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“If you’re tired of the same wines and you’re curious about the vintage only just whispered about, have a deep draught of Robert Guffey’s Cryptopolis. You don’t have to descend with Fortunato to the deepest cellars to find this bottle of Amontillado. Here it is! If Poe collaborated with Robert Anton Wilson ... if Borges had a lovechild with Lovecraft, which was subsequently adopted by Kafka ... you might get Cryptopolis. I think too that Clark Ashton Smith would admire this collection. Written with the obsessive precision of a mysterious staircase descending into the abyss, Cryptopolis will take you to strange epiphanies.” 

John Shirley

author of The Feverish Stars

 

“The stories in Cryptopolis feel like the bloody, star-filled lovechildren of Burroughs and Delany, with each tale ostensibly one part of a greater whole; abstract limbs and organs tethered together by strained flesh. Cryptopolis will take readers on a hallucinogenic journey through worlds fractured by time and place—slipping through liminal dimensions with seamless abandon to unveil unsettling illusions and heartbreaking realities—and totally worth the trip.”

Philip Fracassi 

author of Boys in the Valley

 

“Once upon a time, weird and speculative fiction had an underground full of stories that were not written as calling cards or as film treatments or as extended internet memes. Guffey’s tales resist genre gentrification; they move into your mind to turn it into a punk house squat!”

Nick Mamatas

author of Move Under Ground 

and The Second Shooter

 

“Though not for the faint of heart, this bizarre and over-the-top collection is sure to thrill devotees of weird fiction.”

Publishers Weekly
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“We can forgive a man for making a useful thing as long as he does not admire it. The only excuse for making a useless thing is that one admires it intensely. All art is quite useless.”

                                Oscar Wilde

                                The Picture of Dorian Gray, 1891

 

“But after all, Art is Art. Still on the other hand water is water, and east is east, and west is west, and if you take cranberries and stew them like apple sauce they taste much more like prunes than rhubarb does.”

                                Captain Geoffrey T. Spaulding

                                Animal Crackers, 1931

 


Cryptopolis

 

 

 

 

 

There are no windows in Cryptopolis.

There isn’t a single sign of life anywhere. It is a gray, overcast day in the city, lending a further aura of cemetery-like stillness to the scene. This city is not abandoned. It is evident from the general upkeep of the buildings, streets, parked coaches, and motor cars that the city is occupied by somebody. Nothing seems to be dusty, rusted, or used. On the contrary, almost every flat surface is sharp and spotless and bright. At first glance, it appears to be an idealized version of a major metropolis. Except for the total lack of people. 

Despite their clean exteriors the buildings have a strangely flat, lifeless quality to them. You almost feel as if you’re walking through the two-dimensional realm of a faded photograph, a frozen tableau. Each block in the city appears to have been plucked from some different era in history and thrown together in a random, unaesthetic pattern. One block is all pillars and colonnades, as if you’re in the capital of the United States in the nineteenth century or Athens circa 400 B.C. Another block boasts modern, multi-level buildings worthy of downtown New York City. The block beside it consists of simple one-story houses with peaked rooftops and red shingles. And the adjacent block is cluttered with statues of cows standing outside little mom-’n-pop stores that bear quaint names like “George’s Double Burgers,” “Ye Olde Apothecary,” and “The Mad Alchemist’s Soda Fountain Inn.” One street leads to a waterfront area filled with dilapidated hotels and fishermen’s shanties looking out upon black waves that lap against a rotting pier entangled with seaweed and algae; about a hundred yards away, on the beach, you think you can see a giant black octopus-like creature flopping about on the sand in what seems to be its final death throes, but perhaps it’s just a mass of seaweed being pushed about by the waves. You do not wish to explore that particular stretch of beach any further. 

Presently, you find yourself strolling down a street bordered on both sides by military-style bungalows surrounded by chain link fences. The sight of the fences makes you nervous; the juxtaposition of the deserted streets with the shiny new barbed wire is a paradox that disturbs you at a subconscious level you can’t quite codify.

As you continue to walk, the dull thud of your boots echoing between the bungalows, you glance up at the first pink swaths of dusk spreading across the sky. The lengthening shadows make the ubiquitous barbed wire seem even more ominous. You want to leave them far behind.

You want to hear the music she once heard somewhere outside these walls.

You want to touch a human being for the first time in five thousand years.

 

 

There are no suicides in Cryptopolis. People live forever. 

Flesh does not cast a shadow. Shadows tend to wander. 

Maggots accrue around the bones of the living in Cryptopolis.

Nothing starves.

Not even the walls are at rest. Everybody is watched.

And no one is happy.

Many call this place paradise.

 

 

How does one gain entry into Cryptopolis? Answers to this question vary. Some say you write the name of the city on a plain piece of white paper. Beneath it, write your own name. Draw a thick black box around both. Fold the paper four times, then slip it beneath an upside down glass. The paper cannot be soiled by air.

Utter the true name of the secret city nine times in a row.

Go to sleep within eighteen seconds.

 

 

Cryptopolis is composed of circles within circles. High stone walls surround the entire city. Anyone may enter the outer circle merely by passing through the unlocked gates. The same, however, cannot be said of the inner circle: the city within the city.

If you could see Cryptopolis from the sky you would know exactly how many rings, how many cities, are contained within these stone walls. But no one, outside myth and rumor, has ever seen the city from such a perspective.

Many wonder if there are circles within the inner circle. Others suspect the inner circle has been empty for years.

 

 

When you reach the black iron gates that surround the inner city, you will be met by a gentleman known to some cultures as ‘UMR A-TAWIL. He will ask you a riddle. The riddle is this: What is the purpose of pain (if any), and if pain ceased to exist in what way (if any) would the universe be different?

You must answer this question correctly.

 

  

One never sees the city upon first entering it. You cannot. You are blindfolded. Shorn of vision, shorn of all clothes, you are led by the hand down a long street paved with sharp stones. People scream at you from either side of the street. At least they sound like people. They sound like they are in pain. Your guide, ‘UMR A-TAWIL in some traditions (in other traditions it is a nameless old woman clothed in black silk), will not force you to continue if you wish to retreat. If you do retreat, however, understand that you will not be able to gain ingress again.  

Should you continue, you will be taken to the town square and led in circles around a fountain. You will hear music. Some say flutes, others violins, others a chorus of castrati.

You will be forced to kneel before an altar made of igneous rock. Within the rock are embedded the fossils of long-extinct animals, none you would ever recognize. You will have to place one hand on a copy of the Cultus Maleficarum, the other on a representation of the tenth letter of the Chthonian alphabet. A voice (neither male nor female) will bloom inside your head like a flower of flame and ask you to repeat the following: 

Spirits of the air,

Foul and black, not fair,

Be kind to me.

Water spirits hateful,

To ships and sailors fateful,

Be kind to me.

Spirits of earthbound dead

That glide with noiseless tread,

Be kind to me.

Spirits of heat and fire,

Destructive in your ire,

Be kind to me.

The voice will then ask, What do you most desire?

If you do not respond at first, your guide will lean down and whisper in your ear, Darkness.

You will repeat this word and your blindfold will be removed, your left eye plucked out with a knife, and the clamor from the surrounding hordes will be so intense you will leap to your bare feet and cry out in bitter and hateful joy.

 

 

Some have chosen to leave the city after the initial ceremony. They now wander the streets outside, always transfixed by the last lingering echoes of the haunting melody trapped inside their head. Some hear flutes, others violins, others a chorus of castrati. It is the most beautiful music they have ever heard. They will never hear it again.

The gates of the city are closed to them forever.

If you’re not certain of your intentions, it’s better not to go looking for Cryptopolis at all. The merely curious are not encouraged to knock at the gates.

 

 

You hide in your room, hoping they will go away. They are the spirits who screamed at you upon entering the city, the same spirits who howled with joy while you were initiated into their ranks. They pound at your door, demanding you join them for a dialogue. The spirits wish to discuss important matters. Matters of integral importance to the city. 

You do not like the meetings. These spirits, they are so old. Far older than the oldest man or woman you ever met outside the walls of the city. They smell of sulphur and castoreum and opium and hypericum and ammonia and camphor. You do not like these odors. You wish to avoid them, to live out the rest of your days in the little chamber beneath the castle atop the hill above the city. But the King wishes to see you. And the clamor of his minions is no longer joyful. 

 

 

Your second initiation is scheduled for tonight. The spirits won’t take no for an answer. You’ve been locked in an ever-densifying spiral of indecision and worry for the past two weeks. It’s only logical to assume that the second initiation will be a great deal worse than the first. What else can they take from you? Your left hand, your liver, your heart?

You’ve been forced to memorize the first twenty-two stanzas of the Book of Dzyan. You’re not certain you’ve memorized everything properly. Your status in the city is at stake. If you’re off by even a syllable, you will not be ejected from Cryptopolis. Oh, if only that were the case. No, you will end up on the racks of the torturers until your brain has recovered the lost syllable, has returned it to its proper place in the sequence. Everything must always be in its proper place. The sequence is important. There is no chaos in Cryptopolis. This is not a city of artists and magicians. This is a city of architects and priests and geometers and logicians. This is a city of reformers. This is a military order. This is spirituality distilled into religion, into igneous rock and corrugated metal. 

Religion is not art, you have decided; it is alchemy. It is love transformed into ritual. Wonder into fear. Awe into hatred for anybody less perfect than God.

In Cryptopolis, there are no lost words.

 

 

The spirits say: 

Come this way, candidate. There is no divine spark within you. We’ve stamped it out with our hammers and compasses and gauges. God has left this city, if he ever even knew it existed in the first place. Only the Archons remain. And they’re bored by your existence, so very tired of playing with mere clay.

You entered this city with a woman. Do you remember her? She was quite beautiful. So exotic looking. Her skin is both light and dark, a mixture of disparate cultures. She’s small, no larger than five foot three. She has short black hair and a round kittenish face. Her fingernails are the color of waning silver moons. Her gown, Victorian in style, consists of black lace interwoven with intricate patterns made from the fur of newborn panthers. She made the dress with her own hands one evening, to distract herself from the pain of life. From the way she walks, from the way she carries herself, you can tell she needs nobody else’s company but her own. Surely you remember her. You can’t easily forget a woman as unique, as striking as that.

Ah, I see the spark of recognition in your eye. Now you remember. You followed this woman into the city. Why did you do that? So silly of you. Did you think you would marry her? Did you think she would bear your child? Did you think she would love you?

The only time you ever left your little chamber in the castle was to follow her down the obscure byways of our city. We saw the two of you in the alley that day. We have to admit, it certainly seemed as if she loved you. She allowed you inside her, just as we’ve allowed you inside us. And we love you. We really do love you. 

Sometimes, however, love can take strange forms. Sometimes you have to torture those you really love. Indeed, sometimes you have to kill them. Transform them from the inside out. 

Allow them deep inside you, then push them away. 

She was not bait, if that’s what you were wondering. No, she came to us of her own free will, for special reasons of her own. She saw God once when she was a child and thought she might find him here. Why? Who knows? This is the last place God would hide. 

Nonetheless, she came. She didn’t find God, but she found plenty of other things. Neat little distractions to keep her busy until the universe folds back in upon itself and returns this city to the nethermost confusion that blasphemes and bubbles at the centre of all infinity, the heart of Azathoth. 

That’s what you were. A distraction. Nothing more. You entered the walls of this city, you got what you wanted, at least for a little while; now you have to pay for it.

Now you have to undergo your second initiation.

Step this way. Sorry. Can you see all right?

 

 

The headless toad greets you as you enter its chamber, the words floating out of its bloody neck like music.

You do not understand the words. You’re afraid. Afraid you’re hearing the twenty-two stanzas—the way they’re supposed to sound when not uttered by profane lips. Down below, you can hear the spirits setting up the battlements for the coming war.

The toad, whose birth name is unpronounceable, sits on his bejeweled throne within his opulent palace and oversees the Administration of Pain. At the moment a pair of spirits in black hoods are stretching a dwarfish, emaciated creature on a rack. They call the thing a “tcho-tcho.” You can hear the thing screeching only a few yards away. The King never administers more pain than is necessary, and the recipients deserve every grunt and scream that is squeezed out of them. Not one of them is innocent of the crime for which they have been accused. It is impossible to be falsely convicted in Cryptopolis these days. Ever since the King’s transformation, he has grown nothing less than psychic. So much so that the entire world has become an open book for him, or perhaps an open wound. They say the constant barrage of others’ emotions has driven him to the brink of insanity… to the point of ordering his personal guard to chop off his own head in order to cease the echoing voices in his skull. His royal guard, loyal to a fault, followed the order without question; they lopped off the King’s head with an executioner’s blade. Unfortunately, the head’s dislocation from the King’s body did not put an end to the voices as he had hoped. If anything, it made them grow even louder and more defined. Through practiced meditation, however, he soon learned to tune them out, to thrust them into the background like the Queen’s nagging voice. His head was placed under a glass dome and sits on a pedestal beside the throne in the hopes that it might someday be reattached to the body. This, they say, is all true.

You stand in front of the throne thinking about these legends as the King’s disjointed, sing-song delivery echoes through the expansive chamber. Since his beheading the King’s speech sounds more like a musical composition, as if someone discovered how to blow fully formed sentences through wooden flutes. The music is both pleasant and disturbing at the same time, nothing at all like the pure untainted notes you heard upon entering the square.

The notes are asking you to recite the stanzas. You know this, without even understanding a single syllable. This will be your proficiency.

You try to ignore the cries of the tcho-tcho as you recite the millennia-old text. Though you stumble over the first few stanzas, the second you fall into the rhythm of the verse your recitation begins to flow with grace and speed, like a slow-moving river in summertime. The river of words gushes out of you without hesitation. You know these words. You’ve always known them.

After it’s all over, the toad on the throne congratulates you in discordant song. He utters an eerie, high-pitched whistle, at the sound of which two spirits appear from somewhere behind you, grab you by the elbows in a cold grip the texture of viscous liquid, and ask you to follow them while dragging you back toward the double doors through which you entered the chamber.

The toad says something to you as you leave.

The spirits translate: The King has never heard anybody recite the stanzas with such speed. 

You feel proud. For the first time, you begin to feel as if there might be a place for you within this city after all. Then the doors slam shut behind you, cutting off the tcho-tcho’s final death cry.

You’d forgotten all about the creature, so intent were you on not losing even a single syllable.

 

 

The spirits cover your right eye with a blindfold. They guide you up a series of fifteen steps, explaining the esoteric symbolism of each. The first three, they say, stand for Wisdom, Strength, and Beauty. The next five stand for the five human senses. The next seven allude to the seven years it took to build Cryptopolis, the seven planets in the heavens, and the seven arts and sciences. 

The second initiation, you think, is much easier than the first.

When you reach the top of the steps, the spirits place a knife in your hand. There’s no difference between death and transformation, they say.

They lapse into silence. Do they want you to kill yourself? Is that what they’re asking of you?

No. You know that’s not the case when you hear the muffled voice crying your name. You recognize that voice. She once whispered your name lovingly in a filthy alleyway just off the Rue d’Auseil, one of the most dangerous streets in Cryptopolis. Strange shadows flitted by the mouth of the alley as your fingers dug into the girl’s thighs. She had to sink her teeth into her full red lips to keep from moaning too loudly, from drawing the attention of the shadows toward the two of you. If the shadows found you, in such an embrace, they would not be pleased.

The spirits carefully draw your hand outward, lay the tip of the knife against the girl’s throat. Kill her, they say.

I can’t, you say.

Kill her, they say.

She’s done nothing wrong. She’s innocent.

Nobody is innocent. We’re all corrupt, the foul offspring of deranged angels. 

Maybe most of us are. But she’s not. She’s beautiful. So perfect.

Only God is perfect.

If he’s perfect, why did he abandon Cryptopolis?

He didn’t abandon it. He never knew it existed in the first place.

Then he’s not perfect.

He doesn’t need to know about us. We’re insignificant. The best we can hope for is utter and complete damnation.

I don’t want to believe that’s true.

You’re here, aren’t you? You’re damned already. Kill her.

Let me speak to her, you say. You can hear her struggling against their grasp, trying desperately to say something. 

Very well, they say. 

A long-dead hand is removed from her mouth. She speaks. She says: Please, please, please kill me.

But why? I… love you.

You don’t even know me.

How can you say that? After what happened? After what we did together?

We did nothing. It was just a distraction. A fleeting moment in time, a tick on a clock. A shadow on a wall.

I think about you every day. All I want is to hold you again, even if just for a second.

And if you got that second, you’d want another one. And another. And another. When would it be enough to satisfy you? Life’s just an endless series of unfulfilled wishes. Kill me now.

I don’t want to. You’re too perfect.

I’m a sinner. I’m a murderer.

I don’t believe it.

I killed a child once. I strangled it and left it for dead. It was my own child. I carried it for nine months. I killed it because I couldn’t think of the proper name. No other reason. I just couldn’t think of a good name. That’s all, she says. She starts to laugh.

You’re lying.

Kill me, she says. Please kill me.

I don’t care what you say. You don’t deserve this. You’re so young. You have so much to live for.

Like what?

Like… like me, you say.

She laughs again. But I don’t even know you. 

You do know me. You do.

A tick on a clock. A shadow on a wall.

I don’t care, I don’t care. I love you. I came to this city because of you, no other reason.

That’s why you’re in this mess. They don’t recommend the merely curious knocking at the gate. 

Maybe… maybe I made a mistake.

Maybe you did. Maybe being born was your first one. I know it was in my case. So help me correct it. Kill me, she says.

You wrench your hand out of the spirit’s grasp and throw the knife to the ground. It clatters against the final stone step. I won’t do it for you, you say. I won’t have that on my conscience. 

The spirit picks up the fallen blade. He orders the girl to take it. She does.

You heard him, the spirit says. Do it yourself

No, you say, please don’t. Don’t.

You’re standing only a few feet away from her. You’re startled by the warmth of her blood as it splatters against your face. You catch her as she falls.

You press her body tightly against yours, just as you did in the alley, so briefly, a tick on a clock, a shadow on a wall, a shudder of pleasure, a shudder of pain, and it’s done. She’s done.   

You feel a hand on your shoulder, as light and clingy as a cobweb. It’s done.

 

 

Your chamber is so lonely these days. More lonely than before. Before, you had your dreams to keep you company. Dreams of her. Her cheek against your palm. Ticks on a clock. Shadows on a wall. Memories of the alley.

You decide to go back there. You wait until dusk, that strange limbo when the spirits seem to nap for a brief period of time, when the wind sings dirges and the blood of twilight drips down corrugated metal walls and the paved streets are as deserted as your heart.

At first you wonder if you can find the street again. It’s so obscure, so isolated. You allow instinct to guide you, memories of her flesh pressing against yours, pulling you down the twisting streets and oblique paths, allowing you to hone in ever closer to the object of your desire. You pass a series of familiar military-style bungalows before turning onto a quaint narrow street built upon a steep incline that could almost be called a cliff, similar to what one might find in the burgeoning city of San Francisco in the United States of America. Judging from the architecture, you receive the impression that you’re presently in one of the less respectable areas of Paris; not a slum, exactly, but neither a well-to-do area. Upon turning into the street, you espy a tall sign bearing the words “Rue d’Auseil.” You know, of course, that no such word as Auseil exists in French, though it does resemble the phrase au seuil, meaning “at the threshold” or “at the gates.” You can see that the street terminates at the base of a high ivied wall constructed at the cliff’s peak, past which it would be impossible to continue without climbing gear.

But you don’t need to go that far. You need only find the alley.

The residents must be athletes to walk up and down these streets every day, you think. The pavement shifts moment to moment from smooth stone slabs to cobblestones to trampled dirt through which greenish-gray vegetation is attempting to sprout. The buildings are tall and unnaturally lean, half the width of normal houses; their roofs are peaked and covered in red shingles. An aura of antiquity hangs about the houses, and one suspects they might topple over at any moment due to old age; they are balanced so precariously on the edge of the cliff, one wonders why they haven’t done so already. At one point along the Rue d’Auseil two houses on either side of the street lean so far forward that the fifth-floor balconies almost touch, enabling a dexterous resident to vault over the railing of one and land on the floor of the other if he so desired. In the wider sections of the street, a web-like network of bridges connect opposite houses to one another. The result is to block out what little sunlight is attempting to peek through the mass of gray clouds overhead, leaving the Rue d’Auseil in perpetual shadow.

The street is entirely devoid of carriages or motor cars, except for one particular automobile that sits parked in front of a tottering structure third from the top of the street. It is by far the tallest building on the Rue d’Auseil. Like every other house you’ve come across in the city, there is no evidence that anybody currently lives in the building… except for the crazed viola music emerging from the tiny garret within the A-frame roof. It sounds like a mad man is attacking the instrument haphazardly, with no rhyme or reason. This is the first sign of life you’ve encountered on this street. Except for the girl. But that was so long ago. Before she…

The automobile is slick, streamlined, as rounded and smooth as a woman’s torso. It’s black and shiny, has four doors, and a roof that covers both the back and front seat. Inscribed on the rear bumper are seven letters: CITROËN. You’re not sure what the word means, but it looks French. A ring of keys dangles from the ignition, and the engine is still running.

For some reason, you find this image to be strangely unsettling. From the garret the music grows more frenzied. You want to get away from the house and the car and the music as soon as possible. You want only to find the alley.

Near the end of the street, not far from the ivied wall, you finally find it. The mouth of the alley opens onto a narrow pathway between two buildings. The path is littered with trash and reeks of rotting food. You enter the alley and hunt carefully for the exact spot.

Here. Here is where you met. You’d been following her for months, waiting for the right opportunity to introduce yourself. You didn’t even know her name, but you were so entranced by her beauty that you followed her all the way through the gates and into the secret city.

Followed her through pain and ritual. To here. Amidst a pile of tattered clothes and rancid meat and yellowing newspapers.

Where she lay in the foetal position, crying into her hands.

You stood over her, just staring at her for a few seconds, wondering how anybody so beautiful could be so sad.

You cleared your throat nervously and said, Uh… hello. Is there… something wrong? 

At first there was only silence. Then she looked up at you with a single bloodshot, hazel eye and said, I should never have come here.

Why?

I thought I belonged here. I don’t. I thought I would find God here. I won’t. I saw Him once, long before I came here. I heard Him. He was music wrapped in silence. 

She began crying again. 

I won’t, she whispered, I won’t ever see Him again.

How do you know? you said. You might. Why not? Have you tried everywhere? It’s a big city, it’s—

You fool! This place is evil! Can’t you see that? 

No. I—I don’t know. I don’t know that it’s evil. It’s scary, but… I don’t know that’s it’s—

Shhhh, she whispered, cutting you off. Get down here!

You did as she asked, crouching down beside her amidst all that refuse, behind a large blue dumpster marred by graffiti. The graffiti was in French.

One of the shadows, she said, clutching at your sleeve, drawing you close to her. They come out at night, she said.

I’ve seen them, you said. I don’t like them at all. I try to avoid them.

Good thinking, genius. Those things can turn you to dust just by touching you. I’ve seen it happen.

Dust? Literally?

No, not literally. It’s more like clay. You just kind of bubble down into this amorphous mass of nothing. That’s the stuff we came from. The stuff the Archons sculpted us from.

The Archons?

The evil angels that made this place. That made the whole universe. Don’t you know anything?

I—I’m new here.

Do you have any idea where you are? How the fuck did you find this place?

You hesitated, considered lying for a moment. Then just as quickly thought better of it. No, just say it, you thought. Just tell her. 

I kind of followed you here, you said. You’re so beautiful. I wanted to know you better. I just wanted to… to…

You hung your head in embarrassment.

She laughed. This isn’t a place for someone like you, she said.

I know that now. I never think before I act. I’m stupid.

You’re sweet. She squeezed your hand in sympathy.

Only a few yards away, the shadow penetrated the alley and began to sniff around.

The two of you huddled together closely, too closely. The shadow passed right by the dumpster, scraping its insubstantial fingers along the metal rim. You and the girl embraced each other, feeling the intensified beat of each other’s hearts. You remember her kissing you first, but it might have been the other way around. You can’t remember exactly. You don’t even remember when the shadow retreated to the Rue d’Auseil. You were too busy exploring each other’s bodies amidst the trash.

Only seconds after you finished inside her, she told you she had to go. But won’t I see you again? you asked. 

It doesn’t matter, she said, we’re nothing but flesh waiting to decay.

That’s not true, you said.

True enough, she said. We’re only a shadow away from returning to clay. Nothing you or I do can stop it. We can just… forget about it for a time. And that’s not good enough, not for me. Get out of this place if you can. It’s not fit for people like you.

I—I don’t understand.

Then you probably shouldn’t. Good-bye.

And she was gone.

And now you’re back, standing on the very spot where you came inside her, wishing you didn’t understand. Wishing you never saw her. Wishing you never knew of the existence of a place called Cryptopolis.

Behind you, you hear the familiar sound of shadowy fingernails scraping along an ivy-covered wall. You crouch down behind the dumpster and watch a whole pack of them slither by the mouth of the alley. When they finally pass, you emerge from the alley and walk back down the street, keeping far behind them, strolling back toward your little chamber inside the castle nestled among the dead and dying hills, seeing the girl’s face among the swirls of mist trapped in the gibbous moonlight. You wonder if the moonlight knows it can’t survive the dawn. And if it does know, does it even care? 

 

 

The spirits come for you late one night. It’s time, they say, pounding on the door. You don’t try to delay them. You don’t fight it. You open the door and allow them to lead you to the King’s chamber.

You’re stripped of all your clothes. You’re blindfolded once again. You’re led up the steps, repeating exactly what you heard the spirits tell you the last time. You recite the speech better than they do now.

At the top of the stairs, where the girl took her own life, your hand is laid on top of an oaken box. It’s a coffin.

Please, God, you think, I don’t want to see her.

But it’s not that. It’s not that at all. The coffin is empty. They tell you to get inside.

Like mist trapped in moonlight, you don’t hesitate. You climb into the cozy darkness and take a deep breath as they slam the lid shut.

The spirits begin to beat on the lid of the coffin. Rhythmically. As if they are playing African drums. The clamor of anger. Your skull begins to throb. You grow nauseous from the heat and the disorientation and the raucous sounds.

How long? you think. How long must I endure this? How long? How long?

Your lungs begin to burn. You see strange geometric patterns swirling amidst the darkness behind the blindfold. You could get used to this, you think, this forever darkness, this insanity, this noise, this chaos.

Eventually, inevitably, after a very long time indeed, the clamor ceases and the coffin is opened. A spirit takes you by the hand and raises you to your feet. You hear the familiar voice inside your head.

What do you most desire?

A spirit whispers in your ear: More darkness.

You repeat these words with the exact same intonation. No hesitation.

And the blindfold is removed, a knife plunged into your right eye and the spirits unite in their clamor of joy. And you join them, bleeding, screaming in pain; you join them in their celebration of your awakening into death, your final transformation. 

Before the next. 

And the next. 

And the next…

 

 

 

 

 

The Lemon Thief

 

 

 

 

 

I was about ten when I began stealing lemons from the old woman. I never would’ve started if not for Byron. 

Byron and I used to walk to school together. We’d walk home together. We’d play video games for hours after school. Sometimes we’d cause havoc in Byron’s backyard. His mom didn’t mind as long as we kept our activities to the yard and remained—relatively—quiet. 

But sometimes we’d get bored and climb the back fence into the alley, pretending we were on a secret mission for the CIA or some band of nefarious international criminals (there was little difference between the two in our young minds). We’d sneak around the alley, pretending we were spying on foreign diplomats and Communist dictators and whatever else we’d seen on TV the night before.

One afternoon, I was pretending to be a criminal and Byron was pretending to be James Bond. I had stolen some top-secret documents. Just as Byron was about to nab me and toss me in prison, I leaped over a random wooden fence and ended up in a backyard I’d never seen before. 

Suddenly, the whole world smelled like lemons. Lemon trees surrounded me. They looked so damn beautiful. And the fruit hanging from the branches seemed weirdly inviting. 

I could hear Byron on the other side of the fence: “Hey, Eddie, what’re you doin’ over there? C’mon! You want to get in trouble or somethin’?”

“I’m a thief, remember? I’m supposed to get in trouble.”

“Well… yeah, okay,” Byron said, as if he wasn’t sold on my logic.

“Come on over here,” I whispered.

“No, I don’t want to get in trouble. Besides, I’m James Bond. James Bond doesn’t break into people’s houses.”

“Yeah, he does, if he’s hot on the trail of a spy. Right?”

Another moment of silence followed. The wooden fence rattled as my friend scrambled over it and landed in the emerald grass.

We stood side by side, staring up at those lemons as if they were rare, magical artifacts disguised as mundane fruit.

“Now what do we do?” Bond asked.

“We nab some of this treasure,” I said, pointing upwards. 

“Hey, Bond doesn’t steal stuff.”

“Then don’t be Bond anymore. Be a thief.”

“But I’m Bond. That’s what we said. I’m James Bond and you’re the thief.”

“It’s our stupid game. We can change the rules if we want. Just be a thief, man.” I snapped my fingers. “Like that.”

“And who’re you gonna be?” He squinted at me suspiciously. “You gonna be Bond?”

“Jesus. I’m gonna be a thief too. We’re both gonna be thieves.”

“I… I don’t know if I like this game anymore.”

“C’mon.” I motioned for him to follow me. He simply watched as I skinnied up the twelve-foot-tall tree and began plucking lemons from the thorny branches and tossing them down to him.

“Hey… hey, wait, this is too many,” Byron whined. “I can’t carry all these!”

“Just put ‘em in your shirt,” I whispered.

Byron stretched out his white t-shirt, an impromptu basket, and dropped the lemons inside. “We’ve got over a dozen now. Let’s get outta here.”

I heard a door slam near the front of the house. I dropped onto the grass, stuffed some lemons into my pocket, and darted toward the gate as fast as I could. Behind me Byron waddled toward the fence, the lemons slowing his daring escape. “Help me, please!” he screamed, almost in tears.

I helped him toss the lemons over the gate, then we both scaled over it and into the safety of the alley. We each grabbed a bunch of the lemons off the ground and dashed back to Byron’s house. 

In his backyard, we divvied up the loot, inspecting each lemon as if it were a nugget of pure gold, then hid almost all of them in an empty wooden crate in the corner of his dad’s garage. But we held onto two of the lemons, sat down beneath the largest tree in Byron’s backyard, and bit into them, sucking the juice out of them slowly. The sides of our necks tingled and buzzed. I’d never felt anything so sour taste so damn sweet.

 

 

Byron was frightened to scale the fence again, but I convinced him. At first, we would make the raids only once a week. Then twice. Then three times. Our secret cache of lemons grew and grew.

The excitement of it all soon enthralled Byron as well. Within a few weeks, he was the one suggesting the raids. We began doing this together almost every single day, around four p.m., after the monotony of school had ended.

Late one May afternoon, just before the beginning of summer vacation (dreams of summer-long lemon raids haunted my waking thoughts throughout the endless, deadly dull school days), the old Asian woman who lived in the house entered her backyard while I was still up in the tree. 

Byron saw her first. His face went white, and he pointed at her, saying nothing, his vocal cords paralyzed. 

I could only watch as the little old woman stormed toward us, waving what seemed to be a thirty-foot-long rake above her head as if it were a giant assassin’s samurai sword. 

“Get down from there!” she screamed.

I obeyed. I dropped onto the grass, intent on making a run for it. But Byron couldn’t move. His feet were glued to the grass as if the woman’s voice had cast some sort of evil spell over him.

“What do you two think you’re doing?” she asked Byron.

After a long, drawn-out silence, Byron’s mouth managed to form these pathetic, stuttering words: “We… we were just… you know… just picking lemons.”

“Picking lemons?” She laughed. “You were stealing lemons. Lemons I grew. Don’t you know it’s not nice to steal?”

Byron stared at the grass, obviously ashamed. “Yes, ma’am. We were just trying to have some fun. Please don’t tell our parents, ma’am.”

An expression of genuine kindness swept across the old woman’s face. Through a grandmotherly grin, she said, “Boys… boys… boys. My Jonathan was your age once. Now he’s in the Air Force. Listen… if you want my lemons, all you have to do is ask. Can you ask?”

Byron nodded.

“Then go ahead.”

“Go ahead… and what, ma’am?”

“Ask.”

Byron whispered, “May I… have some lemons, ma’am?”

The woman giggled like a little girl. “Of course.” She walked back into her house and soon returned with a large brown paper grocery bag that she filled with lemons. “Give some to all your friends,” she said. “And to your parents. Tell them they’re a present… from me.”

“I will, ma’am,” Byron said, wrapping his arms around the overstuffed bag with great care, as if it were a big, fragile newborn.

“Now off with you,” said the old woman. “And remember… next time, just ring the doorbell and ask. Politely.”

Byron nodded one more time, then the two of us turned around and walked toward the gate. I lifted my foot, preparing to scale the fence as I had done so many times before, but the old woman cleared her throat loudly, and said, “Please don’t ruin my fence, boys.” She walked over to us and, with ease and grace, unlatched a small door in the fence that opened out onto the alley.

“Thank you, ma’am,” Byron said.

I said nothing, didn’t even look at her as we left her idyllic backyard and that wondrous land of treasure-bearing trees.

We slinked back to Byron’s house, the bag of lemons looking far too heavy in my best friend’s skinny little arms.

We sat beneath that big tree in Byron’s yard, perspiring and out of breath. We had just had a very close call. If the old woman had decided to tell our parents about our crimes, it might have been our hides at stake.

But for some reason I didn’t feel relieved. 

Byron and I tried sucking on two of the lemons the woman had given us, but both of us decided they tasted rotten—even though they appeared to be just as perfect as all the rest. 

We dumped the overstuffed bag in a garbage can at the far end of the alley and never spoke about the old woman again.

 

 

The next time I visited her home, I went alone. 

I watched the house for almost a month, from the tall tree across the street, like a professional TV spy. I noticed she left the house every Sunday morning at ten and didn’t come back until one or two sometimes.

During the third week of summer vacation, at 10:05 on a bright and glorious Sunday morning, I entered the old woman’s backyard, found a window that had been left open, and crawled into the tidy kitchen. The place was cool and dark and silent, all the curtains closed. I stood on the tiled floor for a while, immobile, waiting to hear a sound, any sound at all. Waiting to see if I was wrong. Was the old woman still there?

No… she was definitely gone. Maybe at Church? The Mall? The movies?

I liked movies, particularly in those days. 

I snatched up a spoon, a fork, an apple from the refrigerator, and a corkscrew. All those items ended up in my backpack.

Then I heard a dog bark next door. I panicked, bolted. I slipped through the window, paused just long enough to grab a single lemon from the grass, then scrambled back over the gate. At home, in my bedroom with the blinds drawn, I carefully placed the stolen items in a shoebox under my bed. I never showed them to anybody. Not even Byron. Especially not Byron.

Occasionally, I pulled them out and just looked at them, touched them, savored the memory, the secret thrill of my penetration into the old witch’s lair. 

The highlights of that summer vacation were Sunday mornings. 10:05 till one in the afternoon, sometimes longer. Over the course of that summer, I retrieved not just the aforementioned treasures, but also an old issue of TV Guide, a frayed wallet with nothing in it, a tiny porcelain ballerina, eight boxes of raisins, a mousetrap, a rubber doggie ball with fang impressions marring its spongy surface, a child’s red sweater, a ball bearing, a box of rubber bands, a faded brown photograph depicting a little Japanese girl who may have been the witch at an earlier time in her life, a stapler, a defective wind-up cuckoo clock, a screwdriver, a steak knife, a can of sardines, a box of Saltine crackers, a Sony Walkman, a cassette recording of some ancient radio drama called The Shadow, a vinyl Frank Sinatra album from 1956, a beat-up toy Tonka truck, and a toothbrush.

I ceased my activities only when the summer neared its inevitable conclusion.

And only because the old woman suddenly died.

If she hadn’t passed away, I’m sure I would’ve been caught sooner or later. By the end, I was spending almost four hours in the old woman’s house, watching TV, nibbling on snacks, glancing through magazines and albums of old photographs—of her family in Japan, maybe?

I began to wonder what her face would look like if she came home and saw me sitting in her favorite wicker chair, sipping lemonade. But I didn’t actually want to see that face, not outside my imagination.

Then the heart attack came.

I was saddened by the news. I heard about her death from my parents, who heard about it from a neighbor down the block.

A young couple moved into her house not long afterwards. They were in their early twenties. She was pregnant. He was strong and tall. Both were attractive. The perfect couple. They were white, not Japanese. I don’t think he was her son, Jonathan, though I could’ve been wrong. 

They had a dog. A real big one.

I resisted the urge to test the kitchen window on some Saturday evening when they were both gone. I monitored their movements from the tree across the street, always thinking about the possibility, but never following through. Don’t do it, Eddie, I would tell myself often. Just don’t do it.

So, I contented myself with the treasures under my bed and all the related sensations that came with them. 

One day, when I had been left all alone in my house, I pulled out the old woman’s toothbrush, soaked it in hot water, squeezed some bubble gum flavored paste onto the brush, and scrubbed my teeth clean. I did that only once, though. From then on, the old woman’s brush never left the shoe box under the bed. 

At last, the summer crashed to a close and school began once more.

In the midst of a chemistry lecture or P.E. or Wood Shop or Home Economics, I was never really in class. I was far away, wrapped in the cool, dark silence of that dead woman’s kitchen.
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Origami Baby

According to Dr. Kogoro Ogawa, noted expert in medical anomalies of Japan, in the year 1866 AD Yoshiko Takiyama of Usuitoge gave birth to what appeared to be a carefully folded piece of paper in the shape of a rose. To everybody’s surprise, that’s precisely what it was. Seconds after birth, the origami rose unfolded and bloomed into a paper baby. The baby was just like any other; it certainly cried and fussed like one. Every time it kicked, the baby would make a crinkly sound like somebody crumpling up a newspaper. The mother named her Bara. 

Defying all expert prognoses and predictions, Bara went on to live a healthy life for almost five years and would no doubt have continued to do so if the child had not been kidnapped by a greedy carnival owner traveling through Yoshiko’s village. Alas, one fateful evening curious patrons snuck into the carnival after dark to get a closer look and drew too close to the child’s bed with a lit cigar. Not a single speck of Bara’s ashes remain.

We report this curious event in these pages for a good reason: so that all of you reading this will appreciate the advanced medical care of the 21st century. Today’s doctors would have detected the true nature of the origami baby within the first trimester, and the parents would have then taken precautions to prevent such a thing from entering our world. God does not approve of preventing a child’s birth, except of course when the child represents a “statistical outlier” in regard to His plans for us.

As Dr. Ogawa himself once wrote, “Some creatures are far too strange and fragile to live in a world such as ours.”

 

 

Oneiropaedion (Artificial Babies Part I)

In 1962 Roy Orbison recorded the popular rock song “Dream Baby” written by a prolific songwriter and dancer named Cindy Walker. The song, far from being just a catchy ditty, was born out of a genuine phenomenon. In 2006, the same year of her death, Walker told an L.A. Times reporter that she was inspired to write the song while researching a rare medical condition called oneirokyesis by the ancient Greeks. This condition occurs when the mother imagines she’s pregnant so strongly that she exhibits all the signs of a genuine pregnancy. Some people think this is the same as pseudocyesis, also known as a “hysterical pregnancy,” in which a woman will exhibit such classic symptoms as morning sickness, amenorrhoea, tender breasts, and weight gain—almost everything associated with pregnancy, in fact, except for the presence of a fetus. The phenomenon under discussion here, however, is radically different from pseudocyesis. 

In cases such as these the delusion of the woman is even stronger, so much so that she actually gives birth to the child at the end of nine months. Such a child will only be revealed to be an oneriopaedion when the mother shifts her attention away from the child or leaves his or her vicinity for a great length of time. Some oneriopaedions have been known to lead a normal existence until the onset of puberty, or even later, before vanishing into nothingness like a mist. In these cases, the mother is often so crushed psychologically that she never recovers from the knowledge that her child never even existed in the first place.

Sometimes the sudden death of the mother will also cause the physical dissolution of the child, resulting in a double blow for the remaining family members.

The ancient Greeks considered an oneriopaedion to be at best the prank of a mischievous and uncaring demigod or, at worst, the curse of an angry god.

The last verifiable oneiropaedion, Mr. Oliver Lerch, was born in 1870 in South Bend, Indiana. On December 24, 1890, at roughly 10:00 p.m., while fetching a pail of water from a well, Mr. Lerch suddenly returned to the immaterial plane from which he had emerged, never to be seen or heard from again. This strange disappearance occurred in front of several respectable witnesses, including the Reverend Samual Mallelieu, all of whom were interviewed extensively by local police. Days later, after being accused of foul play by the police, Oliver’s mother admitted she was a virgin but never wanted to accept the obvious truth. Subsequent medical examinations confirmed this was the case. This incident is documented in the police records of South Bend, Indiana and still discussed in the town to this day.

 

 

Der Golem (Artificial Babies Part II)

We, the authors of this handbook, do not recommend the creation of imaginary and/or artificial beings, whether on purpose or by accident. When Man has tried to overstep his God-given boundaries, he has always regretted it. Observe the mythological example of Prometheus, the brash human who was punished eternally by the gods for stealing fire from their domain, or the real-world historical examples of those who have dabbled in black magic and the alchemical arts, infamous and tragic personages such as Rabbi Judah Loew ben Bezalel, Johann Konrad Dippel and Victor Frankenstein.

Both Dippel and Frankenstein made the mistake of studying the forbidden writings of the ancient Kabbalists who sought the secrets of creating living beings from primordial matter by deciphering hermetic codes they believed were embedded in the bible. According to the eminent Argentinian scholar Jorge Luis Borges (in his classic historical text The Book of Imaginary Beings), “‘Golem’ was the name given to the man created by combinations of letters; the words mean, literally, a shapeless or lifeless clod […]. The procedures involved cover some twenty-three folio columns and require knowledge of the ‘alphabets of the 221 gates,’ which must be recited over each of the Golem’s organs. The word Emet, which means ‘Truth,’ should be marked on its forehead; to destroy the creature, the first letter must be obliterated, forming the word Met, whose meaning is ‘death’” (112-14).

Alas, this foolproof safeguard did not protect the aforementioned Rabbi Bezalel who, according to the Austrian historian Gustav Meyerink, created a golem from clay in order to take over the menial tasks of his synagogue such as sweeping the floors and making lunch. This artificial being was granted a robotic, pseudo-existence during daylight hours thanks to a magic tablet placed under its tongue. One evening the rabbi failed to remove the tablet and the golem went into an uncontrollable frenzy, maiming and killing many local villagers until the rabbi managed to wrest the tablet from its mouth, returning the creature to its original primordial form.

Borges’s respected colleague, Michael A. Hoffman, president and founder of The Independent History and Research Company, believes the spiritual descendants of Rabbi Bezalel and his ilk repeated the rabbi’s unholy mistakes in 1945 and are even now attempting to extend their transgressive research further. These descendants, who masquerade as “scientists,” of course…

 

“[...] teeter on the brink of the synthesis of the darkest dream of the Kabbalists, a marriage frantically sought, between E. coli bacteria from the colon of man, the genome code and the power of computer automata, for the creation of the Golem […]. [A] Kabbalistic substance was inside the giant steel bottle weighing nearly half a million pounds which the U.S. government placed near ‘ground zero,’ on July 16, 1945, immediately preceding the first atomic bomb explosion (creation and destruction of primordial matter), at the ‘Trinity Site’ in New Mexico.

“The U.S. Government has never offered any cogent explanation for exactly what purpose the Golem-proportioned (25 ft. long, 12 ft. in diameter) capsule, custom-fabricated at an eastern steel mill and trucked in at great expense by a 64-wheel trailer, served at the Trinity Site.” (Secret Societies and Psychological Warfare 102-08)

 

But we, dear friends, armed with true knowledge, can make an educated guess. What with unchristian, evil powers of a decidedly Hassidic nature weaving its black magic behind the scenes of the U.S. government, we don’t need honest common folk such as yourself mirroring such Luciferian follies. If you are, in fact, infertile and are studying this handbook out of an ineffable longing for something you can never possibly attain, please, for the sake of all that’s holy, consider adoption instead. 

 

 

The Moonchild (Artificial Babies Part III)

Yet another artificial method for creating a child is that of the Babalon Working, commemorated in a 1929 novel titled Moonchild written by the black magician Aleister Crowley and eventually performed by three of his most famous disciples in 1946 in the middle of the Mojave Desert. These three disciples were Jack W. Parsons, L. Ron Hubbard, and Marjorie Cameron.  

The Babalon Working is a complicated method of birth requiring a grueling weekly schedule of magical ceremonies that can last well over a year and culminate in the implantation of an ethereal spirit-being into a woman’s otherwise barren womb. This entity, known to occultists as a “Moonchild,” will then, theoretically, mature into a spiritually evolved “demigod” possessed of supernatural powers far greater than any attained by even the most disciplined human yogi or seer. This unique entity, according to Francis King’s The Rites of Modern Occult Magic, would be considered the incarnation of Babalon, an aspect of “the mother of the universe.” 

All three participants of the Babalon Working came to bad ends. Recently declassified documents have revealed that Parsons faked his death in 1952 and literally went underground for the U.S. government, working to back-engineer crashed extraterrestrial spacecraft at the top-secret S-4 military base in Nevada until dying of cancer in the mid-nineties; he was a virtual prisoner of the U.S. government for almost five decades in which time he never once saw the rays of the sun. Hubbard died in 1978 when attacked by an army of red ants in South Africa while searching for gold he’d apparently buried during a previous incarnation as Cecil Rhodes. In late 1953 Cameron was burned at the stake in Mexico by a renegade Catholic priest, who was then expelled from the Roman Catholic Church for his “crime,” if indeed such an act could be deemed criminal.

 

 

The Woman Who Gave Birth to a Building

On April 16, 1999, Mrs. Fiona Naylor of Hoboken, New Jersey thought she was giving birth to quadruplets, but gave birth instead to a three-foot-tall replica of a Bronx brownstone complete with a full load of almost fifty miniature tenants, operable electricity, and all other utilities. According to the little sign on the iron gate outside, no pets or children were allowed inside this building, but nonetheless some of the tenants came readymade with cats hidden inside their bedrooms. The tenants were fully sentient and went about their tiny lives like unemployed homunculi. Most of them spent their days watching TV or arguing passionately with one another. When something would go on the fritz, they would stick their head out the window and complain to Mrs. Naylor, who they perceived to be their omniscient landlord. 

At first Mrs. Naylor was devastated by this strange twist of fate. After only a few weeks, however, she seemed to adjust. She placed the brownstone inside the crib her grandmother had given her and decided to care for her fifty-plus tenants (including the cats) as if they were her own children—which, according to all the DNA tests, they were.

Mr. Naylor was so disgusted and ashamed by the media attention that he fled the country and never returned. Mrs. Naylor wasn’t too upset. She realized she loved her children more than her husband.

After a flurry of attention from various medical journals, Mrs. Naylor changed her last name back to Yulish (her maiden name), then she and her children settled down to a relatively normal life. No scientific expert can explain how this anomaly occurred, but Ms. Yulish has gone on record as stating that she doesn’t care the least bit about hows or whys. She says she and her children are content, and that’s all that matters. Who are we to disagree?

According to our sources, Ms. Yulish has been dating again. In fact, she has been seeing someone on a fairly regular basis. Who knows? Perhaps there will be more little brownstones in Ms. Yulish’s future. 

If so, soon she might be able to throw the most unique and liveliest block party in the history of Hoboken, New Jersey.

 

 

Vegetative Reproduction

As hard as it is to accept, it’s now possible to eliminate the mother from the birth process entirely. Experiments involving what is known as “vegetative reproduction” have occurred at respectable institutions of learning such as Oxford in England as well as in the private sector. Back in 1988, a misogynistic group of all-male terrorists known as The Wild Boys formed a base of operations in the jungles of North Africa where they practiced this form of reproduction quite regularly. These commandos established secret enclaves from the outskirts of Tangier to the Blue Desert of Silence, but their influence extended far beyond just the African continent. 

According to recently declassified CIA documents prepared by an intelligence agent codenamed “Old Bull Lee”: “The legend of the wild boys spread and boys from all over the world ran away to join them. Wild boys appeared in the mountains of Mexico, the jungles of South America and Southeastern Asia […]. The wild boys exchange drugs, weapons, skills on a world-wide network. Some wild-boy tribes travel constantly taking the best cannabis seeds to the Amazon and bringing back cuttings of the Yage vine for the jungles of Southern Asia and Central Africa […]. A common language based on variable transliteration of a simplified hieroglyphic script is spoken and written by the wild boys. In remote dream rest areas the boys fashion these glyphs from wood, metal, stone and pottery.”

According to one highly placed narcotics official who once debriefed President Ronald Reagan on this matter, “The wild-boy thing is a cult based on drugs, depravity and violence more dangerous than the hydrogen bomb.”

These Wild Boys were well trained in hand-to-hand combat and had access to advanced technology such as “gold laser guns” that were, according to one report, capable of shooting highly destructive “arrows of light.”  It’s been documented by African journalists that this terrorist group could travel through the trees on prehensile hemorrhoids; other modes of travel included streamlined gliders and, according to the CIA, hi-tech roller skates. 

One particular intelligence document states that the group was divided into numerous “units” for strategic purposes. These units were made up of various Wild Boys such as “glider boys,” “naked blowgun boys,” “slingshot boys,” “shaman boys,” “Juju boys,” “dream boys,” “weather boys” and the “silent boys of the Blue Desert.” The vast majority of these guerilla warriors were produced from single cells extracted from the intestines of other boys, genetically engineered to perform specific tasks for the overall group.

The aforementioned CIA report goes on to say: “Each [unit] developed special skills and knowledge until it evolved into humanoid subspecies. One of the more spectacular units is the dreaded Warrior Ants made up of boys who have lost both hands in battle […].” The Wild Boys were masters of stealth and the only warning of their presence was the “overpowering odor [of] roses, carbolic soap, gardenias, jasmine, oil of cloves, ambergris and rectal mucus.”

Rumor has it that The Wild Boys insurgency was instrumental in the highly destructive Medical Riots of 1999, also known as “the week of the Long Scalpels,” which started in the Burn Unit of a midwestern hospital that need not be named here. It is estimated that at least ten thousand doctors, medical bureaucrats and directors of pharmaceutical companies were massacred by The Wild Boys and their sleeper agents during that one week. The Wild Boys and their sympathizers have not been heard from since. Let’s hope their ungodly “vegetative reproduction” techniques have vanished with them.

We here at the offices of The Expectant Mother Disinformation Handbook wish to state that we do not approve of The Wild Boys or their treasonous philosophy. If you encounter anyone you suspect of having ties to The Wild Boys, we urge you to contact your local FBI office immediately. This is the phone number for their main office: 714-542-8825.

 

 

Marco Polo’s Report Concerning Fauna 

of the Inner World

The exact nature of the fauna produced in the womb during pregnancy is open to debate, but the few facts we know are these:

The womb is, as the great Dr. Kogoro Ogawa once said, “another world unto itself,” populated by its own animal life and sociological structures. Some say there is a central sun that exists inside the womb, giving light and life to a miniature world, the entire purpose of which is to tend to the health of the growing fetus.

In 1284 Marco Polo—through ancient and alchemical sorcery unknown to us—was shrunk by Kublai Khan’s court seer to the size of a poppy seed and sent inside the womb of Khan’s pregnant mistress to chart out the topography of this strange inner world. Many of his findings bordered on the fantastic, but we feel compelled to relate them to you now, nonetheless.

Upon arriving in this world Messr Polo uncovered a city of towering monoliths called Walandra in which tiny replicas of Khan’s mistress sat quietly in a guarded parapet weaving the Khan’s gestating baby from silken spider webs the color of night. 

From there he traveled west, over the Bridge of Sighs, to the Unborn Land. There he met all the various future selves of Khan’s progeny—both male and female—that he or she might one day become.

He briefly dallied on the banks of the River of Blood and rode the backs of the manphibian rodents that slumber deep beneath the coagulating river where they can hibernate for months at a time, eventually producing a rare, protein-rich, clear liquid from their multitudinous tear ducts which the infant will imbibe when he or she at last enters the world without.

He saw the immense man-devouring flowers of Langerhans through a bamboo telescope but knew enough not to venture too close due to the warning of the All-Frog, an omnipotent, bloated beast that lay on its back atop a throne of miscarried fetuses forever predicting certain doom for the inner world on an hourly basis, his croaking prophecies often escaping through the medulla oblongata and floating upwards into the dreaming brain of Khan’s mistress.

Messr Polo swam with the lamia of the inner sea, wrestled with the prehistoric reptiles in the Land of Unshadow just beneath the central sun, and scaled the onyx cages within the Arena of Pain, but despite these and other near-misses with death, Polo managed to escape to the outer world eight months later hidden within a hair follicle of Khan’s newborn baby. The seer practiced his magics, returning Polo to his original size. Polo then related all of what you have learned here today, and so much more. These and other adventures are delineated in far greater detail in Polo’s journal Being the Adventures of Messr Marco Polo in the Inner World of the Womb of Kublai Khan’s Lady, the Fair Xanadu Khan.

 

 

The Fetus Who Survived His Mother’s Untimely Death

On January 15, 1947, the body of twenty-two-year-old Elizabeth Short (later to be known as The Black Dahlia) was found in a lot on the corner of 39th and Norton Avenue in the Leimert
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“Cryptopolis will take you to strange epiphanies.”
John Shirley, author of The Feverish Stars





