

[image: Cover]



Table of Contents


Title Page

CONTENTS

INIFINITY WANDERERS

The Duke of Buckaloo Creek - John Cody Bennett

Misstep - Debbie Robson

Designing the cover for 'Yesterday's Empire' - Derek Roberts

Mind Shaft - Jonathan B. Ferrini

The Smell of Burning Wood - Matias Travieso-Diaz

Poetry by Grey Wolf

A Day Is The Life - Doug Stoiber

Little Helpers - Brian G. Davies

Mozart Is Not a Vampire - Douglas Kolacki

Horacian Ode to Dreamful Erlking - Paweł Markieiwcz 

The Note Inside the Nook - Jonathan B. Ferrini

Panthergrise At Large - Matias Travieso-Diaz

Bethany Notes - Jon N. Davies

Deo Vindice - L. G. Parker

Boy Partisan: Part 1 - Jordan Steven Sher

ADVERT

ADVERT

ADVERT

ADVERT

ADVERT

ADVERT

ADVERT

ADVERT

ADVERT

ADVERT


INFINITY WANDERERS

 

 

 

#13

 

 

 

EDITED BY GREY WOLF

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


[image: ]



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Infinity Wanderers issue 13

Edited by Grey Wolf

Cover Art by Robin Stacey

 

Fiction, Poetry and Artwork: Copyright remains with original authors

 

No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopy, recording, or any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the author or from the publisher (as applicable). 

 

Cover image by Robin Stacey, from an original design by Gill Bazovsky

 

Frontispiece by Dafyd Meyrick Griffiths

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

INFINITY WANDERERS

 

ISSUE 13

 

 


[image: ]



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


CONTENTS

 

The Duke of Buckaloo Creek - - - - - - - - John Cody Bennett	

Misstep - - - - - - - - Debbie Robson

Designing the cover for Yesterday's Empire - - - - - - - - Derek Roberts

Mind Shaft - - - - - - - - Jonathan B. Ferrini

The Smell of Burning Wood - - - - - - - - Matias Travieso-Diaz

Poetry - - - - - - - - Grey Wolf

A Day Is The Life - - - - - - - - Doug Stoiber

Little Helpers - - - - - - - - Brian G. Davies

Mozart Is Not a Vampire - - - - - - - - Douglas Kolacki

Horacian Ode to Dreamful Erlking - - - - - - - - Pawel Markiewicz

The Note Inside the Nook - - - - - - - - Jonathan B. Ferrini

Panthergrise at Large	 - - - - - - - - Matias Travieso-Diaz

Bethany Notes - - - - - - - - Jon N. Davies

Deo Vindice - - - - - - - - L.G. Parker

Boy Partisan - Part 1 - - - - - - - - Jordan Steven Sher

 

ADVERTS

 

 

 


INIFINITY WANDERERS

INFINITY WANDERERS

13

 

 


[image: ]



 

 

 

 

 

 

 


The Duke of Buckaloo Creek

John Cody Bennett

 

	In a raucous shantytown seaport of the Coastal Territories, in a village formerly known as North Carthage, a wiry one-eared roughneck from Broken Bow ― the Duke of Buckaloo Creek ― opened in outright defiance of what little law enforcement existed down there an omnium-gatherum of vice: a saloon-whorehouse-casino joint he had christened la Maison Dieu.

 General, the Folk’s in an uproar about it, said Cartwright Olson, head of COASTCOM to his subordinate Ramón Sigur. Ain’t no authority or reeducation in the camp: it’s chaos.

He was referring to the BCE ― the Buckaloo Creek Encampment ― which sheltered in addition to climate refugees from the south a number of Christian fundamentalists ― all registered: Folk such as Baptists, Church of Christ, Assembly of God, not to mention the foot-washers, one-cuppers, and snakehandlers that had long inhabited those swampy backwoods.

I’m sorry in advance, said Commander Olsen. You are going to hate this assignment.

General Sigur cursed. A veteran of the SEATO wars, 6’5”, and with puncture scars near the socket of his left eye, he intimidated most men, soldier and civilian alike. Only members of the Alexandrian caste ― Olsen included ― evinced no fear; for from brutal experience they knew that knife scars and valor guarantee nothing ― not, at least, without a politician’s instinct.

Why me? asked General Sigur. Am I just the most talented commandant? Or a sap?  

Commander Olsen smiled and twisted into a roll a handful of memos and departmental ukase from his desk. He swatted aggressively at a fly that buzzed him twice and retreated to the ceiling. He passed over a large white envelope and placed it into the hands of General Sigur.

It’s from Congress and Secretary Landau, said Commander Olsen. Cooperate with the Folk to prosecute lawbreaking and restore order to the camp. We’ll send a brigade, a task force.

And the so-called Duke? asked General Sigur. The provocateur? What’s our response?

Oh, certainly an execution, said Commander Olsen. The Folk hate and despise him more than the Occupation itself. Probably, they’ll demand his dismemberment. Can you handle that?

Of course, said General Sigur. Who do you think I am? I’ll take care of it.

The General saluted his commander. A Southerner by birth, General Sigur had sought for many years a prominent position in the halls of Washington, but had struggled to counteract the intrigues of the defiant Alexandrians. The Acela Republic at this time maintained to a degree far greater than the other continental nations the traditional political structure of its American progenitor, save that true power had come to reside with the Vice President in his combined executive and legislative capacities. It was this particular title of state that General Sigur coveted.

They block and impede me at every chance, said the General. Just like with this mission.

Not true, sir, said Lieutenant Colby, the General’s aide-de-camp. You were chosen for your military acumen and for your long service to Acela. You’re a war hero, sir. They love you.  

You really believe that? said the General. You’re too young.  

The train halted, and with his knuckles he rapped the glass of the compartment window.

There’s the Buckaloo, he said. Call the engineers ― let’s get these boys housed. It’s time.

The Lieutenant departed and whistled for the troops.

All day the engineering corps labored with their machines until by evening a makeshift barracks had been erected along the banks of the Buckaloo. A crowd of Folk in dirty castoffs ― men, women, children ― assembled at the site and squatted in the mud and discussed the General as they monitored his work. His body swayed to match the marching of the 4,500 into the barracks, their green fatigues like the waving bahia grass in the breezes of summer. He kept his arms akimbo and a toothpick in his mouth. He slept three hours each night, maybe less.  

In three days, said the General, in three days, we shall accept a delegation. The Folk.

He pointed to a chart projected on a screen, to a digital layout of the entire precinct, including the topography of the reeducation camp and of the Buckaloo’s winding course. The silhouette of his hulking body in the bright lights interrupted the display; he stepped into the shadows and with a laser pointer indicated the targets and outlined the mission’s objectives.  

We shall secure the perimeter, said General Sigur. Checkpoints. Neither in, nor out.

The Lieutenant poured two tumblers of bourbon; the General reached for the nearest one.

We shall then confront the Duke and make an example of him. We shall take care of it.

About time, said Lieutenant Colby. All these Acela dissenters, the tail that wags the dog.

Exactly, said the General. That all stops here on this mission. We will show them.

He laughed and enjoyed a hearty pull of his bourbon and rattled the ice in his tumbler. 

Whatever happens, happens, he said. And we shall accept it.

On the morning of the third day, three men in austere black approached the barracks from the hills of Rum Center. They wore patched suits dusty from walking, and boots caked with mud; and the leathery sheen of their skin and their calloused hands reminded General Sigur of jungle elders he’d encountered in SEATO. He offered them bourbon shots ― a faux pas; they declined.

This blasphemous Duke, said the leader of the Folk. La Maison Dieu! God forgive him.

He picked at the cuticle of his right thumb until it drew blood. He wiped it on his pants.

You realize we’ve been two generations in the camp, he continued. We’ve sworn loyalty. 

The reeducation was a success, said another. The Folk are pacifist, non-violent. For now.

For now? said General Sigur. Is that a threat? Against me, or against the Occupation?

No, no threat, said the leader. He was bald with bloodshot eyes and an unkempt beard.

We only mean that we have completed the penance for our ancestors’ sins, said the third. Certainly, we don’t expect kindness. But to tolerate a man like the Duke ― it’s unconscionable.  

Don’t tell us it’s unconscionable, said the Lieutenant. There’s no demands or requests to Acela ― it doesn’t work that way. We give of ourselves. We serve the country. That’s the morality.

I don’t know about you, said the third man. But we have already given, and given plenty.

You know, I ought to rub my knife in those gangly jowls, said Lieutenant Colby. You insult this Republic? The freedom in this continent, the only equality? You damn unreconstructed ―  

Enough, said General Sigur. The Duke is our focus today. The Duke. 

He opened an Agency case file and read boisterously aloud from the intelligence briefing:

Not much, the target. Ouachita Mountains. Flood refugee from Acadiana. Soldier, speculator, barman. Oil fields, casinos, deals with the Chickasaw, with Texas. Interesting scars.

He closed the file, leaned back in his canvas chair, and drummed his nails on the table.

He sounds like quite the adventurer, said General Sigur. And an entrepreneur.

And a criminal, said Lieutenant Colby. Let us not forget that. 

The leader of the Folk folded his arms and puffed out his chest.

This ‘Duke’ mocks the Folk with whores and whiskey, and where, oh, where, is Acela? We are patriots, now; we have sworn the oath; the fighting has stopped. We ask for your protection.

And for an execution, said General Sigur. For an end to the Duke.

Well, yes, said the third Folk leader. We want him dead, by our hand or yours. You decide.

And decide we will, said the General. I will close this meeting with a message from our beloved Vice President: all of you in the BCE are our true Acela, and we wish you the best.

He winked and chuckled, and the Folk leaders bitterly guffawed as they trotted outdoors.

How could you say that? asked Lieutenant Colby. How could make such a joke?  

Oh, come on, Colby, it’s part of the method, said General Sigur. It means nothing. 

It gives them ideas, protested the Lieutenant. It undermines Acela in their eyes.

Undermines Acela? said the General. You dare to accuse me of that? Look at this.

He massaged his cheek along the scarred, bumpy roughness beneath the socket of his left eye, his cratered flesh like the moon’s surface or the unintelligible brutality of the coastal depths.

I took a knife for this country, said General Sigur. I practically died for it. What have you done, Colby? What have you sacrificed for Acela? What is a joke next to the loss of your life?

The Lieutenant could not look at him. He apologized and summoned the troops outside of the barracks and readied them for tomorrow’s work. They set up checkpoints and perimeters and tightened the screws on the Buckaloo Encampment. La Maison Dieu would be next: the assault.

Keep the Folk separate from the violence and behind the barriers, said General Sigur. I want the team in the front at the entrance, and all the exits cordoned off. Remember, this is not an assassination attack or a free-for-all or mob justice: this is Acela at its finest ― we arrest him.

And then execute him immediately thereafter, said the Folk leader. That is the plan, right?

Of course, said Lieutenant Colby. We have already spoken about this. It’s been decided.

Perfect, said the Folk leader. It’s God’s will against the enemy. It’s out of our hands.

They hunkered down for the beginnings of a siege. La Maison Dieu was a rickety cave-like structure, hunched and unsteady like a heaving dog, and cobbled together with pine and cypress and rusty tin from heaped chicken house piles and with barbed wire as its sinuous tissue. The General ordered his soldiers to the unhinged gate tied between posts and had them bang the butts of their weapons on the warped metal until a sonorous voice from inside acknowledged their arrival. The Lieutenant inched forward and signaled the team. They listened to the Duke.

General, came the voice, what brings a war hero into the nothingness of these swamps?

That’s the business of the Acela Republic, said Lieutenant Colby. He’s come to arrest you.

General Sigur cleaned his nails with a toothpick. 

Come out, Duke, said the General. Come out and face us.

Of course, replied the Duke. But know that I am unarmed and my hands are up. So be it. 

They heard a crash of dishware from inside and a scream so unrestrained it could have only come from a child. Shots rang out. Lieutenant Colby and his team ducked and flattened themselves against the tin and raised their weapons. Rust flaked onto their camouflage uniforms.

I’m going in, said the Lieutenant to the General. I’m bringing him out. 

The General had not moved. He sighed and cupped his hands and shouted above the din. 

   Duke, this is your last chance, he said. Surrender, or we cannot vouch for your safety. 

It was too late. Already the soldiers had muscled through sheets of tin and punched inside la Maison Dieu amid whistling bullets, pinging metal, and the shattering of cypress wood planks. As they had practiced, they secured the building’s corners and exits; and, in a haze of rancorous smoke with rounds to the head, they rendered the Duke’s guards into wet clumps of mangled flesh like the gnarled seedlings of a wizened tree. The confrontation lasted little more than a minute, but the shrieks of the kitchen help lingered, and the prostitutes moaned. Shards of glass in blues, greens, and browns dusted the bar; and, here and there, the gaming tables tottered and slumped on their amputated limbs. The Duke, for his part, had been spared, and they cuffed him.

You all evacuate the inside, and let’s burn it down! said Lieutenant Colby. Let’s torch it.

Go right ahead, said the Duke. But the Maison Dieu cannot be extinguished. It lives on.

Blasphemy! yelled the leader of the Folk, and he raised a chant: Acela! Acela! Acela!

Go on! Bend, scrape, you Folk, to your Acela conquerors, exclaimed the Duke. I refuse.

They forced him, now, from his Maison Dieu, out beyond the entrance of corrugated tin, and into the procrustean reaches of the sunlight. The soldiers jerked him along. They spat at him.   

  Take that, you scoundrel, said the Lieutenant. Here he is, General Sigur. Here’s our man.

 The General recognized him at once. The Duke was tall and sinewy with shocks of red leonine hair and a chiseled hawk nose, with dark stubbled cheeks and shifting skeptical eyes. A white scar heedless of appearances disfigured his profile from the jutting summit of his chin to the maimed, ear-less nub on the right side of his face. The General nodded, clicked his tongue.                 

 You must be a veteran, a mercenary, he said. Were you in SEATO?

I was with the Texans, said the Duke. On the border in Mexico. In Chihuahua.

Ah, of course, said General Sigur. I should have guessed that. SEATO Part II.

Precisely, said the Duke. You must have known it well. That pleases me.

Relax, said General Sigur, and he waved at the soldiers. They unhanded the Duke.

But, sir, please, his punishment, his crimes! said Lieutenant Colby. What about that?

Fine! said the General. Gather the men, Lieutenant, build a pyre, bring down this House of God, or what have you. Make sure the Folk see it. Then assemble them for the trial. You got it? 

Yes, sir, said Lieutenant Colby. I understand.

He journeyed back to la Maison Dieu on a worn cowpath through pastures and mounds of grubby clay, and he positioned himself at the Buckaloo’s sharp elbow and barked at the soldiers amid applause and cheers and the vile chantings of the Folk. He separated the troops on his right and his left and ushered them to work: one group herded prostitutes, children, and kitchen staff; and the other hacked with pickaxes into the fragile wooden frame of la Maison Dieu and exposed its sagging ruins to the first flickerings of the fire. Soon ― more quickly than expected ― the building collapsed; the General watched from afar; the Duke turned his back.

I’ll rebuild it, said the Duke. Or somebody else will. It’ll outlast Acela. Just you wait.

General Sigur regarded him curiously. By now, Lieutenant Colby and a squad of soldiers had returned, and the Folk danced after them in a joyous throng and circled the General and the Duke, those two grand specimens of Acela and of Buckaloo Creek, who had met at last upon the plain. The General quieted the mob; and, at Lieutenant Colby’s prompting, he posed a question:

Do you wish to confess your transgressions before Acela and
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