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LEAVE IT TO C. DENNIS Moore, writer of some the sharpest short horror fiction around. What the Blind Man Saw is the perfect title for a collection of short stories. 

Why? 

Because every writer goes into every story totally blind, no idea where they’re going, no idea of the exact size or shape of the thing directly in front of them. This might change very quickly - on the best writing days the entire structure and scope of the tale might present themselves to you in a flash. But you still have to sit down and write the thing, flailing until you find the specific keys, groping around until you can finally make out and choose the specific words, feeling your way until the overall pattern of the thing emerges, fingering your way into and pulling your way through the story and caressing every inch of the outer edges until it will not reveal even one more nuance. 

And even then you, the writer, have only your experience of the story, your take on it, a mental image of the piece. You’re still blind, after all.

Because then, like the blind men in the fable about the elephant, others will come along and read your tale and their experience of the thing will also be unique despite the image you hold in your mind’s eye - they’re all reading the exact same words on the page, but some reviewers will give your story five stars and others will lament that they have to give it even one. We’re all blind when it comes to fiction, and no two minds’ eyes will ever see exactly the same story.

* * *
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THERE’S ANOTHER REASON I think What the Blind Man Saw is a perfect title for a short story collection - and a particularly perfect title for a C. Dennis Moore collection. 

So many writers - especially horror writers - never grow or expand in their vision. It’s like they sit down to their keyboard on the first day they ever write a story, and they pick their favorite horror movie poster and tack it up on the wall nearby. And then they write about that poster for their entire career. It’s fresh at first, maybe, but eventually it gets predictable and safe - both for the writer themselves and for their readers. 

And it’s worth noting that many hacks have scribbled their way into very comfortable incomes by writing about that one single poster for decade upon decade.

For writers like Dennis, on the other hand, there’s no poster. Or, rather, there’s a different poster for each and every story, one that they themselves write into existence. They approach each story as a blind man might approach a new and unfamiliar object.

For me, this is the joy in writing - and in reading short stories. 

I don’t want safe. 

I don’t want predictable. 

I want stories of the richness, variety, depth and range crafted by Moore and others who see the way the blind see.

* * *
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BUT WHY DO SHORT STORIES at all? 

I mean, Moore has several novels under his belt - and they sell far better than the shorts! So, why, dammit, does he continue to waste his time on the things! 

I could say something like “Well, Dennis is a true artiste; he’s blind to the almighty dollar!” Except that’s bullshit - the part about him being blind to money, I mean. Not the part about him being an artist.

And yet maybe it’s not bullshit. Maybe money and sales aren’t everything. I’ll tell you this: I don’t fully trust any writer who doesn’t do short stories. 

Make that: any writer who doesn’t routinely do short stories. 

As in any writer who doesn’t routinely have a short story going in addition to any novel-in-progress.

And I’ll also say this: I fully trust C. Dennis Moore as a writer.

Here’s a bit of news for every Amazon wannabe critic who has ever left a one star review because they “really loved the story, but it was only twenty pages long! Thank God I got it for a borrow/free/99 cents!” 

The regular production of quality short stories requires more discipline, more craft, more confidence and more blood, sweat and tears than a novel. 80,000 words of short stories - like the volume you now hold in your hand - are generally the result of much more effort than an 80,000-word novel. 

It’s unfortunate that most readers are blind to these facts. I think the general reader sees “short” and thinks it’s the equivalent of a banal television sit-com, and they see “long” and think it must be an Oscar-worthy epic blockbuster. Not so. Not even close.

A writer who regularly produces stories of the quality you’ll see in What the Blind Man Saw is a writer you’re lucky to be reading - they’ll provide you with more visions in a few sentences than you might encounter in eight entire volumes of cranked-out full-length Kindle serial novels. 

* * *
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HERE’S WHAT I LOVE about short stories. You go into them blind, usually not knowing at all what to expect, and the best of them fill your head with a novel’s worth of visions in under an hour of reading. A novel is like keeping watch, like keeping a lookout, like continuously scanning between here and the horizon - and don’t get me wrong, I do love novels, staying with a vision, a vista, for the long haul, unblinking, seeing what wonders might pop up in the larger landscape. But the best short stories give you insights, truth, surprise and revelation in short order, each piece filling a formerly dark, empty space with an awe and amazement that you can look back on and return to for a lifetime. 

I hope C. Dennis Moore keeps writing novels for a long time. But I especially hope he never gives up on the short stories. 

And, most of all, I hope he continues seeing like the blind man sees.
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CODY SAT FOR A SECOND and stared out at the hood of his car.  Then he backed up a few feet, put the car in Drive, and slammed on the gas, peeling away toward home and away from here.  He drove just fast enough to get there, but not so fast as to be noticed.  He didn’t swerve, or change lanes.  He obeyed every red light and stop sign.

Once home, he locked the door and collapsed on the floor, shaking uncontrollably and crying.

He couldn’t leave the car parked there, anyone who saw it in the light of morning would know.  Surely there was a dent, and he knew there had to be blood.  But he couldn’t go out and clean it tonight.  What else could he do with it, though?  He had no driveway, no garage, and no back alley.

He’d just have to get back in the car and drive, somewhere he wouldn’t be seen, and, as soon as he could do it without drawing attention to himself, get the car washed.  The dent he would figure out an explanation for, but the blood, he had to get that taken care of right away.

But there was another problem.  Gas.  The needle had been just above the E, and he wondered if he’d be able to pull into a gas station without being noticed.  Even if no one else was there, don’t they have those places monitored by cameras?  But there was no way he could go anywhere until he stopped for gas.  So it looked like his perfect plan wasn’t so perfect, and he didn’t think he’d be able to do it after all.

Cody was tempted to rush out and give the hood a once over, just enough to make it passable in the light of day, but again there was that nagging doubt; if even one person happened to glance out their window and catch him, what could look more suspicious than a man washing the hood of his car in the middle of the night?  But who’s up in the middle of the night?  Who knows?  That’s the problem.

He stopped shaking and wiped the tears from his face.  He sat on the couch with his head in his hands and his eyes closed, trying to visualize his plan more fully.  He kept coming back to the idea of taking the car somewhere it wouldn’t be found, but then something else came to him.  If the car was out front all night, he had his alibi.  If he took it somewhere else and anyone asked around, he couldn’t say he’d been home all night.

Jamie’s.  His mind seized on the thought.

He could take the car to Jamie’s.  He had at least enough gas to get there, Jamie had a driveway and Cody could pull the car right up close to the house.  And Jamie would understand even if no one else did that what he’d done had been an accident.  He trusted Jamie with his life, and if he said he’d been at Jamie’s all night, who would doubt him?  So they’d gone out, got a little too drunk, and he’d passed out there.  Perfect.  He’d just call him to make sure he was home, then he’d be on his way.

First thing’s first, though.  Cody had to take a piss.

He listened to the stream hit the back of the bowl.  His eyes were closed, but he kept seeing the impact flash before him and it only took a second before he opened them and stared ahead.

Then something shoved him face first into the wall.

He caught himself, splashed piss on his shoe, then zipped his pants and turned around.  He was alone.

Lost my balance, that’s all.  Have to call Jamie now.

He stepped toward the door, out into the hall, and tripped over something.  This time he wasn’t quick enough and he went down, smashing his cheek into the hardwood floor.

“Christ!” he yelled.  “What is wrong with me?”

Cody got to his knees and shook his head.  His cheek stung.  It would swell and bruise.  Nothing like a black eye because you’re too damn stupid to walk on your own, he thought.

He stood up and headed for the phone.  He was three steps in before a sudden, intense pain shot through his leg like a knife on fire.  Cody yelped and collapsed again, clutching his calf where the pain was strongest.  His leg was wet.  He looked at his hand and saw there was blood on his palm.  “What the fuck?” he asked.

Did he do that in the car?  Did he just not feel it because he’d been in shock when he got home?

He turned his leg around to inspect it.  The jeans were torn through and something had pierced his calf.  But what?  It was just a dent in his hood, what could have done this if he’d been inside the car?

This didn’t make sense.  He’d have to look in the car to figure this out.  Maybe when he slammed on the brake something under his seat flew forward and jabbed him?  He couldn’t say.  Hurt like a bastard though, now that he wasn’t on the floor shaking anymore.

He hopped over to the counter where he picked up the phone and dialed Jamie’s number.  He put the phone to his ear and waited, but nothing happened.  There was no ring, no dial tone, and no Jamie.

He clicked the phone off, then tried again, but with the same results.  He thought maybe the battery was dead, but he’d picked it up off the base, so it should be charged.  He followed the electric cord and saw it was still plugged in.  Then he followed the phone cord and saw his problem.  The cord was chewed in half.

“Rats?” he asked.

Then something hit him in the back of the head and Cody looked up in time to see the metal pot skid across the kitchen floor.  He looked further and saw something on the counter.  That first look and Cody knew he was hallucinating.  Standing on his kitchen counter, holding a skillet above its head was . . . something, he wasn’t sure what.  It was about the size of a baby, but skinny.  It was grey and naked, hairless.  Its head was fat, round, flat.  When it saw Cody was looking at it, it snarled and showed its teeth.  There was blood on them.  From across the room, Cody could see it had yellow eyes.  It made a noise somewhere between a growl and a hiss and hurled the skillet at Cody’s head.

“Shit!” he said and ducked just in time.  The skillet bounced off the wall and clattered across the floor making a horrible racket and coming to a halt under the kitchen table.

Cody backed away, but didn’t take his eyes off the creature.  How could he?  A second ago he’d been sure he was hallucinating, but that didn’t stop him from ducking.  And that had sure sounded real enough.

The thing grabbed a ceramic plate from the sink, dried spaghetti sauce and tiny bits of pasta stuck to it, and flung it across the room.  It hit Cody dead center in the throat and he went down, gasping and clutching himself, trying to breathe.

That was no hallucination.  Still trying to catch his breath, and feeling like there was something blocking his airway, he got on his knees and crawled down the hall, away from this.  He got to his bedroom and slammed the door behind him, then braced it with his body.

He felt like his throat had been caved in.  He fought the urge to vomit.  Tears stood out in his eyes from the pain in his throat, and his nose was running.  He wiped his face with his shirttail and sat up straighter.  He still couldn’t breathe right, but it was getting better.

What the hell was that thing?  Some deformed midget?  What was that disease that makes children look like old men?  Something that started with a P.  Didn’t matter.  Who or what ever it was, from the racket out there, it sounded like it was tearing up Cody’s house.

One crash was the lamp beside the couch.  One was a picture on the wall by the front door.  Another, a very loud one this time, followed by a pop and a sizzle, was the television screen.  He knew his house well enough to know the sounds.

“Shit,” he said.  His voice was hoarse, barely audible.  “I have to stop this.”

But what could he do?  His calf was bleeding, his throat collapsed.  He wondered if it had been responsible for his leg and when he recalled the blood on its teeth, he was sure it had been.  It may be a fraction of his size, but it had had no problem taking him down.

Cody had a baseball bat in his closet; that ought to take care of it.  But his bedroom door had no lock and if he moved and then couldn’t find the bat, that would give the creature plenty of time to get in here and attack him.

Still, he had to try.

He limped to his closet.  The whole time his hands rummaged inside, Cody’s eyes were glued to the door.  His fingers wrapped around the bat, and he pulled it out.  Before going on the attack, he swallowed and felt the lump in his throat beginning to dissolve.  He wondered for a second if there was some internal injury.

He took a breath, opened the door, and stepped into the hall.

Something flew past his head and shattered behind him.  An ashtray.  His nephew had given him that last year when Cody visited them in North Carolina.  He didn’t smoke, but he loved his nephew.  Cody looked at the creature and saw it standing on the back of his couch, more ammunition ready, this time a marble bookend shaped like a horse’s head, a refugee from the 70s decor of his parents’ house.

That’s gonna hurt, he thought.  If it hits me.

After all, he was holding a bat.

They stared at each other a second and Cody took a step forward.  Then the creature caught him off guard by charging.  It leapt off the back of the couch, to the chair against the wall, flew into the air, and flung the bookend at him.  It grabbed the doorway to the kitchen, swung itself around, and disappeared into the other room.  The bookend went wild, careened off the wall, and thudded into Cody’s chest, knocking him back a few steps, but not much else.  He’d have another bruise there to go along with the one on his cheek, but he’d be alright.  He brought the bat up again and continued down the hall, stopping before the kitchen door and listening.  More pots and pans, he wondered?

There was no sign of the creature, though.  He stepped into the kitchen with the bat held ready.  He didn’t see it anywhere.  He scanned the counter, the top of the refrigerator, under the table, anywhere it might hide, but he couldn’t find it.

Maybe it’s vanished, he wondered.  Left the way it came in?  How was that?  Now there was a question to which he would love to find the answer.

Something creaked behind him, but before he could turn the thing flew out from the cabinet and landed on Cody’s head, wrapped its arms around his face and tried to take a bite out of his skull.  Cody screamed, dropped the bat, and threw himself into the wall, hoping to squash the fucker into letting go, but no matter how hard he battered it, it held on tight, all the time trying to eat its way into the top of his head.

He reached up and tried to wrench it off, but it was stuck.  Through the tangle of its limbs across his face, he saw the front door and headed for it.  He opened it, stuck the creature into the space between the door and the jam, and started slamming the door on it.  It finally stopped biting his head, let out a screech, and fell backward off his shoulders.  It scampered to the back of the couch again and grabbed an empty beer bottle.

Cody turned toward it.  It was ready for another attack, but he’d dropped his bat.  He glanced around quickly.  The only thing within reach was a heavy bag of grass seed he’d been meaning to scatter in the front yard.  He grabbed it and threw the big bag, which surely weighed twice what that thing did, straight at it.

He missed.  The bag hit the back of the couch and fell flat on the cushions.  The beer bottle flew at him and Cody dodged it.  Then the thing grabbed the bag of seeds and held it over its head.  Its claws dug into the plastic and seeds began to rain down around it.  It looked at them first in confusion, and then in dismay.  It tossed the punctured bag aside, got on its knees, and . . . began to count the seeds.

Cody couldn’t believe what he was seeing, but there it was.  The thing had gone from killer to obsessive-compulsive in a second.  It collected them in its palm as it counted, slowly, meticulously.  Cody stood there bewildered by what he was seeing.  He took a step toward it, but the thing paid him no mind as it deposited seeds, one at a time, into its palm.

Cody inched closer, keeping his eyes on it and his hands ready, just in case.  His foot nudged the busted seed bag and he pulled it toward him, then very slowly stooped to pick it up.  More seeds spilled from the holes the creature’s claws had made and Cody dug his fingers into them and ripped open the bag even further.  The seeds came in a flood, then, all over the floor.  The creature saw this, threw up its hands in disgust, and hissed, “You’re a very bad boy!”  Its voice was broken glass and jagged soup cans.  It then went back to the task of cleaning the seeds, one by one.

Cody moved away, grabbed the bat from the kitchen floor, and stood staring at it.

And then, like a trigger, he heard his mother’s voice.

“You’re a very bad boy, Cody.  Do you know what happened to bad boys in the old country?”

He was five and he’d just nailed one of the neighborhood kids in the head with a rock.  He wasn’t trying to, wasn’t even aiming for the kid, but the boy had walked right into the path of Cody’s throw.  The kid’s head bled a little, but he needed no stitches and it hadn’t even left a scar.  But his mother had not been so quick to forgive the accident.  “The goblins punish them.  Is that what you want to happen to you?  Is it?”

No, it wasn’t what he wanted to happen to him, and his mother had been able to get away with that story until Cody was eight and stopped believing in goblins, as well as all the other childhood myths.

And what did it mean, he’d been a very bad boy?  His wreck?  It wasn’t like that was the first thing Cody’d ever done wrong.  Did the thing make distinctions like that, big bad and little bad?  Was it only here because he’d most likely left someone to die in the middle of the street?  But it just didn’t make any sense, and Cody could stand here all night trying to figure it out when the fact remained he had a fucking goblin on his couch, counting grass seeds!

Its palm was full so it grabbed the empty bag—Cody flinched when it reached in his direction—and stuffed the seeds back into the bag.  Then it started on its second handful.

“Forget this shit,” Cody said, and he bolted for the door.  He jumped in his car and headed for Jamie’s house.  And if Jamie wasn’t home, he’d just sit outside until he was.  An alibi was now the last thing on his mind.  If it came down to it and he was asked, fine, he’d admit it; right now he just wanted away from that thing.

Jamie only lived a few blocks away and Cody was there in seconds.  He banged on the door for almost five minutes before the porch light flashed on and Jamie opened the door yelling, “I hear you, man, quiet down, there’s people in here, shit!”

Cody pushed his way in and said, “Shit, man, you gotta help me, you gotta help me get rid of it.”

“What are you talkin’ about?  It’s two in the morning, what are you doing?”

Cody sat on the couch, took a deep breath, and tried to calm himself.  “Just give me a second.  You ain’t gonna believe this shit.”

He told him everything that had happened, the accident, his fleeing panic.  He told him his original plan to park his car here until morning.

“Holy shit.  What are you gonna do?  Did you call the police?”

“That’s not all of it.  There’s something in my house.”

“What do you mean?”

He told him the rest and Jamie stood and listened and at the end he just stared at him.

“You don’t believe me,” Cody said.

“Who would?  I think you’re drunk.  You can sleep it off here, but you’re wasted.”

Cody looked at him and for a second he wondered if Jamie was right.  Maybe he was just so drunk he was hallucinating.  Maybe somebody’d slipped something into his beer?

Then the pain in his calf flared and he asked Jamie, “How do you explain this, then?”

Jamie looked at it, considered for a second, then said, “You could have done this anytime tonight and not even noticed it.  Just lay down, I’ll bring in the trash in case you puke, but I’m going back to sleep.”

No, something was wrong here, Cody thought.  He couldn’t just let it go.  Maybe he’d imagined the whole thing; maybe he was so drunk his conscience was creating goblins.  But if Jamie went back to bed just like that . . . what would he do if he went home tomorrow and the thing was still there?  He had to know.  He couldn’t lie here all night wondering.

He got up and said, “Yeah, maybe you’re right.  Shit, I think I left my front door open, though.”

“Lay down, I’ll get it.  Tomorrow you need to get that cut looked at.”

Jamie went into his bedroom and came back a second later with a pair of jeans over his shorts, slipped into his shoes and grabbed his keys and jacket, then was out the door.

When he was gone, Cody lay back on the couch and stared at the ceiling.  The house was quiet.  His breathing sounded louder than usual, heavier.  He tried to slow it.  His foot tapped the arm of the couch.  He tried counting seconds, thinking that would keep him occupied until Jamie came back.  He got as far as forty when his mother’s voice came again.

“You’re a very bad boy, Cody!  Goblins in the old country punish bad boys.  They come out at night and break all your favorite toys, they pinch you when you’re trying to sleep, they trip you so you fall down the stairs.  You don’t be a bad boy.  You go right over to that boy’s house and you tell him you’re sorry, this minute!”

But the more he thought about it, the more Jamie’s words made sense.  And he’d stopped believing fairy tales how long ago?  If that thing had been real, why didn’t it come to him in high school when he’d jumped Ben Tozier?  After all, Ben had done nothing more than give him what Cody’d thought was a dirty look in the hall.  Cody found out later Ben had been looking at the guy behind Cody that day, and he’d been kidding around because the guy had been a friend of Ben’s.  Cody apologized and they’d even been friends for a year or two after.  But if the thing in Cody’s house was real, it would have come to him then, wouldn’t it?

Or in middle school when he’d embarked on a short career as a shoplifter.  Until he got caught.  But it never came to him then, either.

Jamie was right.  Cody was wasted; he’d imagined it.  That had to be it.

He’d try to sleep.  And in the morning, he’d clean his car, get the dent fixed, and pray to God he could get on with his life.

A minute later, he heard Jamie’s truck pulling up to the house, and he realized something he hadn’t before.  He was drunk, on his back, staring up, but the house wasn’t still.  Nothing was spinning, and he didn’t have that constant lurch in his stomach that said he could throw up any second.  Maybe he wasn’t as drunk as he’d thought.  But if that were the case, maybe he’d been sober when the thing attacked him, maybe it had been real the whole time.

Jamie was back, he’d tell him.  It was the first thing Cody asked when Jamie walked in, “Did you see it?  Is it still there?”

“You’re still up?  I figured you’d be passed out by now.  No, you’re plenty drunk, believe it.  Your house is fine,” Jamie said.

“But how?  That thing was tearing it up.”

Jamie kicked his shoes off and tossed his jacket over the side of a chair and, as he headed down the hall to bed, said, “Your place is fine.  Your lamp’s busted, you must have knocked it over, and you smashed in your TV screen, but other than that . . .  Sleep it off.  In the morning we’ll figure out what to do about your car.”

Jamie disappeared into his bedroom, shut the door, and Cody didn’t hear from him again until morning.  He lay there on the couch, watching the ceiling and wondering.  No pots and pans scattered across the kitchen floor?  What about the grass seed?  Could it have cleaned it all up before Jamie got there?  He didn’t know.  Maybe his guilt had created it.  He’d figure it out in the morning.  He was suddenly exhausted and sleep overcame him in minutes.

When he woke up, Jamie was already up, sitting in the kitchen eating a bacon and egg sandwich and drinking coffee.  Cody climbed off the couch, shambled into the bathroom to piss, then shambled back and sunk into the chair across from his best friend.  His leg was throbbing.  He’d taken a few aspirin in the bathroom.

“I’m never doing that again.  I’m never going out again, I’m never drinking again, I’m never doing nothing again but sitting on my ass at home.”

“Sure thing,” Jamie said.  “You hungry?”

“You kidding?  Not even close.”

“I looked at your car this morning.  I don’t know what you did, but that shit’s fucked up.  We gotta get that thing cleaned up now.  I pulled it into my garage already.  I’m gonna finish this coffee, then we’re going out there.”

“You got it.  And thanks man, I didn’t know where else to go.  It was an accident,”

“I know.  We’ll fix it and forget it, you got it?”

They took three hours scrubbing every inch of Cody’s car.  They had to make sure every drop of blood, every strand of hair was gone before taking the car in to get the dent fixed.  They would leave it here, in Jamie’s garage for the next week, and then Cody would take it in.  It was Jamie who told him not to take it in the day after the police find a body lying in the street.  Maybe he’d even run it into a tree just to make sure his story matched the evidence on the car.

When they were sure they’d done everything they could to erase what Cody’d done, they got into Jamie’s truck and headed for Cody’s house.

“Do you remember where it happened?” Jamie asked.  “What street?”

“I think it was on Lafayette,” Cody said.  “I was in shock, though, pretty much from the time it happened until I got home.”

“Well, don’t drive down Lafayette ever again, you take Olive.  It’s only a block away and it’ll take you to all the same places.”

“Yeah.  I hope whoever it was didn’t suffer too much.  I mean . . . what if I just left ‘em lying there with their lungs filling up with blood, drowning in it?”

“Don’t think about it,” Jamie said.  “Just try to forget it ever happened.  Got it?  It was an accident, it should never have happened, and it won’t ever happen again because from today on you don’t go out drinking anymore.”

“Yeah, man, I got it,” Cody said.  “I think my neighbors might notice my car being gone so long, though.”

“You’re gonna call and have your house fumigated.  You’ll stay at my place while they do it that should take a few days at least.  After that we’ll think of something else.”

It sounded like Jamie had just about everything covered, Cody thought.  He knew there was no way he could ever repay him for what he was doing.  But he was going to spend the rest of his life trying.

They were coming up on the stoplight before the turn onto Cody’s street.  As it turned yellow, Jamie tapped the brake, but the truck wasn’t slowing down.

“What the fuck?” he asked.  He kept pressing the brake, over and over, and the light turned red, but Jamie ran it and he and Cody looked at each other with frightened eyes.  “My brakes are out, man.”

“You’ve both been very bad boys,” a voice hissed.  They turned and saw the creature at Cody’s window.

They screamed and the thing leapt across the cab of the truck, dove to the floor and shoved the gas pedal down as far as it would go.  The truck gained speed while the two inside tried to fight the thing off the accelerator, but it held tight, forcing them faster and faster and snapping at them with its teeth when they got too close.  Cody reached for the door handle to hop out, but the street was lined with cars and there was no room.  Jamie steered the best he could, dodged a few cars, but the faster the truck went, the harder it was down a residential street.  He looked at the speedometer; they were passing eighty.

“Shit, no,” Cody said from the passenger seat.

Jamie looked over at his friend, then looked forward to see what Cody was seeing.  They were headed for a city bus.  It had just dropped off its passengers and was pulling away from the curb.  They hit it broadside, and plowed a hole almost halfway through it.  Both were thrown through the windshield and their bodies torn to shreds on the broken glass and sheered metal.

In the mess and confusion, no one saw the tiny creature with the flat, round head scamper away from the wreckage.

Biscuithead was a story that came to me in a flash.  I was editing an anthology called THE BOOK OF MONSTERS which was a collection of monster stories using all the traditional rules, so no vampires in daylight, no werewolves who can change at will, etc.  A friend of mine had written a goblin story, but it just didn’t feel right for the anthology; it didn’t follow the rules for goblins.  I wrote him back and suggested another plot, which I rattled off the top of my head.  He replied that was a really good plot for coming out of nowhere like that, but that he wasn’t the one to write it.  I eventually used a goblin story from David Bain, but I still had this story in the back of my head and it wouldn’t go away.  So eventually I had to write it.
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​THE LEAGUE OF LIARS
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1.

––––––––
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TREVOR GRIMACED WHEN the eggs suddenly started beating like tiny yellow hearts.  He squeezed his eyes shut and forced the sight from his mind.  When he looked down again, the eggs showed a network of tiny red veins through their bright yellow yolks.

Trevor shoved the tray away so hard it fell off the inner edge of the diner counter, bringing every set of eyes in the place to rest on his hunched back.

He felt the stares burn through him and, without looking up from the palms pressed into his face, Trevor yelled, "What the hell do you want?"

Every face went back to its own table and its own life.

But he could still hear the beatings of those tiny yellow sunny-side-up hearts on the floor, looking like smushed butterflies, but not dead.

* * *
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STEVEN WONDERED IF it would rain.  He hoped not.

In his leather pants and open-neck silk shirt, he wasn't dressed for rain.  Plus he hated walking in the rain barefoot.

He watched a dark mass that looked like a butterfly hovering above a towering office building and when he walked into the path of a large black car, Steven held his palm out, still looking at the butterfly, and the car stopped.

He continued across the street, eyes at the sky, and when he stepped onto the curb, he looked forward, knowing now that when it did rain, it would only fall upon a three-block radius and by that time, Steven'd be two cities away and most likely dead.

* * *
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MICK PLUNGED HIS FEET into boiling water and smiled when he felt the skin blister and peel.

He grew hard from the pain and when Angela walked in, she found him sitting on the kitchen counter with his feet in a pot on the stove, and Mick's hand pumping his stiff, red organ.

"Oh, knock it off," she said, tossing her keys into the ceramic butterfly dish on the television, flipping on the set at the same time.

* * *
[image: ]


MR. JONES CLOSED THE shop and went home for the night.

2.

––––––––
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THERE WERE TEN PEOPLE in the room.  Four of them smoked, until they suddenly dropped to the floor, gasping and coughing up brown jelly-like globs of bile with blood running from their eyes.

They all tried to scream, but the smoke they'd inhaled immediately before turned solid in their lungs.  They clawed at the floor, as if trying to dig their way into it.

Maya stared around, wondering what the hell was happening.  She’d been halfway through a conversation discussing what movie to go to that weekend when this happened.  Now she just stood there, looking down at them, then up at the others who'd been engaged in their own conversations, but were now looking at the quartet of corpses.

"Uh," Maya uttered, then looked back down.

"Someone call an ambulance?" a voice said.

The door opened and traffic blared into the room before the man who'd entered closed it off.  He grabbed the phone from
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