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          Words from the Editor-in-Chief by Jason Sizemore

        

      

    

    
      October is here and we have some chilling fiction to share with you this month. But first, some big news!

      Apex Magazine will be available as a physical publication beginning with issue 104 (January, 2018). The full announcement can be read here, but the tl;dr version is that via Patreon you will be able to subscribe. Single issues will be sold through Amazon. You can fill out this Google form if you’d like us to contact you when the subscription option on Patreon goes live.

      We have other great news to share, too. November will see the first appearance of a new column titled “Page Advice” by Mallory O’Meara and Brea Grant (co-hosts of the popular Reading Glasses podcast). One of my favorite recurring bits that Mallory and Brea do on their show is a reader’s advice section, and “Page Advice” will be a flavor of that. It’s incredible to work with such enthusiastic promoters of reading and literature, and I’m certain their enthusiasm and knowledge will be enjoyed by our readers.

      Also coming in November is “Between the Lines” by literary agents Laura Zats and Erik Hane (co-hosts of the popular Print Run podcast). They’ll be covering publishing-industry specifics in a manner of interests to readers and fans. They’re erudite. They’re insiders. And they’re entertaining.

      [image: ]

      A teacher’s assistant, Anthony Klancar, organizes a student-led writing group at Winton Woods, a school in southern Ohio. He reached out to Apex Magazine to see if we would sponsor and potentially publish the winner of his group’s writing content. The stories would be judged by our editor Maurice Broaddus, former editor Janet Harriett, and legendary dark fantasy author Gary A. Braunbeck.

      I said yes. I would have killed for an opportunity like this when I was in high school.

      The winner was Kate Ingram. Her story “The Case of the Mysterious Meat” is a fun and pulpy weird-noir piece that leaves a bite. We’ve included a word from Mr. Klancar about the group and the writing competition.

      Congratulations to Kate Ingram! You’re definitely the youngest author we’ve ever published!

      [image: ]

      Along with Kate’s story, we have a new alt-history noir short by Lavie Tidhar. “My Struggle” is set in his A Man Lies Dreaming universe where Adolf Hitler failed to become the leader of Germany and lives a squalid life as a private dick in London. “Penelope Waits” by Dennis Danvers is a bit more light-hearted, involving alien abductions, classical Greek literature, and one smart country woman.

      “So Sings the Siren” by Annie Neugebauer is a sci-horror selection that will be wearing a trigger warning for sensitive readers. There is a siren in the story. That is all I choose to give away to this powerful work of fiction.

      Nonfiction includes an interview with author Dennis Danvers and our cover artist Rubén Castro. Ed Grabianowski reviews a scifi album (a first for us...and, no, it isn’t Jeff Wayne’s classic War of the Worlds musical).

      Our reprint this month is by the always amazing Sheree Renée Thomas: “Tree of the Forest Seven Bells Turns the World Round Midnight.”

      Finally, we have a special treat this month with an excerpt from Alethea Kontis’s novel Haven, Kansas. Alethea is one of the hardworking and sweetest individuals I know. It’s always a pleasure having her in the zine.

      Until next month! And happy Halloween!

      

      
        Jason Sizemore

        Editor-in-Chief

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          My Struggle by Lavie Tidhar

        

      

    

    
      
        7,400 words

      

      From beyond the ghetto walls come the peal of church bells; pure and clear, clear and pure the sound fills the night above the ghetto, and Shomer and the children stop and listen to it, spellbound in their captivity.

      Beyond the walls, ordinary citizens are on their way to church and then to All Hallows’ feast and celebration. But inside, day turns to night like every other cycle of the world as it spins on its axis. the soldiers with their guns watch over the walls and the Jews inside crowded like so many birds for the slaughter. Only they do not fatten them, here. They starve them, the more efficiently to dispose of, later. And Shomer’s daughter shivers in her thin coat, and he lifts her in his arms, how hard he cradles her as though it is in this way that he could pass to her some warmth, to stave away the onslaught of winter. And Bina listens to the church bells and she smiles, and it breaks Shomer’s heart that she does. And Avrom says, Papa, Papa, when can we go home again?

      And Shomer says nothing.

      They walk on to the Yiddish theatre, held in the hall of the old gymnasium. Shomer pays the price of admission and ushers his children in with the rest. They sit, shivering, on their coats. How much he loves them, he thinks, Avrom, Bina—his children. He remembers each birth, how he paced outside before being allowed in, at last, and how he held, each of them, in his arms, upon this miraculous entry into the world, and he their father, sworn to love and protect them.

      And he thinks, how long do we have, how many days how many hours? For in the ghetto they speak, in hushed tones, of the trains headed east. Resettlement, some say. And others shake their heads and mutter, No, no.

      But now his old friend, Yenkl, comes on stage, draped in a cape, with oversized teeth protruding comically. And the children clap, excited, for tonight on this night of the goyishe day of All Saints, the theatre’s staging a movie. Shomer had seen it once, when there were still cinemas, and he remembers how much he loved it, and he wishes he could escape into the screen of the past, and pull his children after him for safety. The lights dim. I bid you welcome, Yenkl says. And Shomer blinks back, no, not tears, he has none left of those to shed, but something. And he retreats into the only safety he has left, his writer’s mind, nothing but useless fantasy. And he thinks, no, it is only fantasy which is left to us, the dying, for comfort in our final days.

      A cheap tale and only that, an entertainment. We have that, still, as yet.

      And so.

      

      1.

      His name was Heinrich Himmler and he was what the English, in their barbaric, pig-sty tongue, call a c—t.

      How I hated the English! I hated the smell of boiled beef and soiled terrycloth nappies and Gentlemen’s Choice Old Spice, their noisy overcrowded streets ill-lit with gas lamps, I hated the ludicrous grooming of their facial hair, like old Prussian officers, and their women, who looked like old Prussian officers themselves. Back in Germany I had been a leader of men! For a decade we waged dirty street war against the communists, but then, in the elections of 1933, I was inexplicably defeated.

      Hitler! Hitler! How they chanted my name! Then the bastard Jew commies threw me in a concentration camp and it was there that I lost several teeth and nearly lost my leg, which still aches in cold weather—which, on this godforsaken island, means constantly. How I escaped that camp, and into England, is another matter. Now I went by my old nom de guerre of Wolf.

      Just Wolf.

      ‘Wolf, Wolf, Wolf, Wolf!’ the c—t Himmler said. I stared at him in hatred. I had not seen him since the Fall in ’33. Then, he had been the head of my militia, the Schutzstaffel, or SS. There had been fifty-two thousand of them, men ready to serve my cause. Then, the Fall. Now that fat fuck Ernst Thälmann of the KPD was Reichskanzler, and I was an out of work private eye in London, living above a Jew baker’s shop and paying rent I could ill afford, in this Year of Our Lord, 1938.

      ‘What do you want, Heinrich? I thought you were dead.’

      He smirked. ‘You mean you wished I was?’

      ‘I’d hoped someone would have helped you commit suicide with a round of bullets in the back, if that’s what you mean,’ I said.

      ‘Those men you sent after me soon went to feed the fish in the Havel, and you should have been dancing the Spandau Ballet a long time ago, old friend. Yet here we are.’

      He looked good, the bastard. His face had a sheen of health and his suit must have cost nearly as much as a Rothschild’s kipah.

      ‘You escaped?’

      ‘I decamped. I spent some time in Transylvania, then France …’ He patted his stomach. ‘You know me,’ he said. ‘I can’t complain.’

      I felt awfully tired. He’d hunted me down to a tea shack in Soho where I’d sat in the back, drinking some awful concoction and watching the door. I always watched doors. Nothing good ever came through them.

      ‘What do you want, Heinrich? I won’t ask you again.’

      ‘I was told you are the man to speak to. If one needs to locate missing things.’

      ‘What did you lose? Besides your honour and my respect.’

      ‘Wolf, please. There is no need for banter.’

      I wanted to strangle him, but the English constabulary get heated up over publicly committed murders. I could never understand it. Back when I was running things, my men killed on the streets of Munich and Berlin with impunity. Different strokes and all that …

      ‘You want me to work for you?’ I said.

      ‘Is that so hard?’ he said. He took out his wallet and extracted a thick wad of notes. I stared at the money.

      ‘It’s kosher, Wolf,’ he said, and laughed at his own little joke.

      ‘What are you looking for?’ I said.

      He sat down across from me, and he was no longer smiling. His eyes shone with the devotion of the true fanatic. A terrible feeling came upon me then, for I had known Himmler and his weird obsessions, and every sense I had was tingling with the thought that I should either shoot him, or run.

      ‘The Spear of Destiny, Wolf!’ he said. ‘It’s in London! At least, it will be soon, if it isn’t here already. The real one, I mean. Not that scheisse fake they have in the Hofburg in Vienna.’

      I buried my head in my hands. My morning shit had been drier than an English whore’s muffin, I hadn’t had a client in three weeks and my rent was overdue, and it had rained all fucking day, in that sort of thin drizzle that has the consistency and smell of British beer … but you know me, I can’t complain.

      All I needed now was Heinrich fucking Himmler and his occult obsessions. The Holy Lance! I saw it in the Hofsburg back in ’12. Then, as an impressionable youth of twenty-three, it had felt to me as though I had held it before, as though I myself was some mythical reincarnation of the legendary leaders of history—Charlemagne! Barbarossa! Sigismund! I imagined myself holding it in my hands and leading the forces of Germany in total war against the world—conquering first the ancestral Sudetenland, then the rest of Czechoslovakia, before annexing Austria back into the Greater German Reich and invading Poland.

      After that—the world!

      Or so I thought, back then. Now, there was only one question on my mind—

      ‘This spear,’ I said. ‘Expensive, is it?’

      ‘But Wolf, it is priceless!’ Himmler said. ‘One could hardly put a price to the spear that pierced the saviour’s side!’

      ‘I thought you gave up on Catholicism.’

      He nodded thoughtfully. ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘But the spear is an object of great antiquity—and great power, Wolf. A man who possesses it could never be defeated on the field of battle.’

      ‘And if you put a leaf of mint in your shoe it will keep it smelling fresh all day,’ I said. Lord! Spare me from my former Nazi comrades and their eternal obsession with the occult!

      ‘I can pay you. Handsomely!’

      He sounded desperate, now. I stared at the money. The very thought of working for a former underling—for this loathsome toad—this enormous c—t—the very thought was repugnant to me.

      ‘I would need the fee upfront,’ I said.

      ‘Of course,’ he said, smoothly. He peeled off several notes and handed them to me. ‘And when you find it for me, Wolf, then you could simply name your price.’

      ‘You want it that much?’

      ‘I must have it. I have been searching for it for a very long time.’

      ‘All right,’ I said, tiredly. ‘Then tell me where to start.’

      

      2.

      The Spear of Destiny, or the Holy Lance, is one of those relics that used to be traded with great enthusiasm back in the Middle Ages, and which clearly had its avid collectors even unto the modern day. It was the spear that, according to the Gospel of John, pierced Jesus’s side as he hung on the cross. Like all such relics of dubious authenticity, there are several claims as to the ‘true’ lance. There is one in Rome, and another in Vienna, and yet another one in some shithole in Armenia, or whatever they’re calling the place nowadays. In that, it joins similar objects such as the Turin Shroud, the Crown of Thorns, the True Cross and the Veil of Veronica—not to mention the Holy Grail, of course.

      Back in the Middle Ages, one could easily purchase a piece of the cross, or a fragment of bone from Jesus’s body, or any number of other ridiculous fakes manufactured for easy profiteering from the delusions of the weak. I myself had abandoned my early Catholicism but, unlike Himmler, I was not much given to the occult nonsense that his ilk chased like so many moonbeams in a meadow.

      The man was a dangerous buffoon, but a buffoon who had grown fat and wealthy in the years that followed the Fall. Like many who were attracted to my National Socialist movement in the early days, he was a ruthless and practical man who merely saw an opportunity to enrich himself on the back of my ideology. He may have bet on the wrong winner that time, but he soon enough fell back on his feet. This is the thing about rats: They are so very hard to get rid of. And there was hardly a rat as big and as diseased as Heinrich Himmler.

      God, how I wished he was still running my beloved SS!

      As a leader, I had use for such rats. These days, all I could do was take their money.

      [image: ]

      ‘I am … Dracula,’ Bela Lugosi said. I sat in the dark watching the flickering light of the projector as Renfield turned and stared at the count on the screen.

      ‘I bid you welcome.’

      I was at the Pavilion on Shaftesbury Avenue, not far from my office. I wasn’t there to watch Lugosi being an ass on screen. I was trailing a man who had his own interest in the Spear of Destiny.

      Himmler had hunted for it in Transylvania. From there he had tracked its whereabouts to France and the Carmargue, and to an old Gypsy church, but was too late to acquire it. Now he had it on good authority that the spear was on its way to London by sea, if it wasn’t there already.

      I believed none of it, of course. Or rather, I believed that he believed it, for I had seen the sort of things Heinrich Himmler believed in, and even on a good day the man was as weak in the head as a soft-boiled egg. What hadn’t he believed in! Veganism and nudism and Satanism and occultism and … well, Nazism, of course, but I rather flattered myself that that particular ideology wasn’t entirely insane … whatever my numerous detractors claimed.

      The man I was trailing was named Pound. He was a miserable-looking fuck in his fifties and a poet who made his living sucking my old friend Mussolini’s cock, and twice on Sundays. I never had much time for the Italians, myself. Benito had been a useful fool for a time, but the man could hardly keep his dick in his pants and he had the intellectual capacity of a wilted asparagus.

      It was not hard to find this Pound. He was staying in a dingy hotel in Bloomsbury, and I understood from Himmler that, like himself, Pound was also after the spear.

      ‘I last had a run-in with the man in Pisa,’ Himmler said, darkly. ‘He was quite an admirer of yours, as it turns out, back in the day. We had a good chat—well, I mean, my men gave him a good beating and I conversed over a glass
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