“Really really. And I’ll teach you what you
need to know, along with a starter magic book. But you have to keep
quiet, and tell no one our secret. And you must never use magic
without my permission.”

Stacy remembered this conversation clearly
and had always kept the family secret away from the outside world.
What her mom didn’t know is that she used magic all the time
without her mom’s permission.

It was simple things at first; she would use
her wand (always hidden in the crook of her arm) to create large,
lifelike shadows of monsters to scare the smaller kids on her
school’s playground. She would laugh as a monster shadow would get
bigger and bigger and draw closer and closer to a random seven-year
old, the shadow eventually touching him and he would run off
screaming, the shadowy monster hair turning out to be real and
brushing his arm lightly. She had gotten away with this on multiple
occasions, the teachers nor the students realizing she had a wand
or magical powers.

The shadows were a simple trick in her
beginner’s spellbook. Eventually Stacy grew tired of the book
because all it seemed to contain her parlor tricks. Make shadows.
Levitate a playing card in midair. Turn the TV on and off from
across the room with just the wand. All of those were easy to
master. Once she had figured all of those out, she grew curious
and, with the stealth of the ninja, would go to her mom’s advanced
magic bookcase in her parents’ room when she was home alone. She
paged through the books and found out how to control her best
friend Sandy.

It wasn’t the easiest spell to learn, but
Stacy challenged herself and pretty soon was using small flicks of
her wand to get Sandy to do things for her. Usually it was just
getting her to go downstairs and get snacks for the two of them,
but soon it turned to Sandy doing her homework for her. Stacy never
felt bad about it, always thinking that since Sandy was her friend
and sidekick, she would be happy to do these things for her. All
she needed was a little push.

Now with Sandy gone for the month, Stacy
needed a new sidekick.

 


 


Stacy held the wooden wand in her hand, as
she had grown accustomed to, and gave a flick, imaging the doll
coming to life. She closed her eyes for better concentration.

When she opened her eyes, she was
disappointed to see the spell hadn’t worked.

Stacy picked up the rest of the plastic parts
and threw them back into the box, the smooth sound of plastic
hitting cardboard bouncing around the room. She wondered how many
dolls she could make with the leftover parts.

She took Debbie and tried to stand her up
straight on the carpet, two tiny shoes attempting to prop her up.
When Stacy pulled her hand away, Debbie remained standing.

With her thumb and forefinger, Stacy flicked
Debbie in the stomach, making her fall to the floor.

The doll’s arms spread out, turning to almost
catch her as she fell. The straight legs bent as she hit the floor,
but the molded smile never changed.

“Debbie,” Stacy whispered. “Are you
alive?”

The doll remained silent. Then her head
slowly rose from the floor. Debbie put her hands under her to lift
herself up, her legs bending as she drew her feet under her legs
and stood.

Stacy smiled at the doll.

 


 


In the next few days, Stacy kept Debbie a
secret from her parents and gave her daily tasks. The doll somehow
knew how to braid hair, and she would use her tiny hands to braid
Stacy’s, something the girl never got the hang of on her own. She
gave her the job of killing the mosquitos in her room because she
kept her window open on the hot and humid nights. One day, she put
Debbie in the basket on the front of her bike and rode them both to
the downtown drugstore.

“Debbie, I’m gonna distract the cashier and
you get a pack of gum,” Stacy told her, and Debbie happily obliged,
the smile never leaving her face.

Stacy was happy with her new sidekick. The
downside was Debbie’s hands were so small she could only get a pack
of gum or something smaller than that.

Stacy had thought about other things she
could make Debbie do for her. Would Debbie be able to distract
someone while Stacy stole something bigger? It could happen, but
what if the shopkeeper took the doll? Then Stacy remembered she had
a whole box of doll parts, and she could possibly make another
Debbie to boss around.

The second week Debbie was around, Stacy
began to notice changes in Debbie’s behavior.

“Ow!” Stacy yelled as Debbie pulled her hair
a bit too tight while she was braiding it.

“Debbie, you were supposed to put the flies
in the trash can, not in my bed!” Stacy said as Debbie dumped a
pile of dead flies in her bed.

“Debbie, you know I wanted the blue raspberry
flavor and not the fruit punch one. Plus it’s not the brand I
wanted,” she chided the doll as she put her back in her bike’s
basket, and covered her with the cloth she had put in there to hide
from suspicious eyes. It was too late to go back to the store. It
would raise suspicion.

As she rode away, Debbie lifted the cloth and
tried to climb out of the basket.

“No!” Stacy yelled, stopping the bike. She
smacked the doll’s head down and tucked the cloth back over her.
“What are you doing? You’re not supposed to do that!”

Debbie lifted the cloth again and peered up
at Stacy, her frozen smile and unblinking eyes creeping Stacy out
for the very first time since she had built her.

“Debbie!” Stacy shouted, trying to keep the
anxiety out of her voice. She needed a firm voice with this
one.

The doll slowly tucked herself back under the
cloth. Stacy gave the basket a look of satisfaction, trying to
ignore the eerie feeling Debbie had given her. She gripped the
handles of her bike, her knuckles turning white, then pushed off,
hoping the doll would listen to her for the rest of the ride
home.

 


 


A rustling sound in the room woke Stacy. She
stared at the ceiling for a few seconds before she turned her
head.

Debbie crept around the bedroom floor, over
by the box of doll parts on the other side of the room.

“Debbie?” Stacy asked, sleep still in her
voice. “What are you doing?”

Debbie froze. Her head slowly turned to look
over at Stacy.

That creepy, crawly feeling rose up inside of
Stacy again, the same one she had felt when Debbie had to escape
from the bike basket.

“Debbie?” Stacy tried to keep the fear out of
her voice.

The rustling came again, and Stacy noticed it
was coming from the box.

Stacy moved her legs so she could get out of
bed, but was shocked to find she couldn’t move them. She tried to
raise an arm, but she couldn’t move that either. She looked down at
herself and saw white ropes stretched across her body.

Then she saw that Debbie held Stacy’s magic
wand in her hands.

“What’s going on?” Stacy asked, trying to
keep the fear out of her voice.

The rustling came again as Debbie turned her
head to look up at her. The glow of Stacy’s night light illuminated
the box. One of the flaps of the box began to unfold as a tiny
plastic hand came out.

Stacy began to struggle against the ropes.
She knew she needed to get free, but she didn’t know how. It would
be so much easier if she had her wand.

Debbie sat down and looked proudly up at
her.

“Debbie! Help me!” she yelled.

The rustling in the box grew louder, until
the box finally tipped over.

Dolls spilled out of the box and Stacy was
horrified to see what kind of army Debbie had created. Some of the
plastic torsos had limbs in the wrong sockets, so arms were in leg
sockets, walking on their hands. One had arms in all four sockets
attached to the torso, a head poised on the right socket, walking
on all fours like some kind of unearthly crab. One doll used the
legs stuck in its arm sockets to cartwheel forward. Another dragged
herself along the carpet as she only had one arm. She gripped the
rug as if it were a rope and pulled herself closer to the bed.

The army walked in front of Stacy’s
nightlight, casting giant shadows on the wall, monsters on parade.
Some wore the clothes from the plastic wardrobe, some were naked.
Stacy squinted and looked at the unchanging faces on the heads,
frozen smiles everywhere. Stacy didn’t even want to imagine what
would happen if they came close enough to touch her. She shuddered
at the thought.

She struggled harder against the ropes,
hoping she would be able to slide out, but it was no use. The ropes
weren’t budging. She knew what she had to do next, even though it
would mean she most likely would get into trouble for this.

Stacy opened her mouth.

“MOOOOOOM! DAAAAAAD!” she screamed, hoping
they would wake up. “HEEEEEELP!”

The dolls stopped, seeming to collectively
mull over Stacy’s voice.

“HEEEEELLLLLP!” she yelled again.

Through her bedroom wall, Stacy could hear
the sound of a door opening, followed by rushing footsteps. Her
bedroom door flew open and her mom and dad stood in the doorway,
both of their faces contorted with concern and worry.

“Mom! Dad!” she said as her dad flipped the
light switch on the grotesque display of the monster dolls
littering the floor. Stacy’s relief turned to worry as she saw her
mom’s face change from anxiety to anger.

“Stacy,” she said sternly, looking down at
the smiling face of Debbie, cradling Stacy’s wand in both of her
molded hands. “I’m not even going to ask what’s going on here
because I think it’s obvious.” She reached down and snatched the
wand from the doll.

Stacy’s dad undid the ropes that held her
down as her mom just stared at her, her blue eyes boring into
Stacy’s face. The young girl looked away in discomfort and
embarrassment. Then she looked up at her dad as he curled up the
rope in one of his fists.

“Your mom knows best on these matters, kid,”
he whispered.

“I think I’ll be taking this away for a
while. Also, clean up the dolls,” her mom said.

Stacy’s eyes widened in terror.

“Relax,” her mom said as she flicked Stacy’s
wand at the mess, whispering a few magic words under her breath.
“There. They’re not gonna bother you anymore. Now, pick them up.
We’ll talk about this in the morning.”

Her parents retreated to their own room as
Stacy crawled along the floor, flinging the dolls back into the
cardboard box as quickly as possible. Not taking any chances, she
grabbed a roll of duct tape from the junk drawer downstairs and
taped the flaps shut. She set the box on the front porch outside,
wanting someone to steal it and take it far away.

After locking her bedroom door, Stacy nestled
herself in her bed, covering her head with her blanket and tried to
go back to sleep, hoping Debbie’s face and her army of dolls would
stay out of her dreams.
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Every villain needed a cat, and Salamander
had located the perfect one.

The cat in question resided in an alleyway
adjacent to the abandoned animal shelter. They had shut the shelter
down after a toxic waste spill, courtesy of the sketchy ‘research’
lab nearby.

The shelter ended up having to put down most
of their animals before moving on to whatever city would take the
rest. While toxic waste spills sometimes resulted in superpowers,
most of the time it just resulted in harmful mutations. Because of
that, no one was about to waste their time and energy on keeping a
dozen or so suffering strays alive and fed when they were better
off mercifully euthanized. Wasn’t good for the animals, the city
said. Made them weird- and dangerous.

Salamander liked weird, and he loved
dangerous. And fortunately for the city’s ‘Fiery Fiend’, a fellow
superpowered scoundrel had escaped its confinement to snack on
whatever the dumpsters in the nearby alleyway provided.

Salamander had a few minions on the payroll,
of course; what self-respecting villain didn’t? So he sent three of
them out to investigate before he made his move- just as a
precaution. He wanted to make certain the cat in question wasn’t
just riddled with lumps and oozing pus instead of having something
useful, like the ability to shoot laser beams from its
whiskers.

Thankfully for him, luck was on his side. The
horrifying ramblings from his lackeys- half-coherent mutterings
about singed off skin, cauterized claw marks, and the feline’s
spider-like scaling of walls- confirmed his hopeful suspicions
about the animal’s potential.

Having fire powers of his own was a perk.
Salamander had more than enough fire-retardant fabric in his
wardrobe, enough to make any number of outfits that would make a
fireman proud. Of course, his ‘work’ attire was far more stylish
than any fireman’s uniform. Firemen didn’t wear capes with sequins,
after all. He’d much prefer his flowing orange, black, and
red-colored villain attire, he thought, letting out a histrionic
huff as he assembled a more muted ensemble, but he wasn’t ‘on
duty’. Once dressed, Salamander set off to look for Hellcat.

‘Hellcat’ was a working name for the little
beast. Salamander knew the public would give the ferocious feline
another one once they got down to business, so he’d have to wait to
engrave a collar.

Salamander parked his car across the street
from the alleyway and vacant building the shelter once used. He
swung open the car door and sauntered across the crosswalk, cat
crate in one hand and bag of assorted cat toys in the other. He
made his way to the threshold of the alleyway, trying his damnedest
to rein in the Cheshire grin that threatened to split his face in
half. He put down the cat crate, unlocking and opening the door in
preparation.

“Here, kitty kitty!” Salamander hissed,
scanning the alleyway. After a few moments he
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