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A Note from the Editors

​


The 518 Publishing Company, LLC is proud to
present our 6th anthology, ‘Cold & Crisp’. A wonderful
collection of short stories and poetry by authors from the 518 and
around the world.

So, hold on tight as you delve into the world
of horror, mystery, relationships gone cold, sci fi, and
fantasy.

 


Enjoy,

 


Andy, Lizette, Rachael, & Shannon

 


 


Check out our website SHOP | Mysite
(pub518.com) for additional publications from our growing bank of
new, local-to-international, tiny press published authors!

 


 


 


Advancing the professional interests of
career-focused writers in and around the 518 area code region
through networking, advocacy, and publication.


Do You Remember by Lynn White

​


Do you remember when

the future stretched endlessly ahead,

when the older looked forward

to a contented retirement

and the younger

to all the joys of life and living.

 


Now the mists are down

swamping everyone

in a gloomy miasma

and the future is closing in

moving closer and closer,

a cell-like structure

of mutating cells.


The Cold Truth by Denise Johnson

 


​
The view is what sold me. It wasn’t a big park, only one square
block, but it was enough to provide a window of imagination.

“There’s a washer and dryer in the basement
and a little storage area for your things.” I’d tuned back into
Mrs. Staple’s words. “The rent’s $750, due on the last Friday of
each month.”

I nodded. Finally, I could breathe a sigh of
relief. I’d been kicked out of my apartment, the one I’d lived in
for more than a decade, when the building owner unexpectedly died.
His son, who I’d never met before, showed up at my door a week
later to hand me the eviction notice in person. He’d sold it to a
big out-of-town developer who planned a 10-story high rise to
replace the mid-60s, three story apartment building that currently
stood in its place.

Mrs. Staple led me back to the kitchen.
“Since the prior tenant has already vacated, you can move in early
if you need to.” She carefully eyed me up and down.

I smiled. “That would be helpful.”

“Alright, I’ll leave you be for a while. I’ve
got some work to do in the yard.” She nodded, her gray hair
remained immobile, woven tightly into a bun.

I smiled. “Okay, I’m going to take some
measurements and head out.”

As she shut the door behind her, I pulled out
the measuring tape I’d inherited when my father passed away. A
small one bedroom, I knew there was no way I’d be able to fit the
furniture I’d accumulated over the years. But change is good, I
reminded myself.

Back at the window, I watched as a few kids
played in the park. A room with a view, as Virginia Woolf one said,
was most assuredly a necessity when one made a living as a
writer.

A ticking noise caught my attention. It was
coming from the kitchenette. Walking over to where it seemed the
loudest, near the refrigerator, I leaned in and stared at my blurry
reflection in the faux stainless-steel wrap. It wasn’t the
refrigerator making the noise, but rather the freezer. Tick, tick,
tick. The handle was cold to the touch as I opened the freezer to a
burst of cloudy mist. It was empty, save for an overflowing tray of
ice cubes. Figuring I’d do my new landlord a solid, I removed the
tray and dumped the excess ice into the sink. Remarkably, the
freezer was spotless. Cleanliness wasn't typically the norm when
moving into a new apartment.

As the freezer door swung shut, my eyes were
drawn to the sink. Most of the ice cubes had settled into a blob
near the drain, but a few stood out from the rest. These cubes had
the most peculiar shape, resembling snowflakes. Though it was a
strange sight, I brushed it off, after all, I’d seen trays that
could form all kinds of ice cube shapes in a cookware catalog.

 


***

 


Two weeks later, I was all moved in. With
money I’d gained after selling most of my larger furniture, I
splurged on a new futon and some odds and ends I found at a local
flea market.

The first night at the apartment, I decided
to enjoy a glass of red wine while listening to leaves crunch
underfoot as neighbors walked along the park. Then the ticking
sound began. It continued on and off for about an hour before I
decided to turn the ice maker off. As I reached in to pull out the
tray and search for the on-off switch, an ice cube popped toward
me.

Its shape took me by surprise. It appeared to
be a tiny gun. Figuring I’d had too much to drink, I glanced back
at the wine bottle on the counter. Nope, maybe a glass and a half
at most.

The ice had begun to melt and no longer
resembled anything in particular. A figment of my imagination, I
told myself.

But, over the next few weeks, the ice maker
continued to churn out oddly shaped ice creations. So much so that
I invited some friends over to ensure I hadn’t lost my mind.

“Nice layout, potato chips in a bag and some
dip,” Hayden’s voice dripped with sarcasm. “Have you never hosted a
party?” It didn’t stop him from grabbing a handful of chips.

“It’s a casual get together,” I said, as I
popped the plastic cover off the French onion dip.

An hour into the small gathering, the freezer
began to buzz. Anxious to share what I’d witnessed, I gathered up
the courage to tell my friends.

“I have the latest technology in my kitchen,
my freezer makes unique shaped ice cubes.”

My friends eyed each other silently.

“Jamie, it’s not a big deal. We understand
why you have to live here.” Hayden gestured at the small
apartment.

I hated that my friends had better jobs than
me. Choosing to ignore him, I glided over to the hyped-up appliance
and opened the freezer door. “Ta da!”

Sophie, a friend from my old neighborhood,
glanced at me. “Are we supposed to come over there?”

I nodded. Slowly, each one walked over and
looked inside. “Grab one, if you like.”

When everyone returned to their seats in the
tiny living room, I stole a look inside. Ice cubes in the shape of
ice cubes were the only things that stood out in the nearly empty
freezer.

“But…I swear.” I stuttered. “It made all
kinds of cool shaped cubes.”

Hayden came up beside me. “Listen, I think
we’re going to head out,” he whispered.

“I’m not making this up,” I responded.

“Maybe we should go out for dinner,” Sophie
suggested.

I shook my head. “You guys go,” I said,
watching them file out of the apartment one by one.

As the weather grew chilly, I began to spend
more time inside my tiny apartment. A writer can easily be a hermit
at times and there were some days I didn’t venture outside at all,
especially during cold snaps and winter storms.

One day, as I was coming up the stairwell
with a basket of clean laundry, I bumped into Mrs. Staple.

“Oh, it’s nice to see you, Jamie,” she said,
as she brushed off the dusting of snow on her lapel.

“Nice to see you, too, Mrs. Staple.” I
hesitated, wondering if I should say anything about the
freezer.

“Everything okay in your apartment?” She
asked, seeming to sense I wanted to speak with her further.

I cleared my throat and thought how silly it
would sound; instead, I remained silent and shook my head.

“Okay, then. You stay warm. Supposed to be a
blizzard this weekend.”

I walked up the flight of stairs to the third
floor. What I saw when I opened the door to my apartment caused my
basket to fall, the contents spilled onto the dirty hall floor. A
large mass stood next to the open freezer, a mix of ice and slush
that resembled an erect man or beast. I realized my mouth was
agape, but only a faint squeal escaped. As it moved toward me, I
must have fainted because the next thing I knew Mrs. Staple was
helping me up.

“Jamie!” Her stern voice directed me to get
up. “What is all this?” She pointed towards a large puddle of water
on the kitchen’s linoleum floor. “Clean this up immediately.” She
pushed my shaky body inside the apartment, near my now dirty and
wet pile of laundry, and slammed the door.

Dizzy, I worked my way to the futon and laid
down. Surely, I couldn’t have seen what I thought I had. I reasoned
with myself until a plausible explanation came to mind. I was sick
with a fever and imagined the whole thing. The water was likely the
result of the appliance malfunctioning. Satisfied, I left the
laundry on the floor to soak up the rest of the water and decided
to take a nap.

Sometime later, I awoke with a start. The
room was nearly dark. I had a pounding headache which reaffirmed my
earlier thought that I had gotten ill. But when I reached up to
feel my forehead, I felt something sticky. I pulled my hand in
front of my face. It was blood.

Alarmed, I attempted to sit up. Another bout
of dizziness overtook me, so I closed my eyes. This is just a
dream, I told myself over and over even as I felt and heard a loud
crack upon my skull. I opened my eyes to see the large beast next
to me with an ax made of ice in its hands.

The last thing I saw through my blood-crusted
eyelashes was Mrs. Staple.

“My goodness, what am I going to do with
you?”

Was she speaking to me or the beast inside
the freezer? I’d never know.


food & heat by Herb Kauderer

 


​
toasting

a good wish

accompanying a cold drink

 


toasting

a mild charring

leaving bread crispy

 


toasting

raising emotional heat

to make a person

uncomfortably warm

 


grilling

using dry heat

to cook food

 


grilling

applying intense interrogation

to break a person down

 


simmering

preparing food by

heating in suspended fluid

 


simmering

a state of sustained anger

 


boiling

preparing food by submerging it

in superheated water

 


boiling

too much agitation to be contained

leading to explosion...


For Whom the Dinner Bell Tolls by Tim Blodgett

​


The corridor stretched endlessly, a door at
the far end sliding farther away with every step I take toward it.
The metronomic tick of my heels is echoing off the cinderblock
walls, matching my heartbeat, a countdown to my doom. I want to
turn back. I can’t! I must pass through the door. No! I don’t want
to! I feel sick! I run, and suddenly, I’m standing before the door.
I grasp the cold knob and twist, its bolt retracts with a crisp
click, and the door swings open. I don’t want to see what hides
behind the door. I close my eyes but still, I see…I see…no, don’t
make me!

Krista woke, nauseous and shuddering with
fear. Acid rose in her throat, a cold sweat on her brow. Tingling
numbness crept behind her ears, sending her headlong to the
bathroom. She vomited a thin gruel of mucus, then dry heaved until
her belly ached. Exhausted, Krista clutched the toilet. The cool
porcelain felt good in her hands and against her cheek, but the
acrid smell made her retch. It would be easy to blame morning
sickness. Except for the other reason.

Pushing away from the toilet, Krista sagged
against the vanity. A smile spread across her spittle flecked lips.
Today, I’ll bid good riddance to Soren Gorsuch. This interview is
my golden ticket! Our golden ticket, she amended after receiving a
sharp kick to the bladder. She didn’t regret sending Eric, the
‘sperm donor’, packing six months ago either. She hadn’t heard from
him since. Fine by me, one baby is enough. Her smile was short
lived, as the memory of her recuring nightmare forced its way into
her thoughts. Closing her eyes, she tried to shut it out. I don’t
want it to be true. I can’t face that. Please, don’t let it be
true! “Dammit” she gasped lunging for the toilet.

She heaved until her nausea abated, then
flushed, rinsed her mouth, and splashed chilly water on her face.
Returning to bed, she sat on the edge. There’s no way I’m falling
back to sleep now. I might as well shower and dress.

Turning on the light, she rifled through the
closet, and went back to the bathroom. Her thoughts drifted as she
stood in the lukewarm spray. Why me? She could have chosen anybody.
I don’t want to do this interview. There must be a hundred others
who’d give their right hand to be in my place. She said that she
wouldn’t talk to anyone else. Damn her! Why me? she thought,
knowing. Denying.


***

 


Soren Gorsuch waited, serpent-like in her
patience. A functionary entered the room and placed a folder on the
table. He nervously reviewed its contents and showed her where to
sign. The final sheet was blank, except for a single sentence.
Soren dashed off a quick note and pushed the folder back across the
table. The man asked questions that Soren refused to dignify.
Instead, she fixed him with a cold stare. Realizing no answers were
forthcoming, the man exited the room in haste. Soren’s eyes flicked
to the clock. Two hours, she thought. Two hours left before I take
my leave. Two hours until her world crumbles. Two hours Pet.

Soren resumed her expectant posture and bared
her teeth in a perversion of a smile.

That whelp owes her success to me. Today, I
will present the bill. Let’s see if she can pay it! She’s mine, I
groomed her, fostered her, I swept her path clear. Mewling
sycophants surrounded me, prostrating themselves at my feet. But
not her, she had the audacity to challenge me, the nerve to look me
in the eye and criticize. Who did she think she was? I knew it
right then, I had to destroy her, so I brought her in. I learned
everything about her and fed her just what she needed, but not
enough to satisfy. She kept coming back to suckle. She would have
been nothing without my favor. I made her believe that she had
value. Today she learns the truth. Today she learns her value
belongs to me alone, that she served my purpose, that everything
she thinks is what I let her think. I’m going to throw the curtain
wide; nobody will be able to ignore what I reveal. The sky is
falling Krista Bickel, and you are my chicken little!

Goosebumps pricked on Soren’s skin.

I am red in tooth and claw; I know who, and
what, I am. Soon, my Pet will know who and what she is too.

 


***

 


Krista sat at her dressing table and pulled
her hair into a tight bun. It’s smooth feel and the tautness of her
scalp gave her a sense of control and purpose. She applied the
barest minimum of make-up to accentuate her features. Two minutes
was all the time she needed. Standing, she checked herself in the
mirror. The white blouse, charcoal skirt and matching tailored
blazer gave her the no nonsense appearance she wanted. Black pumps
with two-inch heels completed the ensemble. She looked vulpine and
sharp. Inside, she felt watery and nervous. Picking up her keys,
she walked out the door.

She maneuvered herself behind the wheel of
her BMW and started the engine. A quick glance in the mirror showed
nothing behind her, and that not a hair had slipped free. Backing
out of the driveway, she turned on the radio. A cursory scan of the
news stations quickly revealed that they were all echoing the same
news du jour that had been du jour for the past week.

“Who is Krista Bickel?”

“Food critic, Krista Bickel, was Soren
Gorsuch’ choice. Why?”

“Just what is her relationship to
Gorsuch?”

“Pardon the pun, but they are gnashing their
teeth down in the press pool!”

“Has Bickel ever written anything but fluff
pieces?”

“We are about to learn what’s in the special
sauce! HaHaHa!”

“You’ll find out when I write my book,
losers!” Krista sneered.

A bidding war raged between competing
publishing houses and had reached the middling seven figure mark.
It was sure to rise from there, her agent was sharp…and greedy.
Soon, she thought, she would buy an embarrassingly extravagant
mansion, and ditch the ‘Beemer’ for a real car. It would be just
her… and the baby of course, she thought after a tick.

Fed up with the news, Krista switched the
car’s entertainment system to her music playlist. “Bjork,” she
spoke clearly. Seconds later, the opening notes of ‘Army of Me’
pulsed through the speakers. She turned up the volume just short of
maximum, but it couldn’t drown out the voice in her head.

Drive, the voice said, drive until you run
out of road!

Tempting, she thought, as she merged onto the
interstate. A thousand miles of blacktop stretched ahead of her.
Her exit was only sixteen miles distant.

Keep going. You don’t have to do this. You
know you shouldn’t.

The impending interview with Soren Gorsuch
filled her with apprehension. Fear was more accurate. Clammy
fingers tickled the back of her neck; spiders crawled behind her
ears. Snapping the wheel to the right, she veered onto the
shoulder. Opening the door, she leaned out heaving, oblivious to
the passing traffic. When the spasms subsided, she grabbed her
water bottle, rinsed and spit before sitting up and leaning back in
the seat.

“Pull your shit together girl!” she growled
at her reflection in the vanity mirror.

Giving herself a final once over, she wiped
her mouth with a tissue and re-applied her lipstick.

Let’s get this over with!

Bjork’s ‘Human Behavior’ started as she
pulled away, leaving her toast and marmalade on the roadside. The
exit was just ahead.

Why don’t I just drive past the exit and keep
going? Looking in the mirror, she saw fear in her eyes as she eased
onto the ramp.

 


***

 


Soren sat motionless, waiting for the
appointed time, waiting for her ‘Pet’ to arrive. The only movement
in the room was the slow progression of the clock’s hands. She knew
what waited for ‘Pet’ outside the security gate. She couldn’t see,
or hear, the mob. She didn’t need to. Instead of the usual
pitchforks and torches mobs traditionally carried when confronting
a monster, they brandished microphones and cameras. They would wave
them menacingly, but the mob was impotent. Krista would pass
through them to face the monster alone. Me.

This is how I planned it from the beginning,
Soren thought, rolling her eyes in ecstasy.

 


***

 


Media vans lined the road ahead. Krista
slowed to a stop far away from the cameras. She looked reflexively
in the mirror. Deftly, she tucked a stray strand of hair back in
its place, then, checked her teeth and the top button of her blouse
before starting forward again. The crowd of reporters parted
reluctantly. Keeping her eyes fixed straight ahead, she passed
through a forest of waving microphones, leering cameras and twisted
faces. Ignoring their shrill voices, she turned up the volume on
her stereo. ‘Play Dead,’ by Bjork, throbbed as she ran the
gauntlet.

The security gate opened abruptly as she
approached and snapped shut the instant she passed through. The
small delegation awaiting her arrival approached briskly as she
pulled to the curb. Krista took a last look in the mirror before
she opened the door. An insistent fluttering started in her
belly.

Nerves…just nerves, that’s all.

Krista exited her car, unconvinced.

The uniformed escort ushered her briskly into
the reception area. She placed her handbag on the counter and
stepped through a metal detector. Security checked the bag’s
contents.

“Nothing exciting boys, just a pack of
tissues, lipstick, and my digital recorder. Sorry.,” Krista
quipped. The flutter quickened as she returned the items to her
bag.

“This way Ma’am,” one of the escorts urged as
he buzzed her through a metal door.

The delegation strode briskly down a brightly
lit corridor. Only the hush of the air conditioning and her
clacking heels broke the silence. A door waited at the end of the
corridor. Gripped by sudden anxiety, Krista broke out in a sweat.
The cool rush of air from the vents did nothing to stem the flow.
Beneath the blazer, her blouse stuck to her back and dark stains
formed under her arms. She plucked a tissue from her handbag and
pressed it to her forehead. The sound of her echoing footsteps
filled her with dread.

This is it! This is my nightmare!

The realization paralyzed Krista with fear.
She struggled to regain composure, then forcing her muscles to
obey, took the final few steps to the door. She paused, turning to
look back the way she had come.

I don’t have to open that door; I can go
back. I should go back!

The cold voice spoke again as she started to
turn.

Coward! You will never recover if you
fail.

Fearing that she also wouldn’t recover if she
succeeded, Krista turned back to the door. She grasped the knob and
twisted. It was cold, and the bolt clicked crisply as it retracted,
just as in her nightmare. Unlike her nightmare, Krista did not
close her eyes.

 


***

 


Soren sat attentively behind the desk, fixing
her with an icy glare as she entered. Neither woman spoke as the
escorts backed out and Krista settled in the opposite chair.
Defiantly, she met Soren’s stare, but soon dropped her eyes. This
prompted a low chuckle from the older woman. Krista retrieved the
recorder from her handbag and placed it next to her notebook on the
table.

Focusing on a point just to the left of
Soren’s mirthless grin, she asked, “Do you mind if I record our
conversation Ms. Gorsuch?”

“Oh Pet, why so formal? We’re old friends,
please call me Soren.”, she chided, then added, “Of course you can
record our conversation. I want you to remember exactly what I tell
you.”

“Please don’t call me Pet, and no, we are not
friends”, Krista replied coolly.

“If that’s the way you feel… but I’m still
quite fond of you Krista. You don’t mind if I call you Krista, do
you?”

“Krista is fine, Ms. Gorsuch.,” she conceded.
“Now, if we could get started…”

“And what shall I call the little one, hmmm?
Pregnancy suits you. You must be due in what, seven, eight weeks
now?”

A crackling static filled Krista’s ears,
drowning out Soren’s last words. Her mouth went dry, and her belly
froze. Her mouth worked as she tried to reply.

“I see the cat’s got your tongue Krista.
Please allow me to extend my heartfelt congratulations to you and
the little one. I regret that we were unable to speak at the
hearing five months ago. Did you tell Eric before the split? No, I
don’t expect you did. I wonder how he would have felt if he knew.
In fact, I’m surprised you didn’t terminate. There are always good
homes waiting if you decide to change your mind later.”, she
taunted, looking pointedly at Krista’s swollen belly. “You’re a
shining example of second chances, Pet.”

Soren struck close to home as always, shaking
Krista’s tongue loose.

“My pregnancy is off limits Soren! Got it?
I’m not here to discuss my ex either!” she retorted, cursing
herself for allowing Soren to get under her skin.

“I see that we’re back on a first name basis
Krista, and yes, it is very much in limits. It makes our time
together so much sweeter for me.”

“Cut the shit Soren! Why am I here? You’ve
already revealed your dirty secrets! What’s left to tell?”

“Now, there’s the Krista who first caught my
attention. Ambitious and impatient. Welcome back, Pet.” Soren
favored Krista with a knowing smile. Sighing softly, Soren leaned
forward, her smile replaced with a cold predatory grin.

“I haven’t revealed all my secrets…yet. I’m
going to tell you things, and believe me, it’s going to hurt you a
lot more than it hurts me.”

Krista bristled.

“Take your best shot Soren, you’re in no
position to…”

“But I am!”, Soren laughed, “I’ve got nothing
to lose!”

“Except…,” Krista said, letting the word
hang.

“Except for that, yes. No matter, I’ve
accomplished what I wanted. Now, one last thing before I
retire.”

“Get on with it then, time is short and I’m
looking forward to your sendoff!”

“It makes me happy that you’ll be in
attendance… it’s a very exclusive event.”

“I wouldn’t miss it for the world!”, Krista
bluffed. She didn’t want to be there, but she would be damned if
she
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