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Isabella

by

Adam Huber

 


The bile

Drip

Drip

Drips from her distended jaw.

She hovers above me

And I cry

This was never supposed to be.

My throat clenches

And hers

It flexes.

 


Before it all started she was someone
else.

We all were:

Me—a father

Her—my daughter.

The roles have changed:

Her—the hunter

Me—the prey.

 


Her eyes are glossed over,

Empty,



Instinct at its most primal.

And she

My Isabella,

Is surging with raw hunger.

 


The officials, they tried to explain,

They gave reasons,

But there’s nothing

That can truly explain the horror

When your daughter is a beast.

There are no reasons.

 


The smell of rot is strong.

Isabella is salivating in streams.

She lunges and bites.

My tears aren’t from the pain;

Spill and mix

Blood and saline.

It’s all come to a head.

 


Nothing more than an object

Of blind rage;

It was her mother who killed her.

Since the virus,

Family has meant everything

And nothing,

Depending on your side of death.

 


I am nothing,

Not to her,

Not any more.

Her teeth are dull,

But she’s quick and strong now.

Whatever she’s become makes her mouth hot on
my flesh,

A fever like she had during a bout with
chicken pox.

I should fight,

But I don’t,

Can’t.

She’s my Isabella

And she hasn’t won.

So much as I’ve lost,

So much as we’ve all lost.

 


The spread was rapid

But we were careful.

Isolated.

It was a stray dog that did us in:

My wife,

My daughter,

Now me.

 


As my throat tears

And her blunt teeth crush my windpipe,

I’m thinking of the swing set in the
backyard.

We built it together,

The weekend before her sixth birthday,

Three years ago now.

And I’m wondering if she remembers,

But her eyes remain blank,

My blood staining her mouth and chin.

There’s the smile

That got me through so much,

Now tarnished and tweaked and twisted.

 


I’m slipping

And my greatest fear

Even above the pain

Is a gnawing thought:

When I come back

Will I remember?

Will she still be my Isabella?

 


* * * *

 


I, Zambi

by

Kyle Hemmings

 


At our stately mansion over Twin Moon
Hill

Paid with my wife’s generous dowry,

I labored in the cellar lab

From morning to night.

It smelled of moss and sulfuric fumes.

I was trying to invent a recipe

To cure the world of its ills,

Its diseases and bad
tempers,

But I pushed this agenda aside.

My wife was growing cold,

No longer so easily offered herself to
me

In the old sense.

 


I suspected affairs and midnight
debaucheries.

I sensed the ghosts of other men in our
bedroom.

It was only weeks before that I had my
brother,

Such an impressionable and fragile
bachelor,

Committed for insanity.

At night he would howl like a wolf.

The doctors claimed that love drove him
mad.

But what love was this?

For the moment, my wife was my only
priority.

 


In the lab, filled with specimens from all
over the world,

I searched for a solvent.

I searched for a solution.

With rubber gloves I collected the
secretions

Of a bouga toad, then added the
detrotoxin

From a puffer fish.

I mixed tarantulas and millipedes,

The seeds of poisonous plants,

The skins from tree frogs

And ground-up bones.

The recipe for making a zombie.

 


In the parlor, I sidled up to my love,

Who was reading a book on the virtue of
chasteness.

I rubbed the brew on her skin and kissed her
soft cheek.

Soon, her skin appeared blanched and her
eyes froze.

She keeled over—very much a
dead woman.

But not for long.

I then applied the potion known as “zombie’s
cucumber.”

Within minutes, as my fingers shook,

She opened her eyes and slowly rose from the
floor.

But she could not speak nor remember who she
was.

I had robbed her of both personality and
soul.

 


I led her into the bedroom and commanded her
to undress.

In bed, planting frugal kisses on her face
and neck,

I knew it was her who had driven my brother
mad.

And outside, the wind
cried, I, Zambi.

Or was it a wolf?

 


Or perhaps I was just hearing things.
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Forever

by

Charles A. Gramlich

 


At the dawn these soldiers
rise

From the fields where bitterness
lies.

Blue and gray, wide eyed with fear

They gird their loins for battle here

To fight, to kill, for all they hold
dear.

 


And so with weapons grim to hand,

With throats carved sharp with cries,

They strike the music, the martial band,

The cannons sing, the grapeshot flies.

They loose the fateful battle hound,

They charge upon the red, red ground

 


And death it comes, they fall like
sheaves

Of wheat and corn, or like winter
leaves.

The ragged lines, they bow and bend,

The smoke across the land does wend

And the broken only God can mend.

 


But across the way they come on bold,

Like the mythic heroes of old.

They will not turn, they will not break,

Beneath the sun whose rays do rake,

They will not, their flag
forsake.

 


And from the pall their enemies loom,

The bullets whisper, sweep like a broom.

The charge it carries to the lines

Through the carnage, through the mines.

Hand to hand with foes they grapple

And with gore the fields do dapple.

 


Whisper/screams of doubt and pain

Roil and echo across the plain.

The men they fall to move no more

For the queen of war, that faithless
whore.

 


Then night descends to cloak the dead

Where these soldiers now are bled.

Silence paints the scarlet ways

Till sun and soldiers both arise

Forever through the weary days
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