

[image: Cover]




  	
	    
	      Also by Alessandro Manzetti

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          Eden Underground: Poetry of Darkness

          
        
          
	          No Mercy

          
        
          
	          War

          
        
          
	          The Place of Broken Things

          
        
          
	          150 Exquisite Horror Books

          
        
      

      
    
    



[image: ]




Copyright 2015 Crystal Lake Publishing

www.crystallakepub.com

(receive a free eBook by joining our newsletter)

All Rights Reserved

ISBN: 978-0-9946626-7-5

Cover Design:

Vincent Chong—http://www.vincentchong-art.co.uk/

Illustrations:

Paolo Di Orazio—http://paolodiorazio.wordpress.com

Back Cover Design:

Ben Baldwin—http://www.benbaldwin.co.uk/

Interior Layout:

Lori Michelle—www.theauthorsalley.com

Proofread by:

Jacqui Corn-Uys and Paula Limbaugh

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.


COPYRIGHT ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

“The Monkey with the Big Head” has been previously published in the Spring 2015 issue of The Horror Zine Magazine. “Interiora II” has been previously published in the second edition of the collection The Shaman and Other Shadows. “Green Apples” will appear in the June issue of the Disturbed Digest.


THE LAST PREY

Eva has a snake tattooed on her arm

and a blue orchid in her hair;

fossil ovaries

are carved on the buckle

of her chain mail belt;

her hands are full of blood.

I’m hiding in the tall grass,

grey as the sky,

as the rats show me the way

to escape.

I’m the last man

in this heretic Eden, in this game preserve.

I’m just a flesh trophy,

an aquarium of dried, floating sperm,

poisoned by a powerful pesticide.

I crawl like a worm.

I hear Eva’s steps

trampling my trail,

her hallucinated chants;

the smell of female and nightmare

spread all around,

dripping on dry branches.

There is no horizon

to reach.

The land is endless.

A rustle behind me,

then in front, left and right.

I’m fucked, surrounded.

I stand up unsteadily.

I give myself to the cloned Amazons,

to the many copies of Eva,

singing as sirens without a sea,

rubbing male skulls on their thighs.


THE MONKEY WITH THE BIG HEAD

The man with the big head

crosses the gate of the asylum.

He leaves behind himself the smell of iron,

the rough sheets and the fleas’ claws,

the walls of his too-white room

scrawled with numbers, broken lines,

roads dangling from the ceiling,

small one-eyed faces—

his son nibbled from memory.

The man with the big head

gets on the bus.

There are too many people around,

too many thoughts rustling,

that buzz, those moths—

those black scribbled wings—

who live in his brain,

confuse him.

They make the same noise—

a blender of souls—

of those people crowded,

sweating, looking at his big shoes,

at the round scars on his neck,

counting his bestiality.

The garden, the exhausted willows,

pots filled with snail shells,

a bike without chain, the new roof,

his sister, her big boobs,

the nest of a spider in her red hair,

long, tired as the willows,

agonizing on her shoulders,

a crucifix that can’t breathe

in that niche of flesh

beneath her goiter.

The man arrived home

smiling, toothless.

The TV is on, blaring.

A pissed preacher

covered in black silk armor

shoots large caliber prayers

with his baptized Kalashnikov.

His sister doesn’t smile;

she sits back down in the chair,

her velvet spaceship to heaven,

and whispers to him:

There’s something to eat in the fridge.

Get what you want.

The man with the big head

sticks his head inside.

He looks at the lights, the colored packaging,

the bottles of beer and holy water.

He feels the fresh sting on his face,

then the moths resume flapping their wings.

Those flying bastards

have formed a black halo around his head—

they came from his brain,

out through his mouth, nose, ears.

They want his sister now—

to go into her holes.

The man grabs a knife

sunk in an apple pie, a holy cake,

turns off the TV and moves close to his sister,

still hypnotized by the electric preacher—

a noiseless electroshock.

He rips her throat, freeing her from the moths,

from those dark insects that have eaten the brains

of the family Stone for generations.

She will not cross the iron gate

as he did a long time ago, entering Hell

as their son did,

the boy whom everyone called

the monkey with the big head.
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