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      The girl at the supermarket told me I used to be Alice.

      This was also the day that my coworker Mary the Bitch Slut Whore complained about how I kept parking in her parking spot, the one with her name on it.  I told her – I said – I just forgot, okay?  The letters of her name are painted real small and it’s not like they jump out at you or anything.  Mary told management that I was passive-aggressive.  She says stuff like that, about how so-and-so is passive-aggressive or whatever.  She thinks she’s real important because she has a degree from some college.

      Anyway, on that same day, a trashy stranger told me I used to be Alice.

      “You used to be Alice, didn’t you?” the trashy stranger said.

      “My name is not Alice.  Sorry,” I said.  I pushed my cart past her but she gripped it and stopped it from moving further.

      “They told me that you wouldn’t remember,” she said.  She wore the kind of shirt and sweatpants that you might find at the thrift store on Second Street.  Her hair was frizzy and bottle blonde with a half-inch of dark roots.  “We put you down below but you kept comin’ back.”  The woman thrust her hands forward as if she were pushing something.  “You said she wouldn’t let you in.”

      “Get out of my way, please,” I said.  My heart was pounding.  My breath came in short panicked bursts.  “You are not the first to mistake me for this Alice person.  I am not this Alice person.  I have lived in this town my whole life and I have never met you before.  If you ever say such weird things to me again, I will punch you in the fucking face.”

      She was the fifth person who had mistaken me for this Alice Person since I’d moved back to my hometown of Nine Mile.  I had never really liked my hometown but the big cities had proven worse.  At least here in Nine Mile I know where I am.  I know the people here.  I have grown up with them.  And if you do what you are supposed to do, behave how you are supposed to behave, say the right things and go to church every Sunday and smile and fix yourself up – than you can get away with a lot.

      But these people who think I’m Alice Person are beginning to bug me.  I saw one hanging outside my rental house, just standing there wearing filthy jeans and some kind of a rag of a halter top.  The scraggly old thing watched me as I stepped into my new car, my high heels just a-clicking, with my hair all fixed.  Then when I stopped at the gas station for coffee I saw one of them leaning against a pole, staring at me.  This one was male and he looked like a cartoon of a white-trash cracker, with a dirty John Deere hat and a filthy sleeveless T-shirt.  When I stopped for dinner with a colleague at one of the only nice restaurants in Nine Mile, I saw a man standing in a field across the way.  He had wild hair like mangled cotton and he wore these cut-off jeans with – get this – no shirt at all.  And he had all these tattoos on him, faded but down deep, like they were prison tattoos that he’d carved into his own skin with a shank.  He was standing there, all agape, probably high on that crystal stuff they like to smoke.

      I had no idea why these cracker-ass people were following me around.

      When I was at Nine Mile High School, there were these two trashy girls – I can’t even remember their names – that carved the initials of their boyfriends into the flesh of their own legs.  It was the saddest most pathetic thing I’d ever seen but that’s what you can expect from trash.  Sure enough those boyfriends were gone before the school year was out and those two girls ballooned up with babies that no one wanted.

      So as I was saying, I was being stared at by trash everywhere I went and what with them all calling me Alice – it was enough to really piss me off.  It didn’t help that there was a woman at my job – the Mary I mentioned earlier – who hated me for no reason.  She kept complaining to management about my bathroom breaks and how I fell asleep in the mandatory practices meeting and how I was mentally ill or something.

      She’s so proud of that stupid parking spot.  Some people are so lowdown that they have to pride themselves on the dumbest and most inconsequential things.  I’ll have you know that my office is exactly two square foot bigger than hers.  I know because I stayed late one night to measure it.  Which would you rather have?  A parking spot with your name or a bigger office?

      And further, I didn’t leave Nine Mile and educate myself so that I could come back to the same old people mooning after me, staring and mumbling to themselves all these weird words that aren’t even in the English language.

      I have a new boyfriend.  He isn’t exactly handsome and I kinda can’t stand him but he’s got family money and a good job at a bank and a big house in an expensive neighborhood.  He isn’t gonna stick around if I got these circus carnival freaks staring at me with their inbred googly-bug eyes.

      I actually found one of them in my yard not too long ago.  She was just standing there, smoking and staring at the front of my house all squinty-eyed and slack-jawed.

      “The hell are you doing here?” I said.  I tried not to raise my voice.  I didn’t want neighbors to hear me.  She sucked on her cigarette, blew out the smoke like she had all the time in the world.

      “You used to be Alice,” she said.

      “I have already told all of you that I’m not this Alice person you keep mistaking me for.”  I was getting really mad.  I told her my name.  “I am a professional woman and I don’t hang with trash.”

      “We buried you but you kept coming back,” the woman said.  “You been through so many already.”

      “So many whats?”

      The woman took a drag at her cigarette and squinted at me again.  “So many deaths.”

      I swear to you that’s what that stupid woman said.  I screamed at her to get off my lawn like she was a cur dog.  I asked my boyfriend about these characters hanging around and described them to him.

      “Sounds like they come from the Sideshow.”

      “What is the Sideshow?”

      “It’s a trailer park just outside of town down the highway a little.”

      “Are they carnies or circus freaks or something?”

      “They are carnies.  That’s what everyone says.  They camp out at the old trailer park until the state fair leaves or the police run them off.  Sometimes they run around nekkid and start fires.  And, you know, I guess they can’t afford good dental care or whatever so they look pretty scary.  There used to be stories about the things that went on there but those have about died out.”

      I wanted to appear sensitive so I mumbled something about how calling a trailer park The Sideshow wasn’t very nice.  I tapped my pen on my desk.  I felt an enormous irritation rising up within me.  I thought of that cracker-ass carny girl and how she said that weird stuff to me.

      Telling me I’d gotten used to dying.

      Now who in the hell gets used to a thing like that?

      I went home and found that the door to my rented house had been kicked in.  I ran inside to find that nothing had been damaged.  The door was creaking back and forth in the wind.

      The stupid bastards just kicked my door in to scare me or intimidate me.

      I called my boyfriend.  His name was Bill, I think.  It’s hard to remember after all that’s happened.  Anyway, I called him up and asked him to come over because I was scared.  He showed up a few minutes later.  He kinda fixed my door somehow so that it would hold.

      “You’ll have to go in and out the back for a while,” he said.

      I nodded.  His voice was high and squeaky for a man.  Also, he’d become pretty fat.  Like, when he bent over you could see his tummy roll.  I knew he had a thing for me though so I put on my best Me.

      There’s this thing I can do.  I don’t think I told you about it yet.  I can do it when I’m wearing my best Me.  If I concentrate and direct my energies at someone, they will think however I need them to think.  I have always had this power, for as long as I can remember.  Most people don’t believe me but I can see that you believe.  That’s why I’m telling you about this wonderful thing that happened to me.

      Anyway, I made Bill some coffee.  As I poured his cup, I decided that Bill was mostly disgusting.  How could a person walk around with all those fat rolls?  He clearly had no self-respect and I just can’t respect someone who lets themselves get into such a state unless they have lots of good old family money.  I spat into his coffee cup before I gave it to him.  I also put a cat hair in it.  His stupid fat ass didn’t even notice he was so busy watching my ass switch around.

      I sat down on my couch and fed him this story about a woman I worked with named Mary, how she was always pecking at me and passive aggressively criticizing me all the time and taking credit for my hard work.  I even cried a little.  Bill practically started flailing around he was so outraged.  He even got off the couch and started pacing.

      It’s a wonderful thing, watching a grown man make a damned fool of himself.

      After he left, I became pissed off about my door.

      First though, I had to take care of Mary the Bitch Slut Whore.  That’s what I call her, not when I’ve got the best Me on, of course, just all the other times that don’t call for the best Me.  I showed up at the office the next day just as pretty as you please with a smile and a box of bakery pastries, the kind with chocolate in the middle.  I knew Mary the BSW couldn’t resist those.  Sure enough she ate almost three of the damned things and about noon she said she was feeling poorly.  About 2:00 in the afternoon, she went home.  A few days later, I was told that she’d gone to the hospital with a massive infection of some kind.  A couple other people got sick too but I didn’t know them and had nothing against them – they were just unlucky is all.

      A short while after this, I went for drinks with Mary the BSW.  You think that’s weird?  Well, you don’t know the best Me.  Just because I poison someone a little doesn’t mean that particular someone can’t be friends with the best Me.  The best Me will make friends with anyone who is useful or will make me look good in some way.  Why else would someone have friends?

      So Mary the BSW was a pretty woman, thin and well-groomed and she drove a really nice Lexus that she parked very carefully in her parking lot with her name on it in real tiny letters.

      Anyway, I bought the drinks and I had the bartender make them strong so that Mary the BSW would get good and drunk.

      “You ever been to that place the Sideshow?”  I asked Mary after we’d been there a while.

      Mary rubbed her eyes.  “You mean that trailer park out thataway?”  Mary the BSW’s southern accent became pronounced the more she drank.  At work, she tried to talk like she wasn’t born of white trash.  I saw through her heels and hair and expensive car though.  I knew exactly what she was.

      “Yeah, why they call it the Sideshow?”  I asked.

      “Dontcha know?  You lived here since middle school and you don’t know about the Sideshow?”  Mary through her head back and laughed.  I got a good view of her bleached white teeth, all lined up like little tombstones.  “They sure know about you.”

      The best Me smiled.  “I’ve never even been out there before.”

      “That’s not what I heard.  Bill said someone tried to break into your rental and that you’d been complaining about trailer trash following you, calling you some name.”

      I didn’t like the way Mary the BSW said “rental” as if I was somehow lower class because I hadn’t bought a house yet.  I knew Mary had a best Me too.  I can tell by the way she watches me sometimes when she thinks I don’t notice.  The best smile would slide right off her face and her watching eyes would turn on their eye beams.  She’d watch me, her eye beams travelling all over my face and figure.  She was sizing me up.

      Well, I watched her too.

      “Hey, you know what?  Let’s go out there.  Let’s go out to the Sideshow and have a look,” I said.

      “Nah, it’s too far,” Mary said.  She was beginning to slur her words.  Those watching eyes were getting blurry.

      “Come on, it’s Friday night.  We got time.”

      The ride out to the Sideshow was dark and flat.  Mary was slumped over onto the passenger window of my car, laughing at nothing.  The sound of her laugh began to wear on me.  She had the fakest laugh I’ve ever heard.  If there’s one thing I hate, it’s phony people.  Anyone pretending to be what they are not is trash, just plain trash, pure and simple.

      The Sideshow was nothing but a clump of trailers, just as dirty and sunken as you’d expect, beneath a nest of live oak trees.  I pulled into the driveway and past a sad sign whose letters had faded away but I think it said Oak Grove Park.  I poked Mary the BSW with my elbow.

      “Wake up.  We’re at the carnival,” I said.  She was asleep with her mouth open and snuffling like a pig in shit.  I tried to shake her head awake.  She just mumbled at me.

      Someone had lit some tiki torches and arranged them in a circle beneath a live oak with low-hanging branches.  Trash stood between the torches, male and female members, all wearing these robe-like things, like they stole some choir robes from the church downtown.  None of them wore any shoes and their feet and ankles were filthy.  I parked my car and turned the key in the ignition.  I rolled down the window.

      “What the hell you freaks doin’ out here?”  I said.  “You having a revival or something?”  I got out of the car.  I admit I was a little unsteady on my feet.

      “Alice said she’d be back,” a man said.  He was holding a flashlight in one hand and he had his scraggly hair pulled back into a long ponytail.  A cigarette hung between his lips.  As soon as the word “Alice” flew from him, the others took up the name like it was a prayer or a hymn.  Around the circle it went:

      Alice, Alice, Alice, Alice, Alice

      “Why you cracker-asses calling me that?”  I stumbled a bit.  I was wearing my work heels, nearly 3.5 inches of heel, after all.  I turned to the ponytail man.  “Give me one of those cigarettes, will you?”  The ponytail man pulled a cigarette from his pack, handed it over and lit it with one of those gas station lighters with a drawing of a naked lady on it.  Doesn’t that just figure?

      I drew at the cigarette.  It tasted like heaven.  I pulled my hair out of its professional bun and let it hang down.  I probably looked like one of those Manson girls with my hair all down like that and parted in the middle.

      “When’s the revival start?”  I looked around at those hillbilly faces and laughed.  “Ya’ll gonna sacrifice somethin’?”

      Someone walked out of the trailer to the right of the circle of fire.  This particular someone was wearing a dirty white rabbit suit, the kind some people wear for their kids on Easter Sunday, only this rabbit was wild and mangled and bloodied.  The eyes weren’t level and the mouth was open and pink with a lolling tongue hanging out like some kind of tentacle.

      “What is this Alice Person gonna do for ya’ll tonight?  She gonna raise the dead or walk on air or water or something?”

      I noticed a white tarp spread across the ground in the middle of the circle.  “What’s this then?  The damned rabbit hole?”  I bent down, grabbed hold of a corner of the tarp and pulled.

      There was a hole there, dark and deep.

      I thought I heard voices but when I looked around at the trash I saw that their lips weren’t moving.  The voices were coming from the rabbit hole.  I didn’t know what the hell the voices were trying to tell me.  I don’t even know how long I stood there.  It might have been as long as an hour or as short as a few seconds.  I listened and listened to the voices, speaking all at once, in voices that were swelling inside me like a mushroom cloud.  It was then that I knew.  It was then that I remembered.

      “Go get her from the car,” I told the ponytail man, who was the biggest man there.  “She’s passed out on the passenger side.”

      The ponytail man opened the door and Mary the BSW spilled out.  The ponytail brought her over and laid her down gently beside the rabbit hole.

      “Put that rabbit suit on her,” I told him.  I pointed at two of the girls.  “You two help him.”

      I watched as they put the rabbit suit on Mary the BSW.  She woke up right as the rabbit head was about to descend over her face.  The scream that came out of her mouth was stifled by the heat and filth of that hideous rabbit head.

      “Shut her up,” I said.

      “How?” the ponytail said.

      “Just kick her.  Kick her until she’s dead.”

      The ponytail stared at me, his mouth hanging open.

      “Worthless,” I said.  I unlocked the trunk and, pulling out a crow bar, threw it at ponytail’s feet.  “There.  Now do it.”

      The ponytail continued to gape at me so I picked up the crow bar and did the honors myself.  After the first hit, I heard her skull crack and she stopped making noise.  I gave her a few more whacks just to make sure she wasn’t gonna squeal anymore.  “Drag her into the hole.”  The ponytail and the trashy girls took hold of Mary and dragged her over to the mouth of the hole.  They pushed her in and I heard her hit the bottom with a satisfying thump.  One of the carnival crackers shuffled over with a gas can and handed it to me.

      I looked around at the fools.  “How many times ya’ll been out here to watch this?  How many times?”

      “Five or six, I guess,” one said.

      “I think I been called here at least ten times,” the barefoot Manson girl said.  “You always forget but we follow you wherever you go and you always show up eventually.  You always tell us to stay out of your sight for a while, the first few months, and then we got to come and find you.”

      “We gonna be able to go home tonight?” a girl said from atop one of the trailers.

      I ignored them.  I grabbed one of the tiki torches and tossed it into the rabbit hole.  I smiled as I watched the flames lick at the mouth of the rabbit hole.  I thought of Mary’s flesh curling off the bone and turning black.  As I watched the fire, I heard the tiny door open, somewhere in the black of my unconscious mind.  Light poured in, soaking the door frame and the floor at my feet.  I looked down at my feet in the real world.  I was wearing black shoes and white stockings.

      How curious.

      Inside my mind, I could feel my body getting smaller, my hair getting longer and in the next second the small door in my mind was very large and filled with light.  I put a hand over my eyes.

      “I brought you a girl this time,” I said.  “Can I come into the garden now?”

      There was no answer.  The firelight bathed the faces of the crackers who stared at me until their features were ugly and contorted.  I laughed.  One looked like a rabbit, really, and that one on top of the trailer had a face like a mouse.  The ponytail had a nose like a pig’s.  I watched them for several more seconds.

      “Thank you for coming to my tea party,” I said.

      On the other side of the tiny door, I could see the enormous flowers, bloated with poison, the large green stalks as big around as the severed leg of a man.  They towered over my head.  Behind them, I saw the black roofs and towers of a shining city, shining like a city made of obsidian.

      “I poisoned them for you,” I shouted into the light. “Many of them will die soon.  I poisoned the tarts.  I poisoned Bill for you.  I burned Mary for you.  They are all dead for you.”

      The light began to flash and then dim.  I could see the giant flowers now clearly in the jaundiced light of the sun in that world.  The other world, the world of fire and live oaks and dead women, began to fade.

      That’s when I saw her coming towards me, casting a shadow that tracked over my face and my body like a living crawling thing, like a hairy caterpillar.  Then she was before me, as tall as the black towers, as beautiful as a poisonous lily, as red as the arterial blood that spills from a severed head.

      My eyes filled with tears.  I closed my eyes.  I held out my arms.  I stepped into the poison garden.  The door behind me slammed shut.

      I looked up at her, my blood red mother, through the veil of the tears in my eyes.  I fell to my knees.

      “I have come back,” I said.  “I am your Alice at last.”

      I felt her arms close around me.  I looked into her enormous face.  I searched for her eyes.   I fell through the black pits of her pupils, through her rank flesh, laughing as I fell, until I felt my heart beat in time with hers.

      I knew I had come home at last, to the one who waited for me, who knew me and loved me, a woman whose terrible embrace would prove as bloody as an iron maiden’s.

      I had come back to her, my lady, my love, my Red Queen.
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      The young writer met the once famous actress, the woman remembered as Lady Bluebeard, at her house for tea.  Pamela Lane had been an extraordinary woman once.  Among the readers of the young writer’s online horror blog, Pamela Lane’s image was a blood-stained idyll, a Gran Guignol tableau, a woman both innocent, beautiful and irredeemably bad. She was youth and girlishness in her diaphanous white gowns and long blonde hair but she was also a great white spider weaving sticky tapestries.  Her very tissues were poison.  The young writer thought this a fine description and he wrote it down so that he would remember it.

      Pamela Lane’s crumbling old Victorian house squatted in a neighborhood, once fashionable, now squalid and villainous.  Despite its age and disrepair, the house was somehow more vertical than the others on the street.  Though it slumped and sighed in its old age, it nevertheless held onto a certain beauty and dignity, much like Pamela Lane herself.

      When Pamela Lane answered the bell, the boy could see that little remained of the beautiful blonde woman that had floated through the most famous of the Hatchet horror films – Dracula’s Concubine, Ligeia, the Dead Maiden and Lucretia, the Lady Poisoner and, most infamously, Lady Bluebeard.  The woman standing before the boy looked as if she had melted, her hair had thinned and what was left of it had been dyed an unconvincing yellow.  She could have been Miss Havisham, shut up inside a wallpapered tomb, leaving scraps of yellowed wedding lace in her wake.

      Pamela Lane must have been aware of her enduring status as a cult figure.  She was wearing a high-waisted white dress made of lace.  The youthful Pamela Lane, the one whose sensuousness still haunted the dreams of men, had been famous for wearing high-waisted white costumes in her Hatchet heyday, just a shade darker than transparent.  She led him to a small table in the sunroom where she prepared the tea.  When they were both seated, she folded her hands in her lap, looked at the young man levelly and asked him to begin.  Nervous, he forgot the question he’d planned on asking so he asked her first about her childhood.

      “I was discovered while working in my father’s carnival,” Pamela Lane said.  “I played Beauty to the Goat Man’s Beast nearly every night.    What a dreadful man he was, if he was a man at all – I was never sure. In a strange way, our little stage play – where he tore me to pieces in front of the horrified masses – was a rehearsal for my love affairs to come.  I have died on stage and screen thousands of times and always out of love.”  Pamela sniffed a little and straightened a flounce.  “My father said he found the Goat Man in the Carpathian mountains.  My father spoke of the Carpathians often.  He said he learned many unholy rites there, living amongst the mountain people.  My father was undoubtedly full of shit.”  Pamela stopped to sip delicately at her tea.  “My second husband saw me playing Beauty and cast me as Poe’s Ligeia.  But my true love was my first husband, Christopher Pocket, who played my Dracula in Dracula’s Concubine.  He died young, the poor boy.”  She leaned forward and lowered her voice.  “You remind me of him a little.  You are young and handsome just as he was.  I married my favorite of the many directors I worked with and we settled here.  I have been here ever since.”

      Pamela Lane’s performance at teatime was as deliberate and as mannered as her youthful performances had been.  Her movements were as fluid and as practiced as that of a powdered and bewigged geisha.  The boy tried not to look around at the decaying house whose confines had constituted the whole of her experience for the past 25 years.  She was a known recluse, as mysterious a woman, in her way, as Greta Garbo.  The wallpaper was streaked, the rugs and floorboards worn, the grey velvet curtains moth-eaten.  One wall of the glass sunroom had shattered and dull green fingers of kudzu were pushing their way into the house.

      “Now,” she said, settling back into her wicker chair and smiling. “Whatever does a young man like yourself want with an old lady like me?”  She didn’t wait for an answer.  “I normally turn down interview requests.  I get them from time to time, of course, but your letter was different, my dear boy.  It was so earnest, so alive with youth and enthusiasm for those silly old movies I made.”

      “They are classics, ma’am.  Maybe not with the snotty film critics in New York but with people like me who attend horror conventions and collect memorabilia – well, you will always be a star.  There has never been anyone like you, Miz Lane, not before or since.”  He sipped at his tea.  It was curiously tasteless.  “Would you like to see some of the collectables I’ve purchased?”  He pulled his iphone from his pocket.

      “No, dear, please put that thing away.  I’m afraid the electronic waves those things emit are damaging to my health.  I don’t even own a TV.  All those shows are such tawdry things.  Now, tell me, young man, what do you want to ask me about myself.  I know I told you I would answer any question you put to me and I mean to stick by my word.”

      The boy had only been half-listening.  He was trying to sculpt the features of the beautiful Pamela Lane from the melting sagging wreck of a woman that sat before him.  If he looked long enough, he could make out the lines of her full mouth and there was still something of the light that had lived behind her enormous grey eyes, obscured now by the milky patina of age. He thought of her as Ligeia, the pale woman who had risen from her black death bed, pale and hollowed but still humming with an unearthly vitality.  Or Lucretia, the Lady Poisoner, the charming hostess who poisoned her dinner guests with a ruby-studded heart-shaped locket that hung from her neck.

      “Your letter spoke of a horror magazine that you hope to publish.  Tell me about this project of yours,” Pamela said.  She lifted the cup to the lips that were smeared with bright red lipstick.  The young reporter spoke too rapidly about his horror blog, his article about Dario Argento, his exclusive interview with Tom Savini.  The one thing he’d always wanted more than anything else was an interview with the legendary Pamela Lane but he’d never imagined that she would actually accept.  He did not tell her how little was left of the Pamela Lane he remembered.  The only thing about her that had not changed was the strange quality of her speaking voice. She still had a voice full of indecent promise, full of whispers behind a drawn curtain.  If the boy closed his eyes and only listened, he could easily imagine himself the young Pamela Lane’s lover, the one that would die soon, hired for only a day with only a few lines and then never seen again.  The boy wondered if she had the ruby heart-shaped locket tucked somewhere inside her house.

      “I have a sweet tooth for the young,” Pamela Lane said.

      “Do you mean a soft spot, a soft spot for the young?” the boy asked, smiling. She was an old woman now. She probably forgot things.

      “Oh my, what a silly old lady I am,” she said, her bright red lips, like wrinkled caterpillars lying on top of each other, spread themselves into a smile.  “Ask me anything you’d like.” Pamela Lane still affected an unconvincing British accent, just as she had in her actress days.

      “Can you tell me anything about your time in the carnival?”

      “Freddie the Goat Man didn’t last long, fortunately.  The old satyr wouldn’t leave me alone.  He was such a large man.  It was very difficult to mount him.”

      The boy began to scribble on his little pad.  He stopped suddenly.  “Pardon me?  What did you say?”

      Pamela Lane laughed and the boy thrilled to the sound of it.  “I am not being indelicate.  When poor Freddie died, my father had him stuffed and placed inside a glass casket for public viewing.  Freddie was so large and his casket so heavy that it was difficult to mount onstage.”

      This would be wonderful for his magazine.  How wonderfully odd and grotesque she was, like a ghoulish Gloria Swanson, a great fat white witch squatting within her filthy lair.

      “My father would do practically anything to make money.  We were eternally in need of it in those days.  And it was a sort of tribute, after all, for poor Freddie to live on, even in death.”

      “Tell me about the filming of Ligeia.  It is a fan favorite.”

      “Oh, the director was lovely.  He treated me like a princess.  It was his idea to have me wear that white diaphanous nightgown through the whole film.  It became the fashion accessory to have that season, if I remember correctly.  I wore it again, you know, for Lucretia, the Lady Poisoner.”

      “Do you still have the ruby locket?” the boy asked.  He tried to compose himself.  He was excited by visions of Pamela as Lucretia leaning over her Renaissance table in a white gown to open the red heart locket and dust poison into someone’s goblet. The film itself was not one of the better Hatchet films but it was a favorite nonetheless, despite it being little more than an excuse to display Pamela Lane’s sumptuous bosom.

      “I believe I may have it around here somewhere,” Pamela said.  “Perhaps I will show it to you later, after you’ve conducted your little interview.”

      The boy beamed.  He scribbled on his pad.  He asked her is she had any thoughts about the unsolved disappearance of Peter Knight, director of Lady Bluebeard and Ligeia and The Blood-Soaked Maiden, a man she later married.  She murmured something inaudible and shook her cartoon yellow curls.

      “He was a drinker, you know,” she said, as if that explained everything.  “I enjoyed him.  What fun we had with our little horrors.”
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