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Enter the Realm of Terror…
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	Let the nightmares begin…

	 

	 

	See you in the shadows,

	Scare Street


Table of Contents

	 

	Yeti on a Zeppelin By David Longhorn

	Bloodletter By Ian Fortey

	Fly By Night By Chris Clarke

	Gunk By David Longhorn

	Unboxing By Chris Clarke

	Broken Time By Sara Clancy

	Eating Out By Ian Fortey

	When the Drink Isn’t Finished With You By David Longhorn

	The Eater of Times and Places By Chris Clarke

	Moonshine By Ron Ripley

	Ghost Tour By David Longhorn

	Clinical Trials By Simon Cluett

	Voices from Beyond…

	 


Yeti on a Zeppelin
By David Longhorn

	 

	“Captain! Captain, the beast is loose!”

	The drone of the great diesel engines almost drowned Martin’s voice. The airship’s commander looked at the interloper with a sneer. The other crewmen in the control cabin smirked knowingly. None of them seemed to grasp the urgency of the threat. Martin felt despair mingled with terror.

	“Captain, we must take action!”

	The captain raised a hand and pointed at Martin.

	“My American friend, this is your responsibility. You were charged with taking care of the beast. Now you say you have failed. I tell you, correct your error at once! Get back into the corridor and face the creature!”

	Martin tried to protest, but he felt ridiculous standing there in his underpants. The crewmen hustled him out of the cabin, one handing him a baseball bat. It was a child’s bat, pink, evidently for little girls. The door slammed behind him. He stood in the underlit corridor, a cramped tube that led back along the length of the huge Zeppelin.

	The roar of the beast sounded over the engine noise. There was a scream, and Martin knew that it was the voice of his old English teacher, Miss Groby. He knew he should run to rescue her, fight the monster. But he could not move. He stood, barely clothed and paralyzed, as the screams died away.

	“This is most disappointing.”

	Martin turned to see that one of the canvas walls of the corridor had spawned an aperture that led into a pleasant garden. At a small table under a large parasol sat Orson Welles. A bottle of brandy and a full glass sat on the table. The great director took off his hat and mopped his brow with a red and white spotted handkerchief.

	“I had thought your character would show a heroic side, Martin, despite your rather pathetic appearance,” boomed Welles. “But now I see you’re a spineless specimen, incapable of facing the simplest challenge. Why… that Abominable Snowman isn’t even fully grown!”

	“I’m not a coward!” Martin protested. “This bat—it’s pathetic. They promised me a big German gun!”

	Welles guffawed.

	“Never trust a Kraut, you dolt! Especially one in charge of a flying machine shaped like a frankfurter.”

	Martin turned away from Orson Welles just in time to see the yeti lumbering toward him, huge hairy arms spread wide. Its mouth opened, a slavering maw with three-inch fangs, and it bellowed a deafening challenge. Martin raised his little girl’s baseball bat. The end fell off. The eight-foot primate grasped him in its colossal paws and began to crush him to a pulp. He felt ribs crack as the huge jaws bit down on the side of his head like a man biting into a juicy apple.

	“No!” he yelled, flailing wildly. “I don’t want to die like this!”

	“For God’s sake Mart, this is ridiculous!”

	His girlfriend’s voice cut through his confusion. He was not being crushed by a monster after all. But he was entangled in the duvet, lying squashed between the bed and the radiator under their bedroom window.

	“Sorry, Suze,” he moaned as he disentangled himself and clambered back onto the mattress. “Sorry, was I thrashing around again?”

	The bedside light flicked on, and Suzanne appeared. When the nightmares had begun, he’d joked about what he’d called “her disgruntled face”. He hadn’t used that phrase for several weeks now. She looked really pissed.

	“It’s three forty-two,” she said, pushing straggling hair back from her face. “I’ve got an important meeting with those assholes from the sales team at nine sharp. Please, Martin, go and sleep on the goddam couch.”

	He collected a pillow and a blanket, then traipsed into the living room.

	At breakfast, their talk was strained, pussyfooting around her irritation and his feelings of inadequacy.

	Finally, Suzanne blurted out, “Martin, you should get help. This is a sleep disorder, not just a bad dream. It’s screwing up both our lives, and I can’t take it anymore.”

	“I can’t afford—” he began, but she cut in.

	“We can’t afford for us both to go to work feeling washed out and fuzzy in the head,” she said firmly. “It’s not getting any better, Martin. The problem needs fixing.”

	She reached out a hand and laid it on his.

	“Please. Let’s work through this together.”

	Martin spent the day at work trying to stay awake and not worry. He failed at both. His boss gave him a few sour glances during the morning meeting. The heating was turned up too high, and he kept nodding off. At lunch, somebody cracked a joke about the “sleepyhead”. It worried him almost as much as Suzanne’s impatience. He booked an appointment with his doctor for the next day.

	He dropped by Hannigan’s on his way home. A couple of regulars were there, but it was almost deserted. He sat, pondering his beer, trying to convince himself that the doc would solve the problem.

	“You are not a happy bunny,” observed the barmaid.

	“No, Melody, I guess not,” he said. “I have this recurring nightmare, and it’s driving me nuts.”

	“Oh, that’s awful,” she said. “Have you tried hypnotherapy? It worked for a friend of mine.”

	This prompted a desultory discussion of dreams, nightmares, insomnia, and sleepwalking. Then Harry, the manager, asked Martin what made the nightmare so bad. Martin described the whole thing, ending with him being killed by the yeti.

	“Orson Welles?” Melody said as if Martin’s death was a minor detail. “That’s the guy who did commercials for wine, right? My grandma used to drink that stuff.”

	Harry rolled his eyes and then spoke to Martin.

	“I’m kind of impressed by the setup you describe. So you’re on this airship, and you’re transporting a yeti from Tibet to, I guess, Germany? Why didn’t they just use a train or a boat?”

	“There is no logic to dreams, Harry,” Melody scoffed. “They’re full of Freudian symbolism. Like a Zeppelin could be a phallic symbol—long, slender, oversized, but basically flimsy and prone to failure…”

	Seeing Martin’s expression, she turned pink and quickly backtracked.

	“But it’s just as likely to be something in a movie you saw, bits and pieces all jumbled up. King Kong! Yeah, that’s it. It’s like King Kong but with the monster on an airship and not a boat. Maybe with some Jurassic Park thrown in.”

	They talked some more, but all they agreed upon was that losing sleep was a bummer. Melody quoted Edgar Allan Poe. “Is all that we see or seem, but a dream within a dream?” Harry said no, it wasn’t.

	As Martin left the bar, he felt slightly better. It was partly the beer nestling inside his belly, he decided. But it was nice to have a sympathetic audience for his troubles.

	He paused at the corner crossing, pushed the button, and waited for the lights to change. It was still early, just after seven on a sunny summer evening. Yet, as Martin crossed the road, something blotted out the sunlight. He looked up, then tripped on the curb and almost fell. A few people noticed, and he blushed with shame as he regained his balance. When he looked up again, the sky was a perfect eggshell blue without a cloud in sight.

	 

	***

	 

	“This is quite serious,” said Helmut Eckner. “I’m glad your doctor was sensible enough to refer you to us here at the clinic. There’s a reason why sleep deprivation is used as a method of torture. It breaks down the victim’s sense of reality so that sometimes the dreaming and waking worlds become intermingled. Long-distance truckers used to have these hypnogogic illusions, like suddenly seeing a huge spider sprawled across the windshield. Needless to say, accidents happened.”

	“Yeah, that sounds terrible,” Martin said, wishing the medic would get to the point.

	He was confused. He couldn’t recall seeing his own doctor, but here he was at a sleep research clinic. Doctor Eckner, a silver-haired man of about sixty, had a slight German accent. This was vaguely alarming, but Martin could hardly mention it. It was just a coincidence that he dreamed of Germans.

	“Now,” Eckner continued, “your recurring nightmare is probably the result of anxiety. You’re worried about problems at work, maybe?”

	“I think so,” Martin admitted. “Things are tough everywhere, I guess.”

	“Indeed,” the sleep expert nodded shrewdly. “But perhaps there are issues closer to home? Your nightly ordeal must be upsetting for your girlfriend?”

	Martin didn’t recall mentioning Suzanne to Eckner in his long, rambling account of his nightmares. But he was so muddled nowadays that he might have done so.

	“Yeah, she’s not happy,” he admitted.

	“So both your public and private realms are disrupted, yes?” Eckner said. “You fear failure, which explains the presence of Orson Welles. The film director was a youthful prodigy, achieving great things while still a teenager. But by the time he reached middle age, he was yesterday’s man.”

	“I guess,” Martin said.

	None of this was making him feel any better.

	Eckner scribbled something on a little notepad, then turned to his computer.

	“I wonder if you would consider undergoing an experimental treatment?” Eckner asked. “A method of—if you like—settling down your brainwaves during sleep by using a form of electromagnetic induction?”

	Martin felt himself tense up. He was a little phobic about doctors, and being a guinea pig in an experiment did not appeal to him at all. But then the thought of Suzanne and how she’d dropped some heavy hints about them taking some time apart.

	“I’ll try anything,” he said wearily. “If you think it might help.”

	“Excellent!”

	Eckner explained that Martin would sleep with a kind of helmet that would send low-frequency electromagnetic pulses into his brain. Even more befuddled now, Martin asked if this was like being microwaved. Eckner laughingly waved the idea away.

	“The energy level is far too low, my friend. All it does is encourage the brain to calm down and stop the kind of intense dreaming you experience. At least, it does so in some cases.”

	Martin thought about that, then asked what happened in the other cases.

	“Nothing of any consequence,” Eckner said. “Now, if you would just sign this form…”

	Twenty minutes later, Martin was reclining on a couch in a warm, darkened room with an odd-looking net of plastic and metal clinging to his skull. A brisk nurse adjusted the EM pulse helmet, then left the room. A small camera regarded Martin beadily from one corner. Eckner’s voice emerged from a speaker by the couch.

	“Now, Martin, we will play some gentle sounds of night-time forests and such. Hopefully, it will help you sleep—”

	The doctor was interrupted by a startling, electronic rendition of Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony. Evidently, Eckner had a call and didn’t cut the mic to the sleep room. Martin heard one side of the conversation. Eckner told somebody called Orson that he couldn’t talk now.

	“Orson?” Martin said.

	“I’m sorry,” Eckner’s voice was reassuring. “Just a colleague, Doctor Mawson.”

	“Oh, I must have misheard.”

	Martin was so tired that he dropped off in seconds once the forest noises began. Then he woke up, seemingly after an interval of a few moments. Eckner and the nurse were looking down at him expectantly.

	“Did you dream, Martin?” asked the doctor.

	“No!” Martin said, sitting up. “But how long did I sleep?”

	“Nearly seven hours,” Eckner said. “I think we can count the experiment a success.”

	Martin protested that he didn’t feel refreshed. It really did seem as if he had only dozed for a minute. He retrieved his belongings from a chair and checked his phone. Suzanne had not called or texted. Had he even told her he was coming here? Another thing he couldn’t remember.

	“… so you see, we have suppressed the primal fear and self-loathing that underlies your nightmare,” Eckner was saying.

	“I don’t have self-loathing,” Martin protested. “I’m an okay kind of guy.”

	“Of course, Martin,” said the doctor, with a meaningful glance at the nurse. “And that is the worst thing to be in this world.”

	Martin, weary and confused, sat down on the sleep couch.

	“What do you mean?”

	Eckner ticked a few boxes on a form and then handed his clipboard to the nurse, who left the room.

	“Don’t you see, Martin? It’s an absurd world with no meaning or purpose. That is the truth of your dream. Your nightmare is reality breaking through at every level, even the subconscious. That is its true significance. Some of us, thanks to years of intellectual effort, can cope with life in a meaningless universe. But the ‘okay kind of guy’, as you put it, has no mental defenses. Once he grasps, really understands, that this world is a bad joke with no redeeming qualities, his sanity is put in dire peril.”

	“I… I don’t believe that,” Martin said. “About the world, I mean. I was raised to believe that right is right and wrong is wrong. That in the end, good will prevail. So, okay, things aren’t great at the moment, in the world or in my life. But that doesn’t mean…”

	He trailed off, as Eckner was clearly not listening. Instead, the doctor had walked over to the door and was paying attention to something outside. Now Martin could hear it too. It was a low, persistent drone, almost a roar. Heavy machinery of some kind. Eckner opened the door to the sleep room, stepped outside, then shut the door behind him.

	“Doctor?” Martin said, getting up.

	The dull sound of machinery persisted. It was awfully familiar. He thought of massive diesel engines. It must be a coincidence, Martin thought. He looked at the speaker by the couch, but it was clearly not the source of the noise.

	“Hello?”

	There was no response. The drone of engines grew louder. He walked to the door, hesitated, then flung it wide. The sound cut off instantly. All that lay outside was a corridor, well-lit and painted in green with white detailing on the doorframes and baseboards. He saw an arrow with the words WAY OUT. He followed it.

	 

	***

	 

	“Sounds weird,” said Harry. “But doctors are a weird bunch. Psychiatrists are the most bonkers of all, in my experience.”

	“That’s a very blinkered attitude,” Melody chided. “But yeah, this one does sound bonkers.”

	Martin couldn’t remember how he’d gotten to Hannigan’s. A half-empty beer glass stood in front of him. The bar seemed too hot, too noisy, and too brightly lit. He was swaying on his bar stool. Cal, the antique dealer he chatted with sometimes, got up and stood by his side.

	“Hey, you don’t look good,” Cal said. “Would you like a ride home?”

	Martin struggled to reply. He was too busy looking at the half-open door to the Gents’ washroom. A faulty light flickered, silhouetting a huge, hulking figure. Then the light shone steadily, and the oversized shape was gone.

	Cal asked again, and Martin accepted a lift. In the car, as Cal wove in and out of traffic, the older man asked Martin when he had last slept.

	“At the clinic,” he replied. “I think. I mean, they told me I’d slept for hours, but God, I still feel so tired.”

	“But you’re afraid to sleep,” Cal added. “You’re scared that you’ll be on that airship again.”

	“I guess,” Martin said. “It’s just so real, you know? So vivid. And I keep thinking… this will sound crazy, but I keep thinking I hear and see things from the nightmare. I mean, while I’m awake.”

	“As if you’d never actually woken up? That you only dreamed you had?”

	Cal’s words struck home. He recalled Melody’s quote from Edgar Allan Poe. Was it possible to dream you were dreaming? How many layers of nightmare might he be trapped in? Was his terrible weariness as illusory as the monster, the flying machine, the whole crazy fantasy?

	“Here we are,” said Cal.

	Inside their apartment, Suzanne was talking to Orson Welles.

	The big man, complete with a hat and cloak, sat on the couch next to Martin’s girlfriend. The two looked up as Martin stood in the doorway, staring in bafflement and terror.

	“I am going crazy…” he murmured.

	“Not at all, my young friend,” boomed Welles. “You’re no crazier than the average screenwriter or studio executive. Less insane than Howard Hughes, I’d say. But your lady friend here has described how hard you are to live with. I think she’s right to break up with you.”

	“Suze,” Martin said plaintively.

	Suzanne, now wearing a hat and coat, pushed past him. She was carrying a brown backpack of some kind, bearing a Germanic cross and a stenciled number.

	“Sorry, honey,” she said as she opened the front door. “But I can’t live in your world anymore. I need to get off this blimp, and there’s only one parachute.”

	Beyond the door was not the dull cream and brown of the corridor but a clear sky dotted with fluffy clouds. Suzanne strapped on the parachute, gave Martin a little wave, and leaped into the blue. The door slammed shut.

	“No!”

	Martin staggered into the living room, tripped, and fell. Sprawled on all fours, he saw he had stumbled over the mangled corpse of a person in some kind of overalls. The face and much of the chest had been torn away, exposed brain spattered across the worn carpet.

	The sound of diesel engines rose, the drone filling the room, as Orson Welles stood up, took off his hat, and flung back his cloak.

	“I’m sorry, Martin, but this is the only reality left now. And it’s far from ideal. What with it being a nightmare…”

	The rich, deep voice turned into a rumbling growl. The great beard seemed to spread over Welles’ face. His elegant velvet jacket split, and a huge, hairy torso emerged. Martin backed off, whimpering, as the yeti lumbered forward. He scrambled frantically at the door handle and opened the door. Below, spread out like a map, was a landscape dotted with lakes and rivers. He had a chance, just the barest chance, of a soft landing.

	But before he could jump, the beast had him. And as it began to rend Martin’s flesh as easily as a hungry man might tear apart a moist little pastry, he wondered if he would wake up this time… and whether it mattered at all.

	 

	* * *


Bloodletter
By Ian Fortey

	 

	The Central Blood Donor Lab and Clinic had been audited by the state on three separate occasions and found lacking in nearly every metric. The privately run clinic had been initially established as a centralized location for blood services in a section of the city previously overlooked and sorely in need. This was chiefly to benefit low-income residents by providing low-cost and no-cost services such as blood testing, donations, consultations, and minor treatments for a small list of conditions. The city was very proud of the idea of it.

	The reality of Central Blood had never lived up to the hype, though. Poor staffing, lack of security, and misappropriated funds from the top down had resulted in what locals would less than affectionately refer to as the Blood Dump and Dracula’s Tomb.

	The building itself had come at a bargain from some developer, a refurbished clinic that had uneven floors, mildew in the closets, and a funky smell on hot days. There were places where the floor under the tiles almost felt soft.

	Donations couldn’t always be accepted because sterile equipment was not always available. They had no IV tubing for a week straight once. Issues with patient confidentiality had been brought up after security footage showed an orderly just reading through patient files on his break one day. And, most egregious of all, proper storage and handling of samples had been a major failure. The clinic had more than once lost whole fridges of blood when power was cut, or refrigerators were not properly closed.

	All this would be a surprise to the public at large because the news never left the most need-to-know circles. The city, and the state, were not about to lose face over something as stupid as poor management of their prize charity endeavor.

	A blood clinic in the bad part of town made people in the good part of town feel better. They had given something to the poor, and it was wonderful. There was even a gala to celebrate its opening three years earlier.

	Nurse Byron Henley had been at the clinic since it opened and had seen firsthand how badly things started and how much worse they had gotten. He had warned Jackson, the site director, about the poor seals on the fridge but was told that wasn’t his job. He’d told the doctors about low supplies, and they shrugged and said to take it to the site director.

	He even wrote an anonymous email to the state board, and within two days, there was an “office meeting” about the proper chain of command and the dangers of mean-spirited whistleblowers making baseless claims. It took three weeks before a state inspector showed up for a scheduled visit. And even then, with advance warning, that inspection still turned up three minor infractions.

	Each time something wrong was discovered, the director gave his word it would be addressed, and the state gave time for things to be fixed. Never mind that patients were at risk—both in terms of privacy and their health.

	Jackson was the kind of guy who could talk around people in the most charming and persuasive way until they either forgot what their original point was or, more likely, they just got sick of dealing with him. He had a smugness to him, amplified by his store-bought, snow-white teeth and artificial tan even in winter, but never so much that it seemed overpowering. He was charming, and he was well-spoken. And he could twist you in knots with his words until it really seemed like he knew what he was doing despite all the evidence to the contrary.

	The man had a way of almost falling into good fortune: from grants and extra funding to media attention for his work. He had gone from a simple administrator, a middle management suit and tie at a private blood clinic, to a local darling in almost no time. And it had gone to his head.

	Though Byron had never seen it, he’d heard from other nurses that not everyone used sterile equipment since it wasn’t always available. Rumors of needles being washed in sinks and reused had gone around with fingers pointed at a couple of nurses and one doctor in particular. No one had lost their job over it yet.

	Part of the reason Central was getting so much latitude, aside from the PR boost it had given the city initially, was the results. “The proof is in the pudding,” the site director would often say during media appearances and interviews. He’d pause for a beat and then say “the blood pudding” and wait for a laugh that never came naturally.

	Central had good numbers. Stellar numbers, really. More donors came to Central than any other clinic in the city. The PR was like a gift. Those who have the least give the most, people said. Giving from the heart has never meant more. All kinds of silly puns and goofy turns of phrase about how charitable the community was, how loving and concerned.

	Byron was just a nurse; he wasn’t an administrator. But he worked over forty hours a week, and the bulk of his job entailed handling blood. And the numbers for Central never added up. Whether it was blood in or blood out, week after week, things seemed off.

	The clinic supplied blood to other clinics, hospitals, labs, and any facility that needed blood and had a contract with the company. Most people assumed the blood was for hospitals, for people in need of recovering from accidents or surgeries, but that wasn’t always the case. The contract the clinic had with the state ensured about seventy-five percent of the stock for those purposes. But the rest was sold to labs or other clinics for whatever a lab or a clinic needed human blood for.

	Byron wasn’t privy to all the ins and outs. It was standard procedure for private labs, he’d heard. They were a business, after all. And as long as they met quotas, it was fine. Blood only lasted for so long, as the site director was fond of explaining. If it didn’t get used, it was wasted. Problem was… the clinic wasted a lot, too. Just not on paper.

	It was a Sunday morning when Byron had come in and first discovered the fridge issue. They opened a little later on Sundays, but he always came in early to start daily prep before any patients arrived. He could tell the moment he unlocked the door that something was wrong.

	The clinic smelled rancid. The air was pungent and almost acidic with a strong rusty undertone. He knew right away that it was blood. A lot of blood.

	The storage refrigerators were in the back of the clinic, and Byron went to them right away. One of the fridges was open, and several bags had been drained onto the floor. It looked like someone had simply tried to slam the door shut quickly on their way out, not paying attention to what was happening. The fridge was overfilled, and the door crushed several of them, spilling their contents. The rest were left to sit in room temperature air overnight. Everything had turned thick and dark.

	The blood on the ground had pooled, and it looked like most of it had actually drained out through cracks in the floor to something below. That probably meant the blood was now pooling alongside pipes or wiring underneath. The stink would last for days until it dried out.

	He made a note of what happened in the logbook and called the site director.

	“Byron, it’s Sunday. I’m out golfing with the mayor,” the director had told him over the phone, sounding exasperated.

	“We lost a whole fridge,” Byron replied. He heard the man sigh.

	“Log the bag numbers if you want, and I’ll file it on Monday, okay? You can clean up the mess yourself, right?”

	“Of course,” he said.

	“Good.”

	Jackson hung up, and Byron stood holding the phone to his ear for a moment in silence before doing as he was told. He logged every bag number so they’d have an accurate accounting of what was lost, then cleaned up the mess.

	At the end of the month, the lost blood was not calculated into the clinic’s numbers.

	“Did you see this?” he asked, checking through the monthly spreadsheet in the office with Bella, the admissions nurse.

	“Yeah, why?” she asked.

	Byron pointed to the waste column. “I logged that fridge we lost, and none of it’s here.”

	“Talk to Jackson,” she said, smirking. It was a running joke that every problem in the place both started and ended with Jackson.

	“He’s putting in fake numbers to make us look better.”

	Bella shrugged, looking at the spreadsheet as well.

	“I mean, yeah. But look at it this way. If we ran real numbers, we’d get less state funding, and they’d probably shut this place down. We’re still doing some good here. If the price we pay is putting up with Jackson lying like a cheap rug so he can look like the Patron Saint of Low Income Hematology, then it’s worth it.”

	Byron grunted, having heard much the same from other nurses in the past. He wasn’t unsympathetic to the idea. He’d been a nurse for over ten years, and the initial draw to the job was the idea that he could actually help people. There were a lot of worse ways to make a living. But he thought there needed to be some integrity to it all. People had to be better helped by the truth. He thought so, anyway.

	“I dunno. Just seems off to me, telling people we’re doing better than we are. Where are all these funding boosts we’re supposed to have gotten over the last three years?”

	The city and the state had made a big deal about the center’s good work. But none of the promised funds ever trickled down to the clinic. There was still a major lack of supplies, staffing, and equipment. So what was the point of even pretending to be the best if you didn’t get anything out of it?

	The answer, of course, had been staring Byron in the face since he first discovered the various discrepancies in Jackson’s spreadsheets. The clinic was getting more funding. It was just Jackson who was allocating it as he saw fit.

	The company was privately owned and partially funded by government grants and contracts. They didn’t have the open accounting a state-run clinic might have. So Jackson, whoever was above Jackson, and whoever was above them could choose how much money went where.

	A good portion of funding that was being spent went to the blood donors, one of the few things Byron thought was actually admirable. The center paid donors better than any other clinic in the city. That made sense in terms of Jackson’s habit of clout chasing. It’s what kept the clinic numbers up, not an innate sense of charity. Many of the donors came from all across the city, not just the Central area. When word got out that donors made $100 a donation at Central, it caused a drop in donations at all the other clinics. But the city didn’t mention that.

	Byron didn’t think paying more for blood and plasma was a bad idea. People deserved something for their time and donation. And it ensured a steady, reliable supply. Or it should have.

	The equipment issues and the mismatched numbers was puzzling to Byron. The spreadsheet showed massive volumes in some weeks, and they didn’t match the numbers he had seen come in the door. Other times, like with the rotten fridge, the loss was never accounted for. By
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