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Editor's Desk: Resistance Edition 
by Kyle Dase 
 
At long last FSR 11 has arrived, the second issue to be featured on our shiny new website. I’d 
like to thank our editors for their diligence and insight through the editorial process: Jillian Baker 
(copy editor), Rhonda West (poetry), Ian Moy (creative nonfiction), and Douglas Rasmussen 
(fiction). Your hard work is much appreciated. FSR literally could not function without you. 
Thanks as well to my partner in crime, Tristan Taylor, for his great work on the technology side 
of things as co web-editor, particularly the poetry section. And thank you to our reading team 
who served at the front lines, reading a multitude of texts: Jillian Baker, Nicole Atkings, 
Elizabeth Miller, Ian Moy, Sheheryar Sheikh, Rob Imes, and Mark Doerksen.   
 
Resistance is the theme of this issue and the pieces enclosed reflect the subject well. Whether it 
be the vocal pushback demonstrated in Sarah Jensen’s “strike” or the struggle for survival 
described in Zak Jones’s “Ramadan,” the pieces in this volume showcase its contributors’ many 
experiences and perceptions of resistance. Thank you to all who submitted for sharing your 
stories with us and all the authors who contributed to this issue for allowing us to feature your 
work in this issue: Kym Cunningham, Shauna Eveleigh Harris, Debbie Okun Hill, Nolan 
Janssens, Sarah Jensen, Zak Jones, Lesley Machon, Allison MacFarland, and Kate Rogers.   
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Poetry 
 

Kiremit Caddesi, Balat, Istanbul: June 2015 
by Zak Jones 
 
Ramadan 
Mauve hands 
 
break bread. 
Competing minarets 
project echoing 
stability, despite 
bomb blasts 
elsewhere. 
 
Elections 
 
Neighborhood signs 
show 
ethnic lines 
drawn 
in architecture 
through 
an economist's 
lens. 
 
The army 
or 
the police 
have 
fired guns 
in 
the distance. 
 
Where 
or 
what is 
Victory? 
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That Cunning Woman, Cutty Sark* 
by Kate Rogers 
 
"Nannie lap and flang, 
(A souple jade she was, and strang), 
And how Tam stood, like ane bewitch'd, 
And thought his very een enrich'd; 
Even Satan glowr'd, and fidg'd fu' fain, 
... 
Tam tint his reason 'thegither, 
And roars out, 'Weel done, Cutty-sark!' 
And in an instant all was dark" 
 
— Robbie Burns, Tam O'Shanter 
 
I 
The poet rested his mare 
under the mistletoe vine 
caping the crossroad oak. 
My wheel outside, I spun 
another hour. Kirk steeple pricked 
the low sun. Yolk leaked 
on our thatch. 
 
I spun sun-gilded like a garden 
spider, pulled silk threads off my lap, 
carded wool. Then (while still 
the poet waited) I fished with hairs 
plucked from a nag's tail. 
Hooked trout in the Doon. 
So, they called me Cunningi woman. 
Meaning witch. 
 
Again the poet. He knew Father 
badgered corn between 
Alloway and Mauchline. 
By the outhouse—silver buttons 
wink bold on his waistcoat. 
He doffed his cap—blue, green, 
black, thread of red. 
Praised my shapely calf. 
My nightdress slipped. 
 
What plump loaves, he grinned. 
Will ye dance wi me, Cutty Sark? 
 
The poet gently bent me 
o'er the wall, its cool moss pelt 
sponged my blood. That man's 
poker glowed. He tended 
his fire at dawn, at dusk. 
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It's a wonder he didn't burn 
the village down. His staff 
strongest when he made 
me keen. Then 
he met barmaid Anna ii. 
 
Their bairn broke her open. 
Did the poet mark her end 
with a song? 
His wife took little Betty. 
Fed her on her own lap. 
 
I bunched the goose down 
'tween my legs. Nerves awake, 
I ached for him. Father found 
me crying—hair tangled. 
 
Neighbours showed Father 
my blood on the wall, whispered 
the poet's name. And Anna's. 
Father, his poor man's pride— 
kicked the cage round my heart. 
I crawled away to the copse: 
Hell-hag, slut. 
 
For three full moons in the garden 
I chewed cabbage leaves 
among gentle rabbits. I stroked 
their soft throats, slit them 
with kirk roof slate. 
Sipped their blood as they kicked. 
My knees, my elbows sharpened 
knives at dusk. 
 
II 
 
No sun melted dawn mist. 
A broad hand of warmth 
on my spine, but no hand 
there. Dew on my bare 
shins, my numb, blue toes. 
 
My cold hem in the breeze. 
Who saw me 
by the copse? Who sent 
that kind touch? Windows 
a dark skull stare. 
A hawk roosted 
in the tall beech over the kirk, 
stretched rust-coloured wings, 
shook out a feather duster. 
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Combed the breeze. 
I blinked. Old woman perched 
on highest branch, talons 
knitting a nest from leaves, 
from stems. 
 
Mungo's mother hanged herself 
in jail. After Mother passed away 
from cauld, Mrs. Mungo 
showed me how to staunch 
my monthlies with petticoat rags. 
 
Villagers burned Mrs. Mungo 
before evening service. Said, 
She healed the baker's boy with spells. 
 
The blacksmith found a red hawk 
drowned in his trough. Neck broken. 
 
In the long grass at field edge I crushed 
lavender blooms, dreamt a scented 
waterfall pooling below my curls. 
When was the last time I washed my hair? 
 
Fog wrapped me in cashmere— 
Father found me on the bridge 
where I slipped on the cobbles. 
Not a witch. 
 
III 
 
The only stone with my name 
the walkway in this kirk yard— 
chiseled with the poet's verses. 
I did not jig here with sister hags, 
chase the poet home!iii 
 
Nannie Dee! 
Not my true name neither! 
 
Most days the dull 
blade of sun can't shear 
the fog-sheep round 
the Auld Kirk. I drift 
mist-cowled 
among tombs. 
 
Ramblers on the far 
side of Brig o'Doon. Voices 
fast water on gravel 
likening ladies' flushed 
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cheeks to village garden 
blowsy roses. Fie! 
 
The poet brought me posies 
each time he took me. 
How dare they flirt? 
 
I weave raw grey 
wool of rain clouds. Splash 
sky black, steal flash 
from the blacksmith, 
a lightning bolt to bind my broken skull 
with golden band. 
I am the sea-cliff, hurl ice stones 
at wigs and bonnets, 
mangle every new lamb 
on noble lands. 
 
I dare ye walkers pass 
these gates! Gale, dash them 
now 'gainst granite! 
Read portents in my storm! 
 
*The original Cutty Sark was not a sailing ship, but the character 
of a witch in the Robbie Burns poem, "Tam O' Shanter". (Cutty 
Sark means short skirt in Gaelic.) 
i"Cunning" woman was a word for a healer. In 17th and 18th 
century Scotland, female healers were often mistrusted because 
of their powers. 
iiBarmaid Anna refers to Ann Parks, a lover of Robbie Burns who 
got pregnant and disappeared. Burns' and his wife adopted her 
baby. 
iiiAlloway Auld Kirk is the site of the witches dance in Burn's 
poem, Tam O'Shanter. 
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Milk Soup 
by Shauna Eveleigh Harris 
 
I think of you and the 
milk soup 
you made for me 
on the stove-top 
in your basement suite; 
you threw rocks 
up at my City Park window 
like I was Juliet. 
 
Years later, I discovered that 
my apartment was closed up; 
it was against Saskatoon fire codes 
to live at the top 
of a 100-year old house, 
with only one window 
that wouldn't open. 
 
I think about your 
long-toothed smile and shiny gums; 
the way you danced at Oktoberfest 
in Humboldt, like Goofy. 
 
I remember your foreign car - 
Was it an Audi? I had never seen one 
before but you filled the trunk with speakers, 
boomers and bass from a shop 
on 33rd Street; 
 
I brought you fresh-baked 
chocolate chip cookies, 
warm, buttery spots staining 
the brown paper bag. 
 
Sitting in your Audi 
outside of Riley's Night Club, 
you begged me not to 
disassociate myself 
from the truth - 
that's what it was called - 
the cult of Jehovah's Witnesses 
we both belonged to. 
Your dad and only brother 
both not allowed at family occasions. 
What did they do? I asked 
Ask them yourself, you said. 
Besides, who would talk to them anyway? 
They were disfellowshipped, ex-communicated 
apostates. 
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You told me how much you cared 
and I remember how you watched 
stone-faced 
from the driver's seat 
a rearview perspective 
of his hands, his long fingers 
up my respectable grey skirt 
inside me; 
drunk on Cherry Whiskey 
and Southern Comfort, 
head lolling in the backseat 
on our way to someone's wedding 
in Regina. 
 
I missed the whole thing 
- the wedding that is - 
threw up in the girls' bathroom 
no one to hold my hair back; 
stumbled to pass out, 
begged you to stay with me. 
 
I think of how you disappeared 
right before I did. 
 
I think of you.  
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A Eulogy to Honour the Death of Original Thinking, Laid to Rest by the Educational 
System 
by Lesley Machon 
 
I stand at the grave and weep 
She is not there 
She went to sleep 
Long before we laid her down 
Ten thousand feet below the ground 
Piled beneath a multitude 
Of papers marked, A+. 
 
The last goodbye reserved 
For those whose knees were bent 
Long gone from the establishment 
The ones who knew her best 
Were banished long ago. 
 
Creativity is a virus, 
And the hallways are lined with little dispensers 
Of hand sanitizer. 
 
My feigned smile in the rear view mirror 
A crack across the glass 
On graduation day. 
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Her Resistance 
by Debbie Okun Hill 
 
Her parents straddled a politically correct fence. 
 
As a baby girl, skin soft pink 
she slept curled sideways in her infant corral: 
her country home wallpapered in yellow and navy 
and a rocking horse border circled her room. 
 
At age filly-five, she tested her limits. 
Her green and red Play-Doh 
stuck-silly to her fingers; her orange bicycle 
splish-splashed through grey puddles. 
 
Today, she's a free-spirited child. 
 
Nine-years-old turning 16, she bucks 
her gender-neutral ways: washes dirt from her hands, 
snubs loud sirens, mechanical wrenches, toy trains, 
and cars gifted with white-walled tires. 
 
Instead, she rebel-whines for psychedelic swirls 
on rose-painted walls, satin pouf curtains, 
ribbon-laced skirts, and green apple scents. 
A rebellious fight for independence. 
 
Her diaper-clad dolls and plush-pillow pals applaud: 
 
her forward escape through open gates, 
her blonde mane wind-blown and flowing, 
her stride confident and strong 
like a thoroughbred champion: 
 
the revolutionary wearing a pink blanket of roses. 
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Hidden Series of Lies 
by Debbie Okun Hill 
 
i) 
 
He twirls lies 
   like curling red ribbon 
with sharp-tongued scissors 
   black-and-blue-lipped handles 
stainless-steel-bladed teeth 
   biting///cutting///slicing 
his twisted-stories 
   hung up on coiled 
telephone cords 
   disconnected 
from everyone's 
   party line 
 
ii) 
 
His lips, inflated skin 
   two pink balloons 
   hot air deception 
his tongue 
   tied and untied 
dangles a string 
of untrue secrets 
the kind that 
winds once-twice 
   around a neck 
like a grey scarf 
pulled tight 
tight-tighter 
against fisted fans 
   his cold north wind 
   of duplicity 
 
iii) 
 
   He corners her 
with fragmented fibs 
   spoken and unspoken 
disguised in foiled 
   blue and gold gift wrap 
shadow boxes 
   her composted innocence 
squeezes the air out 
   then buries the truth 
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a strike, a show of hands 

by Sarah Jensen 

DAY 0 

- 

 

Colleagues, 

I am xxx writing to tell you xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx wha 

t is fair and reasonable. xxxxxxxxxxxxx xxxxxxxxxx xxxx 

xxxxxxxx xxxxxxxxxx xxxxxxxxxxxxxx xxxxxxxxxxx xxxxx 

xxxxxxxxxxxx xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx xxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxx. 

The Union also has its most recent positions and xxxxxx 

xxxxx xxxxx xxxx xxxx xxx. 

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 

XXXXXXX the Union XXXXXXXXXX XXXXXX XXXX tom 

orrow Xxxxxx xxxx xxxxxx xxxxxx xxxxx xxxxx xxxxx xxx 

x xxxx xxxx xxxxx xxxxx xxxxx xxxxx xxxxx xxxxx xxxx 

will first vote xxxxxxx xx to accept or reject the Universit 

y offers. xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xx 

xxxxx xxxx if the offers are rejected, xxxxxxx xxxxxxx 

xxxxxxx there will be a strike xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx 

xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xx a show of hands. 

xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx 

xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxixxx Xx encourag 

e you to xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xx 

xxxxx xx reflect x the views of xxxxxxx employees xxxxx 

xx xx. The 2015 Final Offer xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xx lead to a 

29 day strike xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxx 

xx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxx 

x xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx x. 
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YXXX UNIVERSITY 

 

DAY 18 

------------------ 

no bargaining poetry yesterday 

(contray to reports you may have seen) 

just lipstick and an annual mammogram 

—a return to routine labour— 

disrupting picketing and all other work, picturing instea 

d 

all-queer medicine: high fashion over high risk. no senti 

nels. 

if i had been thinking in lines, i might've been comforted 

, 

The University: "business as usual" 

The Union: "no concessions" 

 

DAY 36 

------------------------------------ 

YXXX disappointed xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx 

 

We are deeply disappointed with xxxxxxx xx members o 

f the Union xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxx rejecting our xxxxxx 

offers xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxx 

xxx xxxxxxx xxxxx. 

We have been consistent. We provided a xxxxxxx xxxxx 

xx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxx 

x xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxXxx five weeks xxxxxxx x strike 

xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxx and proposals 

that are unreasonable xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxx 
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xx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxxx xxxxxx 

x xxxxxxx xxxxxxx x. 

YXxx UNIVERSITY 

 

DAY 37 

------------------------------------- 

Strike offers students lessons in brevity 

@Mxxxxx • 4hrs ago 

Replying to @TheUnion 

Cunts 

 

DAY 44 

-------------------------------------------- 

all attempts at bargaining art have failed. 

best stick to striking. 
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Fiction 
 

Aesthetician by Allison McFarland 

After so many visits to the promotion room I should have memorized every depression in the 

coffee table, however small, made by the force of so many individual mugs planting themselves 

on the surface. As if the degree of assertion of the mug's position allowed the person clinging to 

the glazed porcelain to stay. My fingertips tease the indentations, some deeper than others, but 

all perfectly partial circles. I coaxed them, the aestheticians ready for their promotion, to look at 

me, every time feeling I had thrust my entire arm through the filmy tunnel of a black widow's 

web. Immune, I continued.   

In my first week, Steve Sullivan summoned me to his office, gestured for me to sit on the 

concrete chair opposite his desk. An homage to brutalist design. Too heavy to move closer or 

further, and no cushion. Sometimes Steve Sullivan called an aesthetician in to sit on the chair 

while he perused documents with no ulterior goal than to measure how long the aesthetician 

would sit still for, and he somehow equated this ability to sit, immobile, on solid stone with 

strength of character.   

In my first week, I possessed no notion of Mr. Sullivan's proclivity for inciting discomfort. Just out 
of university, working an internship at Central Processing, and desperate to get hired as a full 
aesthetician. And I was the only woman.   

Statisticians fed us the knowledge that women were, simply, 'choosing not to pursue such 

occupations or career trajectories associated with the creation of memory reservoirs.' We did 

not choose to create memory reservoirs because we only saw women stored in membraries. 

Throughout our degrees we transposed our useless memories, factoids and experiences, to 

free enough space for education. And every time we did, we gave the cast-off thoughts to a 

woman, a grandmother. Imbued with a fear so tangible and paralysing, so real, by the repetition 

of women, you begin to see your face, the pattern of freckles and nearly faded acne scars on 

every MR until you transpose all memory of that face and find yourself unrecognisable when 

you arrive home and catch yourself in the mirror in the entrance way above the squat table that 

you toss your keys onto before removing your shoes.   

My best friend, Ryan, with her male-coded name to get her resume through the first screening 

process. Ryan. Whose parents set her up to succeed, whose fiancée called me, slobbering 

because not only did she not know her own features, but she had self-induced prosopagnosia. 

Transposition, back then, was not as precise as today.   

I did not benefit from the same luxuries as Ryan. My parents settled for 'Genevieve.' A name 

you must prove, command attention with or recede, forgotten. I whittled away my childhood on 

the outskirts of a city. My parents succumbed to the fantasy of suburbia, but bought so far out 

the city never grew to reach us, and I made playthings of the wilderness beyond the back fence. 

Discarded branches became maps to alternate worlds: the hollowed inside of a cedar 
transformed into a cave, a hive, a place to create a new colony; leaves larger than my palms 

were birds, patient, ready to wrestle a vole as it trundled by; the mosquito netting cast between 

shrubs made luminous gloves that could direct the fantastic to overwhelm the fence for our little 
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yard and push itself through the backdoor and into the kitchen where my mother canned 

tomatoes out of habit, tradition. Instead of netting, the gloves wove themselves from silk, 

spider's silk, and the black widow whose house I plunged my hand down let me know her 

displeasure. I flung her off, but soon my hand spasmed and every muscle in my arm, then 

shoulder, then across to my other arm, flinched incessantly. I upset my mother's box of salt 

when I fell through the doorway.   

When Steve Sullivan called me into his office, I lunged toward his door with the same verve I 
had for those silken gloves. 

 

"You might not know, but CP put out a new directive that all aestheticians, upon reaching age 
sixty-five are given the option of a promotion or termination." Mr. Sullivan spoke before I sat on 
the uncompromising chair.   

"I am neither sixty-five nor an aesthetician." 

"Yet. Not an aesthetician, yet. You will deliver the option of termination or promotion to Darryl, 
who celebrated his birthday yesterday. Here, read this. You meet with him in twenty minutes."   

I took the proffered folder and began scanning the pages, still standing at almost the centre of 
Steve Sullivan's office.   
"And do sell the promotion. Company interests and all." 
 
"The promotion is becoming a memory reservoir for use at membraries." 
 
"Do you have a problem advocating on behalf of our employer?" 
 
I felt my smile pulse in my eyes. "No, no problem at all." All these men, getting older, and when 
they outlive their usefulness in a physical sense, repurposed as a storage facility.  Statisticians 
market memory reservoirs as a state of being where the elderly can relive their best years 
through their memories while performing their civic duty of accepting extraneous memories from 
the working class and students. I learned from those marketing advertisements. No other 
aesthetician could produce the same results: a ninety-three percent acceptance rate of the 
promotion. And the other seven percent usually did volunteer themselves as MRs when their 
children left home or their spouse passed. Eventually, I delivered all company promotions. I 
waited twelve years to propose the ultimatum to Steve Sullivan. And I savoured every syllable.   
 
"Steve, you know what this meeting regards. You should have already decided. I expect you did 
decide, but upon sinking into the sofa across from me, you began reconsidering. Tea or 
coffee?"   
Bravado stolen, Steve looked at the fine creases on his hands, crumpled into them. Some part 
of him thought he was important enough, special even, to turn sixty-five without consequence. 
Devoted, he resolved to accept the promotion, until he reasoned that the company denied 
showing the same loyalty to him. Unoriginal. I raised my finger as if I were my younger self and 
still taking notes in class, tentatively positing a question. An intern brought a mug of 
decaffeinated Lady Grey, thinned with skim milk and laced with one spoon of sugar.   
 
I practiced variations of this move until I mastered the balance of demure deference and 
withheld authority. I offer both tea and coffee, but not choice. Now, I find myself in that familiar 
room, but opposite my armchair. I neglected to consider the ivory cotton from this perspective 
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before, how the impenetrability of its weave added to my demeanour. Comforting to know I will 
not miss the feel of that straight back against my own, that instead I will relive the moments in 
entirety. I will dwell in this room, revel in the panicked breathing of the men across from me 
because I lived here, in every sense.   
 
In this room, I can linger. Taste the undulations in the air as the men curl into their knees, 
rendered, suddenly, infantile, despite knowing this moment would come. Perhaps the majority 
transpose this inevitability, choose to ignore the conversation to come. But that would be 
tedious, would require the transposition of the summons of every co-worker to this room and 
every conversation about approaching sixty-fifth birthdays. I suppose they practice a willful self-
deception over an authentic ignorance.   
 
I considered signing the papers to become a memory reservoir last week, as a statement of my 
confidence in the company and excitement for the promotion. I had this debate with myself 
earlier, decades ago, when I contemplated transitioning into a memoir, the advanced version of 
an MR that retains other's memories for future viewing, when my brain was young enough. No 
one wanted a memoir older than twenty-nine, at least not back then. Now most prefer under 
twenty-five. Statisticians say the age limit depends on the rate of mental deterioration and 
storage, but they mean to say the market determines the limit. I would have, back then, if I had 
already promoted Steve Sullivan, but he was too young and I waited to tell him the good news.   
 
I decided not to pre-emptively sign because I craved, almost lusted, to know my successor. 
Alone in the promotion room. Maybe the company wants to make me sweat, maybe they doubt 
my commitment to the program. Or maybe they still seek my replacement.  I hope they send a 
man.   
They do not, of course. A man cannot handle or control me, never has. Smart, they send Aliyah, 
dressed in her fenestration scrubs.  
 
"So sorry I'm late, Genie." 
 
I don't bother acknowledging her. 
 
"I mean, Ms. Marks. They told me to 'embody a distant professionalism.'" 
 
"Why would they instruct that?" 
 
Aliyah twirls a pen between her fingers. Amateur move, which she realises and stuffs the pen 
into her breast pocket. She breathes outward twice. 
"I must inform you of the choice before you: a promotion, where you will serve the Central 
Processor with your entire mind; or termination, which does not include a pension or reference 
letter."   
 
"Oh, Aliyah, sweetheart. Your delivery is all wrong. You do not 'inform' me, you need to 
convince me. Refuse to offer the choice."   
 
"But it is a choice. A personal one at that." 
 
"No, no, no. Not a choice, a business model, a framework. The CP, the company, through you, 
wants me to accept the promotion because then they spend less on recruitment advertisements 
for memory reservoirs. You are an ambassador, Aliyah. Act like one."   
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"That doesn't seem fair." 
 
"Fair? You want to talk about fairness? What about the empty beds in the membraries that lead 
to increased wait times for users and elevated stress put on the MRs that necessarily means 
those units wear out quicker than anticipated? What about the job opening I leave for a 
younger, even brighter, aesthetician to fill? You cannot argue that I should stay, not with my 
arthritis. What if I create a stylobate one capillary too large and ruin a whole model?"   
 
Aliyah blinks, faster, restrains a thin tear from overwhelming her eyelashes. 
 
I lower my voice, almost whisper. "Forget about the company. You, Aliyah, want me to volunteer 
for the operation so I can continue to help people in the only capacity that remains. You do not 
want me cast from my office to live on what meager amounts I saved while the cost of living 
towers higher than the skyscrapers in this city. You do not wish that fate on anyone."   
 
Aliyah's palms viciously wipe at her cheeks, rubbing away tears that haven't yet dropped. She 
opens her mouth to speak but emits a high-pitched keen, interrupted by a bout of hiccups. They 
leave her shuddering on the chair for longer than I expect. Perhaps they want her to consider a 
position as a memoir, and this was a last promotion for me to give.   
 
Dom enters with a blanket that he holds up to entice Aliyah to stand. His arms barrel around 
her, swathing her in the blue fleece, and leads her out without a glance at me.   
 
"Who next?" I cross my arms at the camera in the mirror on the opposite wall. My face, flushed, 
glowers back. This is my room, my home. I cannot tolerate my web callously brushed away to 
allow space for a timid creature to nest. They should have accepted my offer to train the other 
aestheticians in the art of promotions. Perhaps they will reconsider, keep me on for another 
week, maybe two, just to make sure someone can get the job done.   
 
By the time the door opens my skin has faded to its usual muted pink. Jeremy enters, stands 
with his hands on the back of my chair, the one opposite where I sit, one I know so well.   
 
"Where to begin." He refuses to ask. I like Jeremy and his questions coated in confidence, 
delivered as answers. He might suffice. 
 
"Offer me tea or coffee." 
 
"I did not ask. And you know we do not provide coffee; it destabilises the sedative used on 
models." 
 
"Yes, I know. Offer it nonetheless." 
 
"But everyone knows we do not have coffee to offer." 
 
"Precisely." I smile at him, all lips. 
 
"Okay. Tea or coffee, Genevieve?" Jeremy finally sits. 
 
"Do not wait for a response. Have the tea ready; force the mug into my fingers." 
 
He smirks at me, "Oh no. We're doing this my way." 
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Jeremy stands still. Eyes gouging into me. 
 
I gesture at him with my chin. "You think you're special. How precious." 
 
He abandons his post, moves closer. Puts his arms on either side of my face, holding onto the 
back of 
the sofa. His breath, redolent of spearmint gum, oozes into my mouth, nose. I push myself flat 
against 
the sofa back and he wedges a knee between mine.  
 
"Did you consider yourself valuable because of the results you produced in here." 
 
"Jeremy. Stop." 
 
"What? We're having a conversation and I asked you a question." 
 
I shove his shoulders and he stands upright. Laughs, while he lowers himself atop the coffee 
table. I feel 
my venom leave, evaporate from my pores. I am an old woman. 
 
"Genie, you know I respect you. Sign the promotion papers and go home. And then relive all 
those times you felt powerful and forget about your inconsequential impact here. Anyone could 
have  done the job. Anyone." 
 
I unbutton the top two beads of my blouse and lean forward. "Do you feel powerful? Bullying an 
old woman into submission. Do not confuse me with the interns who allow your caresses for the 
hope of a job."   
 
No, my venom did not leave, instead it burrowed deeper and found my younger self sitting on 
that concrete chair in Steve Sullivan's office. Trying not to blink as Mr. Sullivan's fingers 
grappled inside her. Scratched her cervix and radiated pain through her abdomen. He refused 
to look at her, but she stared into his Adam's Apple and envisioned herself biting into the flesh, 
how it would taste like a red delicious, sweet.   
 
"My relations with women are not your concern. If they did not want my affections they would 
simply refuse." 
 
Jeremy still sits on the table, arms at his sides, his body language a mockery of invitation. I 
stand and trap his legs between mine, kneel on the table so my pelvis pins him. Grainy linen 
between my legs.   
 
"They could just say 'no'?" I extend my hand beneath me, into my underwear. Jeremy wriggles 
but does not push me backwards, does not scream out his distress. I remove the black widow 
from my vagina, cloaked in a film of white-ish liquid, my own web, and ease her into his mouth. 
His tongue laps at the offer. 
 
I pluck the promotion papers from the inside pocket of his jacket and release him. "Do you have 
a pen?"   
  



20 
 

Painting on Waves 
by Nolan Janssens 
 
Tommy Faa knew how he wanted to die. Tommy didn't notice the centipede inching its way up 
his board shorts nor the wailing of the morning adhan from the village mosque. He was out cold 
until the crowing of several roosters broke his drunken sleep. With every crow, a brain cell in 
Tommy's throbbing brain seemed to burst; something Tommy would neither complain about nor 
admit. When Tommy finally built up the courage to open his eyes and face the light of day, he 
awoke to complete darkness. Tommy worried that the Arak liquor had blinded him, something 
he was warned about, but he took his chances. Tommy banged on the walls around him, 
looking for a light switch. He had almost found the door handle when the door suddenly opened, 
the merciless morning light hitting him. When Tommy reopened his bloodshot eyes, a grinning 
Indonesian man dressed in straggly clothing, stood in front of him holding a cup of coffee.   
 
"Tommy the Arak man!" The Indonesian man said with a thick accent. Tommy noticed various 
rusty tools and a broken (but most likely still being used) bicycle. Looking up, he saw a tin 
ceiling infested with ants and shrouds of cobwebs. This wasn't the first time Tommy had woken 
up in an unfamiliar shed.   
 
"Where am I?" Asked Tommy as he grabbed the strong, black coffee. 
 
"Indonesia." 
 
"Cheeky." 
 
"You're in Kuta." 
 
"Kuta, Bali?" 
 
"Kuta, Lombok." 
 
At that moment Tommy's phone rang. Tommy searched his pockets. When he looked up, the 
Indonesian man laughed and handed Tommy the phone. 
 
"I charge it for you." 
 
Tommy accepted the call. 
 
"Hey, man! Naw, I'm in Lombok! I dunno how I got here, Ryan. I'm guessing a boat!" Tommy 
diverted his attention to the Indonesian man. "How long will it take to get to Uluwatu?" 
 
"Four hours! if there's a fast boat available." 
 
"I can be there in four hours! Since I'll miss training, I'll train here. Competition's not for another 
three 
days! Yea, I'll be there tomorrow then, Ryan." 
 
"There's surfing around here, yeah?" 
 
"Yes, but not today. Big storm coming." 
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"Fine by me." 
 
"I call my cousin, Dee. Dee is the best surfer in Lombok. He give you good price, my friend." 
 

* * * 
Dee was born in Kuta, Lombok several years before it became noticed by the western surf 
community. The beaches and waterfalls around Kuta attracted tourists and when the tourists 
came out to play, so did Dee. Dee, among many of the children born in Kuta, was destined to 
never leave his hometown. He could name every capital city in Europe and knew enough Dutch 
and English phrases to sell anything to the tourists—for three times the valued price. His little 
sister praised him for his crafty ways. With her wide, innocent eyes, she followed him around 
like a baby quail following its mother. For years to come, no man would compare to her brother.   
 
As Dee grew older, he wanted nothing more than to continue with school but when his father 
decided to have two wives, his children from the second wife became his duty. What little 
money they had before was even more sparse now.. By thirteen, Dee had grown tired of 
hustling tourists, but he was now the man of the house. He needed to make enough money so 
that his little sister could stay in school. When the first group of surfers came to town, Dee 
foresaw Kuta's potential as a surfing hub.   
 
Several years later, when the surfers started to come by the thousands, Dee was ready. He 
could ride better than anyone on the island, and whatever money he made, went to his family or 
hiring other locals as instructors for his surf school. He dreamt of one day becoming a 
professional surfer and making enough money to move to Australia, but with the little money he 
had saved, he would never obtain his dream visa. Now, at thirty, it seemed unlikely Dee's fate 
would change. Dee told Tommy all of this in broken English on the way the point break pick-up.   
 
"Cut the sob story, mate. We're going surfing," Tommy said as Dee sped through the narrow, 
pothole-laden road. "If you want a tip, don't yap about how broke you are. Show me how well 
you can surf. If you don't suck, maybe I'll fly you down under myself."   
 
"Really?" 
 
"Don't get your hopes up. I've been known to break promises." 
 
"Is that what your wife says?" 
 
"I'm still playing the field." 
 
"What?" 
 
"I'm not married." 
 
"Men our age should be married." 
 
"If I could have multiple wives like you, maybe I would be." 
 
Dee's laughter rumbled from his stomach. His laughter turned into a prideful smile as he said, 
"Not every Muslim has many wives. I only have one wife, and I will always have only one wife."   
 
"But if you fell in love with someone else, you wouldn't have to worry." 



22 
 

 
"I would worry about my son and daughter. I make promise to not be like my father." 
 
"Now that's a promise I wish I could keep," Tommy said more to himself than to Dee. 
 
The potholes disappeared as they arrived in a village with more chickens and stray dogs than 
people. Dee parked the van in front of his surf shop. The second Tommy jumped out of the 
vehicle, two little kids tried to sell him their self-made yarn bracelets.   
 
"I give you good price, my friend." The two children repeated the phrase several times before 
Dee stepped out from the vehicle and intervened.   
 
"These are my children, Intan and Arif," Dee said. Arif had the same dark, brown eyes as his 
father, but as a four-year-old, his skin was not yet beaten by the weather. Intan was only a year 
older than her brother but possessed a protective quality that was almost motherly. Her green 
eyes filled with a sullen sweetness, and her facial features were finer than those of Arif.   
 
"Are you going to become little shredders?" Tommy asked. 
 
The children gave Tommy a blank stare. 
 
"Surfers," Tommy said. 
 
"I'm already a surfer," Arif said. 
 
"How about you?" Tommy asked Intan. 
 
Intan wouldn't look up at Tommy. 
 
"She has to take care of the house. She has to learn from her mother," Dee exclaimed. 
 
"Saya ingin menjadi seperti Maria" I want to be like Maria, Intan said. 
 
"Adikku bukan seorang ibu. Kamu tidak akan menjadi seperti dia." My sister is not a mother. 
You will not be like her, Dee said. 
 
Intan stormed off with Arif quickly following. 
 
"So, what was that about?" Tommy asked. 
 
"Let's surf," Dee said. 
 
Tommy and Dee grabbed their surfboards from the roof of the van and walked between two 
restaurants. A small opening led to the tiny harbor. The port contained two rundown motorboats 
and three Jukungs. The Jukung's wooden canoe-like hulls had double outriggers attached by 
four spider-like wooden legs—the traditional build—but with fourstroke engines connected to the 
back. Dee waved at someone in a Jukung a hundred meters way. As the Jukung approached, 
Tommy noticed an Indonesian woman piloting it. Her grey, wet t-shirt clung to her breasts. She 
had the type of body, which even when modestly dressed, looked free and nude. Her green 
Hijab was wrapped around her face and accentuated her eyes that held more emotional grit 
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than Iranian women in a National Geographic photograph. Tommy wouldn't have known he was 
lovestruck because Tommy has never experienced love.   
 
"Kenapa kamu di sini?" Why are you here? Asked Dee. 
 
"Because your friends have little balls," the woman said with an understandable Indonesian 
accent that delighted Tommy. 
 
"What?" 
 
"They won't use the boat in this weather. No balls." 
 
"This is my type of woman," Tommy whispered to Dee. 
 
"This is my sister." 
 
For once, Tommy didn't know how to respond. Tommy couldn't stop staring at Maria. The 
morning sunlight had found its way between the clouds, casting a golden ring around Maria's 
green eyes.   
 
"Are you Tommy Faa, the surfer?" Maria asked as she lifted Tommy's surfboard into the boat. 
 
"Yup." 
 
"An Australian couple showed me a video of you. You almost killed yourself on the Garret 
McNamara, and rode it again the day you got out of the hospital." 
 
"Okay, we go before the storm is worse," Dee said. 
 
"You speak much better English than your brother," Tommy said. 
 
"That's because she has no family to make food for. She only needs to think about herself." 
 
From Maria's insouciance, Tommy could see that the siblings have had this conversation many 
times before. 
 
"I only think about myself too. We'd make a horrible team," Tommy said. 
 
Maria smiled with her back turned to Tommy and gunned the engine while Tommy and Dee 
were still standing. Dee caught his balance, but Tommy fell flat on his ass, laughing.   
 
"We'll be at the point break in ten minutes," Maria said. 
 
Nobody said a word the whole way there. Dee concentrated on waxing his surfboard, even 
though it was freshly waxed. Maria didn't see the need in conversation; she was happy knowing 
that Tommy was memorizing the teasing way her t-shirt traced her backside.   
 

* * * 
 
Maria stayed in the Jukung in case something happened to Tommy or Dee. As Maria watched 
Tommy surf, he showed her everything about himself. The ocean was his canvas, and he 
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painted the stories of his life on each wave. The waves became messier and more sporadic as 
the winds picked up, but the more difficult it became to catch a wave, the more free Tommy 
seemed to appear. He paddled with unyielding aggression, but as soon as he stood on that 
board, he was free from pain. He seemed to blend water and air into one element as he flew 
from the waves. When he dropped from the sky and landed back onto the wave, he never fell. 
Whether he landed backward, forward, or sideways, he quickly maneuvered the board in 
whichever way he chose. He had full control over his board until the storm picked up, and that's 
when Maria saw Tommy's self-destructive nature.   
 
Dee's surfing was impeccable. This point-break helped raise him, and he knew the waves better 
than he knew his father. Dee didn't have the eclectically creative bag of tricks like Tommy did, 
but he knew which waves were better to ride. Their tenacity and power were on par, but unlike 
Tommy, Dee liked to stay in control.   
 
"There's no way to tell how waves will crash now," Dee said. 
 
"No balls, as Maria would say!" Tommy said. 
 
"The tide is lower. We will crash into coral." 
 
"Saltwater cleans the cuts, my man." 
 
"I'm done, Tommy. Please come." 
 
Tommy didn't listen. As Dee struggled to paddle back to the boat, Tommy paddled out to where 
he hoped the next set would come. Maria was busy bailing out water from the boat. The wind-
formed waves kept crashing in.   
 
"Dee!" Maria said, pointing at the wave forming behind Tommy. Dee looked back and saw 
Tommy surf a wave four times his height; the biggest wave of the day, but not even close to the 
biggest wave of his life. The wave, at first, broke left as Tommy expected. Anyone could see 
that Tommy was struggling to keep his balance in the high winds. Tommy expected to lose a bit 
of control, but what he did not expect was that the wave would suddenly break all at once. The 
wave picked Tommy up and then threw him down onto the coral with its several tons of might. 
Before Dee could say anything, Maria grabbed his board and jumped into the water. By the time 
Maria reached Tommy, he had been dragged onto the rocks below the cliff. The whitewash 
usually subsides at the rocks, but with the winds, the waves slammed Tommy against the rock 
behind him. Tommy was smiling as Maria approached.   
 
"Shit's gnarly," Tommy said. 
 
"Can you move?" Asked Maria. 
 
"Everything but my right arm." 
 
"Use my board to get to the boat. I'll swim." Maria noticed that Tommy's board had split in two. 
 
Dee brought the Jukung as close as he could to Maria and Tommy without hitting the rocks or 
being too close to the waves. It took Maria and Tommy fifteen minutes to swim one hundred 
meters to the boat; the winds kept pushing them back toward the rocks. As soon as Tommy 
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reached the Jukung, Dee hefted Tommy's bloody body from the water. "It's not a very safe surf 
school you're running here," Tommy said to Dee.   
 
"Fuck you," Dee said. 
 

* * * 
Dee and Maria brought Tommy to the clinic where the Doctor applied twenty stitches down the 
right side of his back and five stitches on his forearm. Fortunately, his arm wasn't broken but 
severely sprained. The doctor advised Tommy to keep his arm in the sling for three weeks 
followed by two weeks of rest. Tommy thought they did a good job (not that he has high medical 
standards) until he asked if he had a concussion; something the doctor should have checked for 
at first. The doctor used the tips of his fingers to press lightly onto the back of Tommy's skull in a 
massage-like manner.   
 
"Does that hurt?" Asked the doctor. 
 
"Uh, nope." Said Tommy. 
 
The doctor repeated the finger pressing three more times on various parts of Tommy's skull. If 
Tommy hadn't been so amused by the doctor's inept concussion examination, he may have 
noticed the discomfort.   
 
"Does that hurt?" 
 
"Nope, not there either." 
 
"Great, your brain isn't bleeding." 
 
"But do I have a concussion?" 
 
"Oh yes." 
 
What ever happened to seeing if my pupils react to light, Tommy thought. After Maria had made 
sure the receptionists didn't overcharge Tommy, and that they hadn't taken down all his credit 
card information, Dee and Maria brought him to an ATM. Tommy took out four hundred 
American, approximately five million Indonesian rupiahs. He paid Dee for the rented surfboard, 
boat gas, and his time. He split the remaining four in half million rupiah among Dee, Maria, and 
himself.   
 
"What's this for?" Asked Dee. 
 
"You'll need that money to come with me. You're going to surf at the Rip Curl invitational. I'll 
make sure of it." Tommy then looked Maria. "As for you! I would like your company."   
 
Maria burst out laughing. "My company?" From the few hours Maria knew Tommy, she knew 
that he had never used the words your company in his life.   
 
"I want you to come with me, Maria." 
 
Maria smiled and said, "I'll book the fast boat for tomorrow morning." 
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"I can't leave my family," Dee said after a moment of staring at the money as though it were a 
sacred map he couldn't read. 
 
"You will be back in four days. I'll give your family the money they need for the week,"Tommy 
said. 
 
"Why do you do this for me?" 
 
"I told you I would." 
 
"I thought you break promises." 
 
"I didn't promise you shit." 
 

* * * 
 
Arif and Intan were in a state of jubilation that their father would be in a surf competition, and 
Tommy would be with Maria. Dee's wife, Sania, however, could not be convinced by words. 
Fortunately, Tommy's cash told Sania all she wanted to hear. Tommy saved his manager for 
last. After several moments Ryan calmed down and said he would speak with Tommy's 
sponsors. Turns out, that some of the sponsors knew about Dee's surf school and thought that 
sponsoring him for the competition would have a high marketability in Indonesia. After two days 
of training, it was time for Dee to enter the Rip Curl Invitational.   
 

* * * 
 
Maria and Tommy sat on Padang Padang beach watching the surfers and drinking a beer. It 
was Maria's first time drinking in public. For once, she didn't have to worry about being further 
alienated by her community. Tommy was the first man that looked at Maria with nothing other 
than admiration, not only for her physique but for her mind and rebellious spirit. They didn't need 
to hold hands; they held one another in each other's eyes. They were looking into the future; 
something neither has ever cared about until now.   
 
"Did Dee tell you the story about my father and his second wife?" Maria asked. 
 
"I assume he tells all the tourists," Tommy said. 
 
"I wanted to blame my father for leaving. Instead, I blamed our religion." 
 
"I have a sister from a different mother and two half brothers whom I've never met. And my 
father's an Atheist." 
 
"So it's men we should blame?" Maria intoned facetiously. 
 
"I never had a chance to hear my dad's side of the story, but that's a safe bet." 
 
"Do you want children?" 
 
"No." 
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Maria smiled, happy with the answer, and Tommy knew it. At that moment, they heard the 
announcement for Dee. The wave forming behind Dee was four to five meters high. The largest 
wave Dee had ever surfed. Maria's heart was racing, and Tommy's head was thumping.   
 
For the first several seconds of Dee's ride, he rode without style, it was as though he was still 
finding his balance. The velocity of the wave felt new to him, but as soon the power transferred 
over to Dee, he playfully cut back and forth. He used the new found speed to his advantage and 
popped into the air, executing two flawless one hundred and eighty degree spins. Dee 
immediately cut back towards the barrel. The wave broke faster than anticipated, Dee 
disappeared into the tunnel of water for what seemed like an eternity to Maria. The wave was 
nearing the end of its life. It appeared that the several tons of water would crash onto Dee. As 
soon as the barrel collapsed, Dee spat out from the whitewash with everyone on the beach 
cheering. Everyone except for Tommy. Maria looked back and saw Tommy holding his head in 
pain.   
 
"Tommy, what's up?" Maria asked. 
 
Tommy couldn't answer. With every exhale, he groaned with an animalistic distress. The 
lacerated sounds seemed unnatural coming from Tommy.   
 
"Tommy!" 
 
Without looking at Maria, Tommy stood up and grabbed a surfboard that lay next to a teenager 
with blond dreadlocks passed out on the ground. Tommy continued to walk towards the ocean 
with tears of torment swelling his eyes. He stood where the water washed up onto his feet, 
holding the surfboard in his good arm. He heard the announcement for Dee's nearly perfect 
score. For what may have been a fraction of a second, Tommy felt a lifetime of peace. He 
stared at the little beach break wave forming in front of him. It was the same type of wave 
Tommy would have learned to ride on as a child. As the wave collapsed so did Tommy. It was 
the only thing he ever planned.   
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Non-fiction 
 

In Sheep's Clothing 
by Kym Cunningham 
 
This story was previously published in Here Comes Everyone. 
 
His fur glistens like the blood on his teeth. I am five years old and already I know what that 
tastes like. My throat closes iron-shut as bones crunch beneath impossibly large paws. He has 
killed so many already in this fatal game of hide-and-seek.   
 
I am just now beginning to understand the rules: he sniffs out the bad, follows the scent of their 
crimes like a map—gurgled screams cut the air behind a bookshelf, a bloody X marks the spot 
under an oak table. I am crouched behind a treasure chest, filled with the still-beating hearts of 
the people I love, hiding amidst houses I haven’t lived in yet. The only sense I can make is the 
fear whispering through my bones, black and red—the colors of this nightmarescape. He has 
made me terrified of who I might become.   
 
This dream followed me as I aged, leaping years and continents as if human concepts of time 
and distance held no importance for monsters. Every time I thought I was safe, falling asleep a 
little too easily, the dream would envelop me, swallowing me whole until I awoke in darkness 
amidst choked screams. It hasn’t changed since that first time, only now I recognize the house 
on Stonybrook Lane, the Parkway West High School auditorium, the Pennsylvania forest behind 
my first boyfriend’s house where my heels stuck in funeral mud—all the places I’d come to know 
later in life foreshadowed in a childhood nightmare. In the dream, I haven’t changed either: I am 
somehow both five and sixteen and twenty-eight years old, my identity collapsed into a singular 
self petrified at the monster I know lurks just around the darkened corner.   
 
There are things we can’t explain in this life, no matter how hard we try—dreams that come to 
fruition, ironies no one else can see that stick in the back of our throats. If you’ve ever tried to 
explain this spider-web knowledge you know what I mean: the confused looks it engenders, the 
concern evident in eyes and voices who can’t understand why it bothers you that this dream as 
old as your memory conflates with your discovered love for wolves in the third grade, how this 
beast of your nightmares became the animal you most associate with—the fierce loyalty to 
family, the historical persecution, the paradoxical proximity to and separation from Western 
humanity— something inherent that spoke to the core of your identity which your imagination 
bastardized into monstrosity before you even realized this affinity. Experience has taught us that 
conversations are the key to understanding, that language has the power to bridge gaps in our 
consciousness, but the idea that two heads are better only works when the second can 
separate speaker from speech.   
 
I described it to a stranger once, my shrink, to see if putting emotional distance in the 
communication would alter the reception, but he diagnosed it as a byproduct of anxiety and 
wrote it off on a prescription pad, trusting the panacea of man to cure what he believed was 
wrong with me. The pills stopped my dreams but made me too slow, halting my processing 
speed, my tongue and brain thick and heavy under the influence of science I neither liked nor 
understood. Amidst the fog of suppression, I realized I couldn’t pick and choose knowledge. I 
preferred psychological discomfort to chemically induced ignorance so I flushed the pills down 
the toilet and canceled my remaining appointments.   
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The dream came back in force. I tried to lean into it, searching my field of vision for clues about 
something, anything, that would lend meaning to this chaos of fear and prophesied memory. But 
it was the same, just like I was the same, waking in the dark with a scream only I could hear 
echoing in internal confinement.   
 
And echo it did, nightmare memories permeating my waking hours, shadowing the back of my 
thoughts, split-second hallucinations flooding my senses sharper than reality: the dire curve of 
blood-laden teeth, the smell of gore and fear, the silence that comes right before pierced 
screams. I couldn’t control or ignore them, realizing the dream was as much a part of me as 
anything I had experienced. In fact, it was more: clearer than my memories, more consistent 
than existence, something that persisted through time and space. It was like watching a movie 
over and over, only I was an actor—sans agency— trapped in the action unfolding onscreen.   
 
The television metaphor reminded me of the 15- minute Disney short, Peter and the Wolf, but 
what I remembered from this was neither the protagonist nor the plot. Instead, I remembered 
huddling in my childhood bed against the arctic snows of Finland, thinking of the wolf amidst the 
Russian darkness.   
 
Certain that this wolf—the wolf of a children’s film— had overthrown my dreams, following me 
under the cover of darkness to awaken primordial fear and slaughter notions of security, I 
decided to re-watch the movie. I thought that if I knew the root of the dream, the inspiration 
behind the monster, I could put it to rest. I thought I would be free.   
 
But watching the cartoon of my nightmare loom above Peter on my computer screen, I realized 
my dream version was both this wolf and not. My wolf was more monstrous in every 
conceivable way: he was more realistic, more calculating, more brutal; he had turned the nature 
of the hunt into a sadistic game of morality in which there was no escaping fate. My 
subconscious had given him a code to live by—kill the bad—impregnating him with manmade 
ideas of virtue and justice. He was more monstrous, then, precisely because I had made him 
more human.   
 
Make no mistake: he was my creation, just as all monsters have arisen out of manmade 
invention—the creature we use to make our children stay in bed at night, the bipedal wolf we 
design to keep children away from strangers. The product of human fabrication, monsters abide 
by manmade codes, existing at the conflated juncture of Man and beast. Werewolves, vampires, 
zombies: they are both human and not, defying the kind of categorization that gives us a false 
sense of security, the belief in anthropocentric dominion over nature resultant from knowledge. 
They are the manifestation of our fear, humanity’s inability to control its creation after birth.   
 
But this knowledge is too disturbing to face, so we placate our adult selves with the belief that 
werewolves and vampires are the stuff of myth, stories meant to frighten those terrified of 
imagination. We convince ourselves that our terror as children resulted from the possibility that 
monsters were real, that they hid in closets or slithered somewhere outside the shadows of our 
minds. In our alleged loss of innocence, we try to forget their most horrifying quality: humanity.   
 
Because monsters are more than mere human creation; they are humanity. Trace lore to find 
history: werewolves are more palatable than medieval French aristocrats with a taste for 
slaughtering nameless boys, vampires less horrifying than the infamous Countess Elizabeth 
Báthory bathing in virgin blood to preserve youthful beauty. Go back less than a hundred years 
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to find evidence of zombies, masses starved into the walking dead who know cannibalism to be 
the last resort for survival.   
 
Modern psychology attempts to categorize these behaviors with diagnoses like antisocial 
personality disorder, believing that labeling serial killers as amoral gets us one step closer to 
truth and reality. Psychologists put Ted Bundy and Donald Henry Gaskins in boxes to be 
studied, as though science can unravel the mysteries of monsters.   
 
But there is no mystery to monsters. They are our own creations, the products of abuse, rape, 
and neglect—often by their own progenitors—their seemingly unconscionable actions the very 
embodiment of humanity. As Frankenstein’s monster exacts vengeance upon its maker so too 
are we made to pay for our sins; our insistence that we are somehow inherently different from—
more developed than—Nature becomes the very mechanism by which we ensure downfall, 
producing our own monstrous destruction Scholars say that we make our own monsters, but I 
think it’s simpler than that, so simple I tried to forget as an adult what I knew as a child: the fear 
that left me silently screaming in solitary darkness, terrified of my subconscious understanding. .    
 
I am the wolf. Humanity is its own monstrosity. 
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