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“Among all the many misfortunes to which we are heir, it is 

only fair to admit that we are allowed the greatest degree of 

freedom of thought. It is up to us not to misuse it.” 

- André Breton, The Manifesto of Surrealism 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Finger Bang 

by Chris Thompson 

 

Back in the 70's, 80's, and even up to the early 2000's, tobacco was a major cash crop in our area. The majority 

of local families depended on money earned from tobacco sales in the fall, to survive the winter, as well as to provide 

Christmas for their kids. It was a way of life. All spring long the families would work to set float beds up; Styrofoam plates 

that held 24 seedlings of tobacco plants would float on top of the water with added nutrients inside of built platforms. While 

the seeds were taking off, the winter's cover crop of clover would be plowed under the ground, to add more nutrients to the 

soil. The field would be rough plowed in early spring. Then when the seedlings had developed a root system, the fields would 

be plowed again, then disced and furrowed for rows. The plants would be set by hand, usually. Later on, people would afford 

the setter attachments for the tractors that would seat two people. Those two people would pluck plants from the float 

trays, set them in a wheel, and the machine would drop them in the ground, a set distance apart.  

The plants would be left to grow until they developed flower tops. The tops would be cut or snapped off by hand, to 

make the plant bush out. A couple months later, farmers would drop sticks down every other row. Then, workers would cut 

the plants down, and spear them through the stalk, onto the stick. The cutters would swing very sharp specialized hatchet 

looking things, called tobacco knives. Each worker would cut two rows at a time, for a few cents a stick. Each stick would 

hold six to eight stalks of tobacco. The sticks were left in the field for a couple of weeks, before being collected, and hung in 

the rafters of a barn, to cure. In the late fall, workers would climb in the barns, dropping the sticks down. Then people would 

strip the leaves off the stalks, and press the leaves into bales.  Each plant has multiple types of leaves, and each type would 

be placed in its own bale.  The bales would then be transported to auction, where tobacco companies would bid on the lot.  

I described the process so that you could see how hard these families worked for that little bit of cash. Some 

years the price would be $.50 a pound, some years it was over $1.00 a pound. That's why the different bales for different 

leaves. The better leaves brought better money, but companies wanted the other leaves, what we called trash, as well. Just 

for a much lower price. The families worked hard, lived hard, and just barely managed to make ends meet. Back then, the 

majority of local families lived at or under the national poverty line. Hard times all around. Classic “Money’s tight and times 

are hard, so here's your fucking Christmas card" type situations. 

It had to be in the middle spring of 88 when this happened. I remember that because I had recently gotten 

married, just a few months prior to the first finger being found. I was actually on my honeymoon, which we waited to take 

for financial reasons, when the first calls came in. The mayor and even the County Attorney had their panties wadded 

around their dangly bits. I was called at three in the morning, after only getting home at one the same morning. I was 

ordered to do whatever I had to, but to get my happy ass to the department post haste. The bastards hung up on me. 

When I dragged my tired ass into the office, I was slightly shaken to see the entire force on duty, the Mayor, the 

Chief of Police and the County Attorney, all rather impatiently awaiting my arrival. I was greeted, not by happy friends, but 

by an entire building full of scared ass cops, and county officials. 

“Well, it's about fucking time. Welcome home Sheriff, now, sit your ass down so we can get you caught up on 

this...situation." The county attorney barked, before turning on a heel and leaving the room. 

"Three days ago, we received the first call, the Lawson's farmhand called 911, ranting and raving about fingers in 

the tobacco trays. Dispatch sent an ambulance and a patrol unit to respond, thinking the kid sliced a finger off at work. 



When they arrived on scene, the farmhand, a mister Timothy Grey was sitting on a tractor tire, drinking from a glass bottle 

of whiskey. I feel the need to mention it was approximately 0730 at this point.  

The EMS techs rush to his position, to examine the possible injury. I will now read Mr Grey's response verbatim, 

"Not me, you dumb ass. Look in the beds. Fuck it, I quit. Tell the Lawson's to keep the money I've worked off this week." He 

then drained the glass bottle and staggered to his camper trailer on the property. A deputy told him to stay put, as he was 

drunk, and we would arrest him if he even tried to start his truck. 

It was at this point the other deputy decided to investigate. Collins, tell the sheriff what you found." Ordered the 

Mayor. As Collins stood to talk, the Mayor exited the room, but as he was leaving, he stopped at my desk and whispered 

"Come see me immediately after you're briefed. Don't tell anyone, though."  

"As I approached the float beds, I noticed a strange scent; like wood smoke mixed with strong hints of cat piss. 

Not just the ammonia used in the beds, this was something else. I raised the plastic covering to examine the trays, and, well, 

I about shat myself, Sir." We were a relaxed agency back then. 

"I couldn't believe my eyes. Fingers. Dozens of ‘em, just wriggling around. Like a hand was under the trays, poking 

the fingers through. Except I pulled a tray out, and there was no hand. Just fingers. The first knuckle, where it would attach 

to the hand, was growing up from the soil. I plucked one out of the dirt, and...Well, Sir, it was still fucking warm. It had roots, 

red and things, just flowing from this round white bulb type thing where the knuckle was. It continued to wriggle for a while, 

but I could feel it get colder, and start moving slower. I don't know why, but I put it back in the tray and put the tray back in 

the water. A few seconds later the finger that was limp started to wriggle around again." 

"And that's when he passed out. Thankfully, EMS was already there." Laughed Collins' partner, Todd Stone.  

"As the bus monkeys (that's what we called ‘em; they called us bubble gum machines...) checked ole lightweight 

there, I decided to take a look at the float beds. I can honestly say, that was the single most disturbing thing I have ever 

seen, and I've cleaned up a cannibal murder-suicide alone. But those fucking things growing up from the trays, just 

wriggling around, reaching for anything that moved..." He finished, looking a little more than a bit sickened. 

"I sent samples of the roots and an entire finger plant to the college, and they still haven't gotten back to me. I 

can't even get the professor on the phone. From what I could see, and from everything I know, they're normal fucking 

fingers, just with roots of some kind," Our local coroner slash doctor said, polishing his glasses.  

"And now, to add to this damn situation, we have three more farms within the last twenty-four hours, all reporting 

fingers in the tobacco trays, for a total of eleven farms affected," Terry, the rookie, said.  

I sat there, trying to decide if this was all a fucking prank or if it was honestly happening. I received my definitive 

answer a couple minutes later when the Chief returned with a small clay pot. There, three fingers in the dirt, just fucking 

wriggling around and, well, looking at me. I swear, it sounds like a lie, but I swear these finger things could see. I moved my 

hand above them, and they followed. I waved at them, and they mimicked my movement. I flipped them off, and two fingers 

folded down, leaving one standing up, kind of dancing in a circular motion. 

I stood and walked my tired ass to the mayor's office. When I walked in his door, he stood and walked to the door, 

locking it behind me. He proceeded to motion towards a chair, and went back behind his desk. 

"I can tell you got to see the sample. Here, I think we need this." The mayor of the town reached in his desk and 

poured us each a tumbler of scotch. As we sipped our drinks, he continued, "I think we need to call in some of the alphabet 

squad to handle this, Sheriff. I just don't think we have the ability to handle this alone. Then, what about the families that 



were counting in that tobacco money? What do we do about them? Half of their crops are fingers. We confiscated them all, 

but that does nothing to help them." 

"Well, do we have any emergency Ag funds left? I mean, someone pays for the crops with mold damage, right? " 

"Oh yeah, sure. The Department of Ag would love to pay for a bunch of failed crops due to finger infestation... I...I 

don't even know who to call about this shit. These things came from somewhere, and we need to ship them somewhere, too. 

They tried to destroy some as an experiment in containment. They don't burn; the charred remnants will reanimate with a 

single drop of moisture. Cutting them up forces them to sprout roots, like eyes from a damn tater. The only thing I can 

figure is to try to round them up and ship em off somewhere. I can look for other ways to help the families. I need you to go 

to the tax department and get a list of properties with tobacco bases, then go check them out. I will try to figure out what to 

do with the fucking things, and find a way to supplement the families’ income this winter."  

I finished my drink and left his office, going upstairs to the tax office. I had the list printed out and found that fifty-

six other farms in the county had bases. I split my troops into seven, each getting a cruiser or county truck, and we tackled 

the list as an eight-headed worm. I took the most distant farms to the east, next to a wet county. Coincidence? Nope. My 

plan for going home that night included copious amounts of alcohol.  

The eight farms in my list all turned out dry. I got a radio message from another trooper that stopped to render 

aid at the scene of an MVA, so I finished his list out for him. On the last farm of his list, I hit the motherlode. Every plant in 

the beds was wagging fingers. I called the mayor, and he sent four county pickup trucks, with plastic in the beds so they 

could hold water, and we loaded every one of the fingers into the trucks. 

The family was devastated. They were counting on that money for living, not for comforts. Food, rent, shit like that. 

I teared up as I watch Jeb Tolson, a six foot eight, three hundred pound farmer, cry. He didn't know how he was going to 

feed his family that winter. I gave him my card, with my home phone written on the back, telling him to call me if I could help 

at all. 

On my drive back to the warehouse, I contacted our Game Warden through the radio. I told him that he needed to 

be a little more lax on some poachers this winter, and told him something had gone wrong with a major chunk of the 

populace's bases. He was supportive of the idea, but did say anyone caught that did not actually need the meat would go to 

jail, and the meat would go to the charity, as usual for families that need a little extra help. 

I arrived back at the warehouse with the evidence, just as a few of the other guys were getting back. In total, after 

the roundup, there were thirty-six farms hit by what was snidely dubbed The Finger Bang. I would later meet a few guys the 

Mayor called in, and I even called my brother. My brother was, is... odd. He loves carnivorous plants. He has dozens of Venus 

Fly Traps, Pitcher Plants, and some type of thing that looks like a fucking meat flower. The meat flower, its...nasty. It smells 

almost like a Corpse flower, but not too strong. Just strong enough to attract prey.  

The damn thing snaps shut when stimulated. It's disgusting. I was hoping maybe he could help. He couldn't, but the 

weirdo fuck did take several fingers to feed to his damn plants. I told ya, he is fucking odd. However, I would get a call from 

dear brother the next day. He tried to feed the fingers to the meat flower and pitcher plant. Evidently, when the meat flower 

snapped closed, the finger went fucking off. It managed to grow its fingernail enough to have something to cut the petals 

with. As the finger inside the meat flower struggled and fought, the others tried to crawl to its location, like they wanted to 

help. But the thing that I found the most odd about this phone call was that my brother wasn't creeped out, just pissed off 

because he paid like three grand for the meat flower. I told you, odd as fuck. 



We never figured out what those things were exactly. They never grow any bigger. When one sprout dies, a new 

fingernail will be poking through the dirt in 24 hours. I know they can live for years at a time and don't care about 

temperature, but don't act as lively in severe cold.  

The vast majority of the fingers were smuggled out West, somewhere in the PNW.  Some... Some were kept. As 

souvenirs, and for science, of course. I am sitting here watching mine wave at me right now. I kept a black one, a tan one, 

and three white ones. I originally had five white fingers. When one dies, another grows. Not always the same color or sex, 

not always different. They do not all have fingerprints; the ones that do never track to anyone, alive or dead. DNA reads as 

human, but a human that would never survive birth. They do not flower. They never develop beyond a finger. They do not 

grow any bigger than a normal human finger. The strangest thing, to me anyway, is they don't grow like a human. They 

sprout a full-grown fingernail, and then the finger emerges fully over about twenty-four hours. 

I didn't find out where they came from. We never saw them randomly appear again, and we did not call the feds. 

We did pool some cash together, and all the guys got deer tags and we hunted the fill; we distributed the meat and cash 

among the families destroyed by the finger bang. We helped them get gifts for their kids at Christmas, and we got them 

school supplies and a few outfits for the kids to start school. We couldn't replace the money they lost, but we did help some. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Basement 

by Chris Thompson 

 

I was at home, trying to explain to my wonderful wife just exactly why I had a flower pot of fingers sitting on the 

patio. I was winning the debate on keeping them when my phone decided to ring, yet again. I answered with a cocky attitude 

and a sarcastic remark along the lines of "am I the only fucking cop you know?" I was met with staunch ignorance, and an 

attitude from the coroner. 

"Look, smartass, you're the fucking Sheriff. So yeah, basically, you are the only cop I fucking know. So shove the 

snarky attitude, and get your fat ass out to the old Prater farm. Come code three if you want; it’s bad." 

I explained to my wife that I had to go. Being the daughter of a cop before marrying me, she already had a very 

clear perception of how our life together would be. As she would often say, I was married to the job, and she was but my 

mistress. I used to argue that point, but she had the proof. All of it. She had been right. But that's not the story you want to 

hear, is it? I didn't think so. 

You all want to hear about the last of the finger plants, right? Maybe find out where they came from? Or maybe 

you just want to see the pictures? Hell, I don't know, maybe you want to be creeped out or even terrified. I want to answer 

your questions, and I want to describe my creepiest encounters. But first, this one. 

I arrived at the police station, and when I actually made it to my desk, I was instantly approached by the coroner.  

"Well, it took you fucking long enough, jackass. Come with me, I've got to show you something." 

I followed the large man down the halls, and into the elevator. I couldn't help but to chuckle at sight of the large 

man, waddling down the hallway, like a duckling with a sprained foot. It was made funnier by the bright yellow scrubs he 

always wore.  

On the elevator ride down to the garage, the coroner explained, "I was called to a natural death recovery this 

morning, and happened to find something that I thought you should see. I haven't shown or told anyone else about what I am 

about to show you.” 

I arrived at the scene to collect Mrs. Thompson, and when I get there, her Hospice nurse is pacing back and forth 

in front of the door, eating her damn fingers. I tried to get her to show me inside, but she refused to enter the house, gave 

me her card, and fucking flew out of there. 

So, I grab my stretcher and a bag, glove up, and walk to the door. I notice there is a line of flour in front of the 

door, like a barrier. But its flour, not salt, so I don't know why it's there. I just step over it, and enter the home.  

When I step in, I notice the scent right away. Not the smell of death, no not that easy. The smell of putrescence; 

infection. That could be explained away, except Mrs. Thompson didn't have any open sores and was only dead because of a 

terminal brain tumor that had been discovered just a month prior, so I was immediately in search and destroy mode. 

“I go on through the home, looking for the deceased, when I find this," The coroner continued, and pointed to a 

table in the corner of the dark and dingy morgue room. On the table was a shape that I recognized in a primal area of my 

brain, but not on a conscious level. "It’s a fetus, Sheriff. It’s not viable, no brain, but that's not the odd part. What's odd is 

this," he said, and flipped the fetus over to reveal its back side.  

Growing from the back and back of the head were millions of hair-like roots. They were still caked in dirt, and 

actively twitching in front of us. 

"What the actual fuck. First the damn fingers, and now this? What is wrong with this town?" I asked nobody in particular. 



The coroner went on to tell me that Mrs. Thompson had been harvesting her own eggs. He told me that she had 

gone as far as to remove an ovary, and had made arrangements with something or someone to provide cooling chambers. 

Now, I have to say that IVF was not popular nor very effective back then, so having a way to store viable embryos was an 

amazing feat for a normal person.  

He continued by telling me that he found and confiscated boxes of BetaMax tapes depicting surgical procedures 

that she had performed both to herself and others. I didn't ask about that. I was amazed that anyone could remain 

conscious while cutting that far into their own body.  

I left the coroner's office, and drove to the Thompson place, just outside of our main town, and started snooping 

around. The smell of rot was still heavy in the air of the small ranch house. I made my way into the front room and started 

to look around. I found medical books and magazines about the female reproductive system, and postulation on IVF 

techniques and procedures. 

I walked into the first doorway I saw, and it led me to a stairwell to the basement. Down there were stainless steel 

tables and surgical instruments. Blood stained the floors, and large flower pots and bags of soil filled the free space. Pieces 

of the puzzle started to assemble in my head. 

The overhead fluorescent lights flickered and buzzed, adding to the awful atmosphere in the subterranean space. I 

walked to the closest pot and used my knife to shuffle the soil around to inspect the contents of the massive ceramic pot. 

As I shifted the dirt around, I discovered yet another tiny fetus. This one only had a couple hair like roots, and was obviously 

not doing as well as the first I had seen.  

I tried to key my portable radio to call the coroner out, but the reception was so bad I couldn't even make out 

dispatch. I decided to climb the stairs and try again. Before I got to the top step, I felt a blinding flash of pain in the back of 

my head and saw lights. I lost my balance and hit the steps hard. I rolled to my back and as I lost consciousness, I saw a 

figure approaching me.  

When I awoke, I was naked and strapped to one of the tables in the basement. The lights were still buzzing and 

flickering, possibly louder than before. I could hear movement but couldn't turn my head to see what it was. As I laid there 

and took in my surroundings, the buzzing from the lights shifted, and took on a new quality. It almost sounded like a pair of 

differently pitched buzzing sounds taking turns making noise. The longer I listened, the more like a conversation it seemed.  

At some point, the buzzing became less of a priority to me, and my mind wandered. I can still remember that 

helpless feeling, that instant when I thought I may never see my wife again. My eyes filled with tears and a deep, blinding 

rage filled my entire being. I gently added pressure to my restraints until I was straining as hard as I could, and I still 

couldn't budge an inch. It was at that exact moment I resigned to my fate, but decided I was not going to go easily. I would 

fight however and whenever I could. 

I was still trying to think of a way to fight my situation when the sounds of movement got closer. I slowed my 

breathing and did my best to calm myself so I would be able to think a little more clearly. I steeled my resolve, so they say. 

"Ah, sheriff, you're awake. Good. I hate to work on a silent a piece of meat. So, with that in mind, let us begin." A 

deep, gravelly voice boomed from just beyond the top of my head.  

"Get on with it then, fuck wit," was my only response. 

With a slight chuckle, the source of the voice approached my side, slowly stepping into view. He was tall and slim, 

but looked oddly familiar. I knew I should recognize him, but I did not know why, or from where. I studied his appearance for 

a few moments as he began to busy himself with preparing different surgical tools on a tray beside the bed I was tied to. 



When the jackass was done playing with his tools, he turned his attention back to me. He smiled down at me with 

pure hatred. I stared back into his eyes. He straightened his smile and then removed the white lab coat he was wearing.  

When I saw what was under the coat, I couldn't fight it; I gagged. There were hunks of him missing. Wherever a 

piece was gone, moss and little yellow flowers with three petals poked out. Not many, but they were there. I could see 

things wriggling around under the moss, and his skin was pulsating. 

"Oh, you like it? Pretty soon, you'll have some just like mine!" He laughed as he plunged a hand deep into his 

abdomen and pulled it out, holding onto several worms or snake-like creatures. They thrashed against his grip and even 

appeared to try to bite him, but his grip never faltered.  

As he began to reach the wriggling things towards my body, I screamed. Loud. So loud I tasted blood at the back of 

my throat. Again, I fought against my restraints, this time feeling them stretch and begin to rip, even slightly. I forced 

against them yet again, and managed to rip one off my right arm.  

I was able to use my newly freed arm to knock his hand away, and got lucky enough to scatter the things in his 

grip. When those things hit the floor, the buzzing sound crescendoed to new level of painful. It was now a physical feeling of 

vibration. I fumbled my free hand against the restraint holding my left arm, and managed to free it as well. 

The half man, half plant thing scurried to the floor where the worm things were wriggling away. He dropped to the 

floor and desperately tried to pick up all of them. The buzzing increased in tempo and at that time I knew for a fact it was a 

voice, screaming at the thing on the floor. 

I continued my struggle to free myself from the leather straps holding me to the table. I was able to free my head, 

and one more leg, when I heard heavy footsteps from upstairs. Not knowing who or what was coming made the entire 

situation much, much worse. 

I struggled to free my other leg, and as soon as I did, I rolled off the table, and hit the floor. I scrambled to hide 

behind a nearby ceramic pot, and waited to see who came down the stairs.  

I was relieved to see Cooper, a deputy sheriff, and Detective Tolson descending the stairs. Before they were 

completely down the steps, I yelled out to them that there was one subject on the floor in the middle of the room, and he 

was armed and dangerous. 

Tolson leapt down the final couple steps, and fired three shots into the thing crouched on the floor, before making 

his way into the basement room. 

I stood up, and looked around for my clothes. When I couldn't find them, I tried to hide my stuff behind the gurney I 

had been strapped to. I explained to Tolson and Cooper what had happened, and how it came to be that I was currently 

swinging in the breeze. 

As I was talking to them I heard someone thump their fat ass down the steps, and then heard the coroner’s voice: “Kind of 

cold, Sheriff?"  

"Choke on a dick. And will you find my damn uniform, please?" I responded before finishing the description to the pair of 

officers. 

 

"So, how did you guys know to come out here? I haven't been missing that long." 

 

 



"Sheriff," Cooper starts," You've been missing for thirty three hours. We actually came out here yesterday to find 

you, and nobody was here. Just your cruiser still in the driveway. Right before we showed up here today, Mrs Thompson's 

nurse called and said when she swung by to grab her belongings, there were two vehicles in the driveway, and the locks had 

been changed."  

"We sped over, and found one car in the drive." Tolson continued, "We haven't been able to find your cruiser yet, 

and your wife is really worried." 

The coroner wasn't able to find my clothes, my gun, or even my badge, but he at least brought me a crawl suit 

from his van. I shook dirt off of another fetus. Tolson yelled, "Fucking Mandrake! Well, not all the way..." We collected the 

evidence in the room.  

During the investigation, we would discover hundreds of journals from the late Mrs. Thompson, most describing 

how she was going to perfect a way to grow herself a new body. Not a child, but a new body for her. She said multiple times 

she had met someone that could transfer her to another body, but the new body could have never housed life before.  

I was just glad she didn't think to cut a grown fetus from a womb. Maybe she thought that wouldn't work. Hell, I 

don't know. I do know that was the day I bought my wife a CB base station, and taught her to use it. I would never be alone in 

the field again. 

An interesting occurrence was unearthed while examining the evidence from the basement:  the restraint strap 

that had held my right arm had been burned. Scorched into the worn and wrinkled red leather was a small child's hand 

print. I think we all know what I believe happened.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Scenes from the Cupboard 

by P.M Naidouraï 

 

Upon fleeting hairline buyers 

Balance swindler pink can liars 

And their trinkets and their tricks 

And their penny-dollar wisdom gins 

 

The gins are fine and placate eyes 

But as for the stomach 

Their warmth lacks time 

The time which rolls 

And, winsome, pries 

Upon the creators of nudes 

The artisan wines 

 

They harass the margraves 

They beat up symbolism 

Systems and jaded crooks 

Commune all around them 

With treacherous fingers  

On their books 

The purple-fleshed lilies of the valley 

Dangling like vines 

Dead upon charred pages 

 

Burnt up by time yesterday 

Flying as embers into tomorrow 

To set ablaze today 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Sidenote to a Failed Impressionist Painting 

by P.M Naidouraï 

 

The lake sweats out a potpourri of carrots 

Bitter roots of no availing sweetness 

Acrid blue belts are arranged on its surface 

A wave beats the sand 

In silence 

 

Gentle sunlight echoes across the humid ground 

And in the mouth of a trout 

A ruby floats down 

Tangled in coral and effervescent seaweed 

Which burns the skin yet soothes within 

 

The sky is missing its clouds 

The treetops their birds 

The boat its brushstrokes 

And rusted prickly cans  

Riddle the shoreline 

Like overbearing kisses giving sores 

To thin young lips 

 

The wood is unassuming 

Yet receptive when 

Understandably 

The painter walks inside again 

Escorted by gnats 

And begins work 

On a still life 

Of himself 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



In Variable Jaundice 

by P.M Naidouraï 

 

Underneath the highway 

Pyrite eyes stare up  

Blindly 

Between the cracks of the portly façade  

At blithe kestrels  

Timely and blinding 

Twisting their reins 

Up above 

 

Their bastard wings 

Corrugated and obsidian 

Mock and show prismatic treetops their god 

 

And on nights the moon is lovestruck 

Their emerald bayou veins 

Leak posies into the sibylline ground 

Triumphant and free 

As thunder 

 

Yet I know the phantom solves 

Those kestrels wonder of 

And they are not ones 

For hubris 

 

They rather 

The darkness  

Holds them as the virgin to Christ 

In perfect danger 

So they only send sighs 

As answers 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A Bewitching Tale (Part I) 

by Salvatore Murdocca 

 

 One scorchingly hot afternoon, a knight errant and his squire stopped before a small castle, with a 

proportionately small drawbridge and portcullis, hoping to benefit from the occupants’ hospitality. But the entrance was 

inaccessible. The drawbridge was raised. The moat was not wide but appeared to be very deep. 

 On a worn patch of earth, near the edge of the moat, where the lowered drawbridge would normally rest, stood an 

old crone hunchback who begged: 

“Alms for the poor one who is the rightful master of this chateau.” 

The knight, whose name was Speranza, and Boldoni, his elderly squire, gave what alms they could, and the old woman 

thanked them by telling them her story: 

 “Because of your generosity I will grant you a boon. You see, I am actually Queen Rosin, once Princess Rosin, and, 

as difficult as it is to believe, this is my chateau. In addition, I promise that if you enter as my guests you will treated to the 

finest experience of your lives. I have been waiting here for two hundred years, looking exactly as I do, waiting for the 

knight who will perform the most simple deed, and deliver me from these terrible circumstances.” 

 Eager to enter the cooler confines and comforts of the stone structure, Speranza and Boldoni were eager to 

satisfy the wishes of the old crone. Of course they had no way of knowing if she was simply out of her head, so they 

pressed her for a bit more information, asserting themselves as respectfully as possible. 

“Pray tell us, your majesty. What deed must we perform in order to secure 

a place in your good graces?” said the knight Speranza. 

“It is only you who can perform this deed,” said the old crone to the knight, “not the clown with the golden nose,” pointing 

her bony finger at Boldoni.  

Boldoni self-consciously touched an artificial golden nose and lowered his eyes. His donkey backed away several steps.  

The old crone smiled flirtatiously at Speranza and said, “I know you are baking in your chainmail under this 

terrible sun, but you must allow me several minutes of my story.” 

“Of course,” said the gracious knight, “we are your audience.” 

 Satisfied, the old crone began her story with great animation and facial expression. The tears in her eyes 

immediately moved the hearts of her listeners, as she told this story: 

 “I was once a beautiful princess who lived in this chateau with my most loving parents, King Marco and Queen 

Luisa. When I was sixteen the abbess of the abbey in yonder valley came here to personally nurse my father back to health 

after having survived a bout with the plague.  

Unbeknownst to us she had secretly made a pact with the devil that granted her the powers of a witch and a 

healer. Being so young and impressionable I was, at first, greatly enamored of this magical woman who demonstrated such 

great healing powers and so I begged to be her apprentice. 

 As my knowledge of the mysteries of magic grew I knew that this was the life that I wanted to live. However, it 

was not long before she seduced my father and poisoned my mother. I myself was instantly aged, made grotesque and cast 

out of this very chateau exactly two hundred years ago. I was cursed as such that I would never be able to re-enter unless I 

can arouse the desire of any man enough for him to kiss my most grotesque face. And when that witch finally left this earth 

to join hands with Satan, she left me out here to wait for my hero.” 



 The story sounded far-fetched but somehow had the ring of truth. The old crone looked to be at least two hundred 

and sixteen years old. She continued:  

“The task is quite simple. To rescue these old bones one great knight must do something no other will do and I will show my 

gratitude by granting him his fondest wish.” 

“Are you saying you are a witch?” 

“One of the best. Ask your squire there,” she replied with undisguised contempt. 

Speranza turned to Boldoni. “You know this old woman?” 

The the old squire nodded. 

“This is one story you didn’t tell me.” 

“We go back, unfortunately,” said Boldoni with a sigh. “I’ll explain later.” 

“And she is a witch?” 

“One of the best. It is as she says.” 

Speranza considered this and said to the crone, 

“If you are one of the best of witches, why can’t you enter your own castle? It seems a simple enough trick for witch to leap 

across that narrow fissure.” 

“Really? Take a look into that moat. One mistake and, well, see for 

yourself,” said the old crone, as she handed him a fist-sized stone. 

 The knight rode to the edge of the moat and peered downward into a crevasse of pitch darkness. As far as he 

could tell there was no bottom in sight. He lightly tossed the stone into the void and waited for the sound of it hitting 

bottom. He heard nothing. Instead he heard the moans of hundreds of voices.  

“To whom do those voices belong?” he asked. 

“Failure,” said the crone. 

“Why can’t you simply lower the drawbridge?” 

“Don’t you think I would if I could? It seems that the spell that was cast upon me requires someone else to do something no 

one else would dream of. And if this is done, I will be able to lower it without the slightest effort. In addition to this, I will 

grant the knight who frees me from this curse any wish on earth.” 

“Any wish?” 

“Any wish. I’m bound to it.” 

“Could you have me locate and capture the magical Rouge Mare? 

“I told you, whatever the wish.” 

“What must I do?” said Speranza, smiling. 

“All you have to do is kiss me.” 

“I would not do this if I were you,” whispered the old squire. “The hag is playing with you. I was once a wizard. I know her 

tricks.” 

“You were a wizard?” asked the knight. 

Boldoni gravely nodded.. 

“Is there anything else you haven’t told me? 

“I could tell you that this witch and I once—“ 

‘Why don’t you keep your mouth shut!” suggested the crone. 



Boldoni rolled his eyes and said no more. 

Speranza peered into the woman’s eyes. His dislike for the old squire tended to make him less responsive to his advice, but 

that is another story. 

“How do I know you are telling the truth?” he asked Rosina. 

“You don’t,” said the witch merrily. “It is an act of faith like any religious or magical experience. Surely you know by now 

that there are no guarantees in this life. And at the very least you will be committing an act of sweetness, a rare commodity 

in this rotten world. Come on, I don’t smell too bad. Besides, it’ll only be the second time I’ve been kissed by a knight.” She 

then shot a look of defiance toward Boldoni. If the erstwhile wizard had anything more to say it was held in 

check. 

“Well, you look kindly enough,” said Speranza, dismounting. 

 The old queen girlishly clasped her hands, shut her eyes, and smiled meekly as Speranza came closer and bent 

down to kiss her cheek. But as his lips touched the old crone’s cheek she wrapped her arms tightly around his neck, turned 

her face and pressed her lips upon the shocked knight’s parted lips, thrusting her tongue deeply into his mouth and throat. 

It had happened all too quickly for the knight. He felt a surge of panic as her tongue worked its way into his throat, as he 

tried to pry himself free from her incredibly strong grip. His violent efforts caused them both to fall onto the ground in a 

cloud of whirling dust. His horse and Boldoni’s donkey reared and bucked in a panic, neighing and braying, and throwing 

Boldoni into the dusty road. Speranza’s eyes grew ever wider as he could not cry out, his lips sealed by the old witch’s 

mouth.  

Boldoni sat in the road, helpless, wishing he could remember some emergency incantation to save his knight. He 

leaped to his feet intending to wrestle Rosina away from Speranza but was suddenly frozen by what he then saw. Through 

the motion and dust he could see something quite miraculous. The old witch was growing younger by the moment. Her 

backward progress saw her wild white hair return to a luscious golden brown. Her hunched back was now straight and the 

wrinkles on her face and hands disappeared into the pale smooth skin of a very young woman.  

When at last the witch seemed to have returned to the age at which she claimed to have been bewitched, she 

suddenly released her hold on the knight and leapt to her feet. 

She smiled at Boldoni and said sarcastically, “Nice work, Boldoni. I see you are still as talented a wizard as you ever were. 

Actually, one of the worst.” 

 Meanwhile, Speranza sat in the road, somewhat dazed, holding his violated throat, and taking in huge gulps of air, 

all this while looking in amazement at the transformation standing before him. As angry as he was, he could not maintain his 

fury as he was so moved by the miracle of the beautiful young woman before his eyes. Wishing to say something, he could 

not think of any remark that would do justice to what he had just been part of. He sat there with his mouth agape while the 

now beautiful Rosina smiled blissfully over her miraculous renewal.  

Finally Speranza spoke. 

“What, what does this mean?” 

Rosina, who seemed to have taken Speranza’s remark as one of fear, replied, “Do not be afraid. I’ve taken no life force from 

you. You are intact.” 

Speranza nodded. “I believe you.” 

 The young princess Rosina made a gesture toward the chateau and the drawbridge began to lower offering the 

cranky sounds of rarely used wood and metal. 



“You are welcome as my guest, my dear deliverer.” She then shot a sideways glance at Boldoni. “You on the other hand may 

sleep with the horses in our well-outfitted stables.” 

Boldoni had an air of resignation that moved Speranza to speak up for him.  

“My squire must accompany me, or else we must go on.”  

The young princess knitted her brow, appeared lost in thought for a few moments, and then relented. 

“Very well then, follow me.” 

 The apparently ageless staff of the chateau seemed overjoyed to see the young princess Rosina again. Many of 

them knelt before her in tears saying that their prayers were answered and asked for her blessing. The place seemed filled 

with joy. The courtyard was filled with domestic activity and an air of impending celebration. 

The guests were taken on a short tour by the young princess who pointed out many wonderful artifacts and works of art. 

The interior walls were covered with magnificent tapestries depicting local lore and ancient heroes. One series in 

particular captured the admiration of Speranza and Boldoni. It depicted the hunt for a magnificent red horse that could only 

be called a Rouge Mare, perhaps the very creature they sought. At first the creature is shown healing a variety of ailments 

and deformities. Then she is shown as the mount of a knight outfitted in red armor on the crest of a hill overlooking a great 

battlefield. The next one shows her rider on a battlefield of devastation, triumphantly holding a golden standard with a 

silhouette of a red horse. The later tapestries in the series illustrates various failed attempts to capture her at some later 

time. In the final tapestry she is shown leaping away to freedom. Speranza could not help the tears that rolled down his 

cheeks. He felt that they were the most beautiful works of art he had ever seen. Even the chastened Boldoni seemed unable 

to control his emotions.  

Finally, they were shown to their chamber where servants were waiting to bathe and dress them for dinner. 

Speranza was given a beautiful tunic of red silk brocade. Boldoni was given a belted robe in an emerald green. While they 

dressed, Speranza said to Boldoni:  

“I have a question for you.” 

“Ask.” 

“What is your connection to this witch who obviously despises you?” 

“That is a rather long tale, my lord.” 

“We have some time before dinner, and little else to do. Besides I have a feeling that we are going to hear another s ide 

before the night is over.” 

 Boldoni nodded in agreement, and after the servants departed he began his tale. 

“In spite of my immortality I was once as relatively young as you are, although by the calendar I have surpassed four 

hundred years. I was strong, handsome and brash. But most of all I saw myself as a great lover, only to learn with maturity 

that this is not always a wise thing to see in oneself. It is usually a matter of self-deception as opposed to a fact.” 

Speranza could never make sense of Boldoni’s time frames. 

“How did she know that you were once a wizard?” 

“Let it suffice that she knows things,” mumbled Boldoni. 

The ages and times he mentioned never seemed to add up. However, he was curious enough to listen to another tale… 

 

 

 



Editor’s Note 

 

 This issue features a continuation of the “Tales from the Country” series began in the last issue, as well as a story 

by Salvatore Murdocca, “A Bewitching Tale,” which will likely run over several issues.  

 I have also included a poem by Pierre Reverdy, a slightly lesser-known surrealist poet, whose poetry is a delight 

to translate as much as it is to read. 

 Special thanks to Mortimer Mironov for their beautiful cover art, graciously provided on very short notice.   

 

- Elliott Ferrell 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Le Côté Bleu du Ciel (The Blue Side of the Sky) 

by Pierre Reverdy 

translated by Elliott Ferrell 

 

The benches are prisoners 

Les bancs sont prisonniers 

 

Of the golden chains of the wall 

Des chaînes d'or du mur  

 

Prisoners of gardens when the sun hides 

Prisonniers des jardins où le soleil se cache  

 

Near to the virgin forest 

Près de la forêt vierge 

 

Of the expanding meadow 

De la prairie étale  

 

Of the bridge which turns right 

Du pont qui tourne à pic 

 

At a right angle 

Dans l'angle le plus droit  

 

The box of clouds does open 

La boîte des nuages s'ouvre  

 

And all the white birds fly all together 

Et tous les oiseaux blancs s'envolent à la fois  

 

Rug greener than the water sweeter than the grass 

Tapis plus vert que l'eau plus doux que l'herbe  

 

More bitter in the mouth and more pleasing to the eye 

Plus amer à la bouche et plus plaisant à l'œil  

 

Kneeling trees bathe 

Les arbres à genoux se baignent 



 

The air is calm and full of sleep 

L'air est calme et plein de sommeil  

 

The light falls 

La lumière s'abat  

 

The day loses its petals 

Le jour perd ses pétales  

 

Higher suddenly is the night 

Plus haut c'est tout d'un coup la nuit 

 

The glances heard 

Les regards entendus 

 

And the twinkling of the stars 

Et le clignement des étoiles  

 

Signs 

Les signes  

 

Over rooftops 

Par-dessus les toits 

 


