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            Legacy of the Corridor

          

        

      

    

    
      Way back in 1994, M. Shayne Bell put together Washed by a Wave of Wind, an anthology of short works by authors from “The Corridor”, an area that covers Utah, most of Idaho, parts of Wyoming and Nevada, and stretches into Arizona and parts of northern Mexico. Sometimes, the area around Cardston, Alberta, Canada, is included, too. For those unfamiliar with this area, it was settled by Mormon pioneers, members of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints.

      Bell’s anthology highlighted science fiction and fantasy works by authors from the area, as The Corridor contained an unusually high number of successful authors, for the population in the area, both genre and non-genre, both members and non-members of the predominant religion. That legacy continues today with an impressive list of authors such as Jennifer Adams, D. J. Butler, Orson Scott Card, Michaelbrent Collings, Ally Condie, Larry Correia, Kristyn Crow, James Dashner, Brian Lee Durfee, Sarah M. Eden, Richard Paul Evans, David Farland, Jessica Day George, Shannon Hale, Mettie Ivie Harrison, Tracy and Laura Hickman, Charlie N. Holmberg, Christopher Husberg, Matthew J. Kirby, Brian McClellan, Stephenie Meyer, L. E. Modesitt, Jr., Brandon Mull, Jennifer A. Nielson, James A. Owen, Brandon Sanderson, J. Scott Savage, Jess Smart Smiley, Eric James Stone, Howard Tayler, Dan Wells, Robison Wells, Brad R. Torgersen, David J. West, Carol Lynch Williams, and Dan Willis. This list only barely scratches the surface.

      Hemelein Publications is starting a publication series that will highlight authors from The Corridor, both well-known and lesser-known. You can learn more about the series at:

      
        
        http://hemelein.com/go/legacy-of-the-corridor/

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            On the Topic of Hats and Mustaches

          

        

      

    

    
      I first met Dave around ten years ago at Life, the Universe, & Everything, the annual science fiction and fantasy academic symposium held in Provo, Utah. Since then, we’ve attended various conventions together, worked booths together, participated in panels together, had long discussions on many different topics, shared meals together, and even won Kovel Awards in the same year multiple times. That’s just a long way of saying that we hardly know each other.

      Despite that, Dave was talking about trying to get together a collection of some of his short works (he has a lot more than are found here), and I suggested that Hemelein could put one out for him. He looked at me for a few moments, then asked, “Who are you, again?” while slowly backing away. Yet here we are, and you have this amazing collection of dark fantasy and cosmic horror in your hands (and hopefully are reading this introduction).

      Dave is a man of many talents, and he shares them freely. He loves running tabletop and roleplaying games (and he’s great at it, too!). He has a growing collection of painted minis. He looks great in a good hat, and his mustache is a thing of legend. He’s written a bunch of really good books and shorter works. He’s written and performed folk music (some of it set in his Witchy Eye world). His scratch-made brownies can give you diabetes from across the room, and the flavors are constantly changing (all good changes, mind you).

      He (before all this COVID stuff, and hopefully again now that things seem to be getting back to normal) regularly opens his house to all comers for book release parties (for other authors), musical and poetry performances, and presentations on a very wide variety of topics. He’s always trying to help out other authors, no matter where they are in their careers. I’ve seen him do things for which he doesn’t want attention, but which would make your heart melt with joy. He is a kind person, which is becoming increasingly rare these days.

      The stories here are really good. There is a lot of variety in them, and I hope you enjoy them. I had a lot of fun working with Dave and Callie to get everything pulled together, and I hope we get to put out additional collections like this in the future.

      
        
        Joe Monson

        Managing Editor

        Hemelein Publications

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Editor’s Note

          

        

      

    

    
      Wow! I am happy to be here today accepting the Kovel Award for Youngest Professional Editor. I can’t say I’m surprised. It was about time. I have indeed met all the requirements as specified by the Kovel jurors: I rode here on a sixty-year-old tortoise, I am wearing twelve shirts, and I haven't clipped my toenails for six weeks in preparation.

      We all know one of the most celebrated winners of previous Kovel Awards, David Butler. But his time is over now. Which is why I took on the challenge of helping this poor soul with his collection, for an exorbitant fee.

      But in all seriousness, I really enjoyed editing these stories for my dad. One day, we were talking about the possibility of The Cunning Man (one of his novels) becoming a film. I was really excited because—on the cover of the book—Hiram is extremely hot, and I would get to meet a handsome actor. My dad then told me that he would cast a homely-looking fellow, much to my disappointment. All of the stories in this collection are tied together through their adventurous nature, especially the Hiram Woolley stories, which were my favorite to edit.

      The stories in this collection are very remarkable. Whether the adventure was set in outer space or in some ancient civilization, I was always entertained. So—especially if you like a one-hundred page story about horny astronauts or stories about a woman with seven living boobs—you will definitely like this book.

      There is a range of genres here, which kept things interesting for me. We had a very interesting working dynamic, the two of us. He would write a story in an afternoon, and it would take me three weeks to edit it. I got to seek out my father's mistakes and fix them, which was highly satisfying. Ironically, my dad edited this document for me.

      But honestly, this was one of the best working experiences of my life. If you want a kind boss who cuts you an enormous amount of slack, work for my dad.

      I love you, Dad, thanks for giving me the chance to edit for you. And you’re welcome for turning your so-so writing into perfection.

      
        
        Callie Butler

        January 16, 2021

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Seven Nipples of Molly Kitchen

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        This is the untrue origin story of a true cartographical curiosity. In the State of Utah, there are numerous geographical features named “Mollie’s Nipple” (as of this writing, according to Wikipedia, at least seven peaks, one butte, and a well).

      

        

      
        The nearest to my home is a peak at the south end of Utah Valley, so travelers watching their Google Maps or other navigation app as they round the mountain from Payson to Santaquin may be surprised to see the name drifting past them on the software. The various nipples were named by a man named John Kitchen, in the early days of Utah’s Mormon settlement, and one presumes Mollie was his wife or paramour.

      

        

      
        As I have it in the story, though, the records of the time are imperfect, so Mollie herself has left more trace on Utah’s maps than on its written history.
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      “There are seven, scattered all over the state", Hiram Woolley said. His voice echoed in the mineshaft.

      Looking over his shoulder, he saw the last light of the day splash pink over his Model A, sitting on the shoulder of the mountain. Below, the lights of Payson would be winking into life, though Hiram couldn’t see them. Payson was a small enough town that many of those lights came from kerosene lanterns, though the beet processing plant and the city buildings were all electric.

      Then the shaft turned, and his car disappeared from view as well.

      No breeze brushed Hiram’s face; this was a mine with only one way out.

      “Seven nipples?” Rose Callaghan asked.

      “Seven mountain peaks named for her nipples. There’s also a butte, but that strikes me as a stretch. There’s a well, too. Some say eleven features in total, but on the maps I trust, I count seven.”

      “You gotta pick your maps real careful, in this life.”

      “Yes", Hiram agreed. “And be willing to switch maps when you find you’ve been following a bad one.”

      “This Molly Kitchen must have been a strange woman.”

      “Hmm.”

      Hiram followed Rose down into the mine, listening intently for footfalls other than hers and his. She was large, though he would have said she was bulky rather than fat, and her step was light. The sound of sand and pebbles grinding under the soles of his Harvesters was gigantic by contrast. The denim of his overalls, crusted with dust from the road and from the farm, scraped together as he walked with a noise like the sound of a woodsaw.

      The shaft’s supports were rough-hewn logs rather than regular timbers, the work of a solitary miner or a small crew. The tunnel walls were irregular and its ceiling low, which suggested the same thing. Given the valley’s history, it had most likely been one man, solitary and half-crazed, during the silver boom.

      They passed one side tunnel after another, and he reached into the bib pocket of his overalls at each, scattering a small handful of the pocket’s contents in every opening.

      “Who was she, then?” Rose asked.

      “There’s not much about her in the record", Hiram said. “She’s not alone in that; records were a bit sketchy around here, seventy years ago.”

      “You went up to Salt Lake and poked around in their cupboards, did you? They were the only ones writing anything down, back then. The Shoshone just remembered things, or told them to each other in songs.”

      “I have a friend at B.Y. High", Hiram said. “He’s a librarian, and I find there’s little he can’t ferret out for me, in the way of facts on the record.”

      “And facts off the record?”

      “John Kitchen shows up clearly enough. Frontiersman type, like your John D. Lees and your Orrin Porter Rockwells. Led an early expedition, back before the Shoshones and the Utes had cleared out of the valleys and left them to the white settlers. And everywhere he went, he named a mountain peak after Molly.”

      “After her nipple.”

      “I guess he found that her most memorable feature.”

      “Ain’t that just like a man?”

      Hiram heard rustling at his feet. Shining the light of his electric torch deliberately ahead of him to keep his hands in obscurity, he threw grains down into the shadow. With a hiss and a scuffling sound, something unseen retreated, and then fell silent.

      Callaghan stopped. Had she heard?

      “I reckon that might be it", Hiram admitted. “Men can be pretty predictable, especially that way. Though there’s another possibility, too.”

      He kept walking. After a moment’s hesitation, Rose joined him. In the darkness of the mine, her bulk appeared to shift and twist underneath her calico dress.

      “The missing children", Hiram said. “What do you make of them?”

      “Well, you know how it is", Rose answered slowly. “Anytime anything happens that folk can’t explain, it must have been a witch. And if it was a witch, then all the widows have to keep their heads down.”

      “Oh, it wasn’t a witch", Hiram agreed.

      “I suppose you’ve known your share of witches?” Rose asked slyly.

      “As many as the next fellow", Hiram admitted.

      “More, I heard.”

      Hiram felt a shiver in his spine. “What did you hear, then?”

      Rose Callaghan purred with satisfaction. “You were sent down from Salt Lake, but you ain’t exactly a Salt Lake man, are you?”

      “I’m from Lehi", Hiram said. “I farm beets.”

      Rose clucked her tongue. “That ain’t what I mean. I mean, you ain’t the regular Sunday School type.”

      Sweat dripped into his eyes, and Hiram badly wanted to lift his fedora and mop the sweat with a handkerchief. “I guess you better speak clearly, Mrs. Callaghan.” Instead, he reached into the hip pocket of his overalls and put his hand on the cold butt of his pistol. The hairs on the back of his neck stood up. Where were the rest of the creatures?

      Were they behind him, about to pounce?

      Rose didn’t stop walking. “Your grandma was a witch. Payson ain’t so far away from Lehi that there ain’t a few around here who’d heard of her, in her day. Especially once the beet plant got built, and Payson started taking all of Lehi’s beets.”

      “She was a cunning woman.” Hiram blinked, sweat stinging his eyes. “She knew herbs, and some German prayers, and she could read the almanac.”

      “And I heard tell you’re a cunning man, yourself.”

      Who had she been talking to? Had R.J. made some well-intentioned, off-hand remark? She had a tendency to mock Hiram, to gain credibility herself. Hiram grunted without commitment. “I’m willing to try whatever does the job.”

      “Stone-peeping? Rod-work? A heavenly letter?”

      “Whatever gets the task done", Hiram repeated. “And doesn’t compromise my soul.”

      It was Rose’s turn to grunt, a contented sound that might have come from a sow.

      “We’re almost there.”

      “What were you doing so far down the mine, that you found the body?” Hiram asked. He knew the answer would be a lie, of course.

      “Lost one of my dogs", she said. “Followed it down here, and the poor creature came across the dead child.”

      They walked a few steps in silence.

      “If it ain’t a witch", Rose said, “what do you think killed those children? You don’t agree with the fellow from the Star-Courier, the one who thinks it was an accident.”

      “No accident drains the body entirely of blood like that.”

      “A vampire, then?”

      Hiram forced himself to chuckle. “Have you read Stoker’s novel? Do you imagine there might be a Transylvanian nobleman wandering around in Utah Valley, looking for sanatorium patients to enslave?”

      Rose laughed lightly. “Then what? An illness? That would be a horrible abomination of an illness to drain so much blood out of a child.”

      “It would be an abomination", Hiram agreed. “I think something drank the blood from those children. But not a vampire. A monster. Something horrible, something without a name.”

      “You ain’t much of a wizard, if you can’t name your foe.”

      “I didn’t say I was a wizard.” Hiram had a name to give his foe, but Hiram wasn’t quite ready to share it. “I’m just a cunning man. More of a beet farmer than anything else, and I delivery groceries to people who have lost their jobs. I dig out collapsed ditches, settle fights over irrigation times, things like that.”

      “You help the poor.”

      “I try to help them.”

      “Widows and orphans. Pure religion and undefiled.”

      “You’ve read your Bible.”

      “Ain’t everyone? And you try to solve the mysterious deaths of children in a small farming town.”

      “The way I see it", Hiram said, “those children were poor in life, but they’re even poorer now. They have no one to hear their story, no one who would even believe how they died. If nothing else, I can do them this last service. Even if I never really figure out what killed them. Even if I can’t stop the monster from killing again. I can do them the service of believing, and of trying to help.”

      “Sad.” Rose Callaghan didn’t sound the slightest bit sad.

      “We almost there?”

      “Almost. Bear with this fat old woman a little longer, Salt Lake City man.”

      “Another possibility", Hiram said, “is that John Kitchen was trying to give a warning.”

      “What kind of warning does a man give by naming mountains after his wife’s breasts?”

      “Some say it wasn’t his wife", Hiram said. “No record, as such. Some remember it was his betrothed. But Molly Kitchen left no birth certificate and no death certificate. No record of baptism or marriage, nothing.”

      “Maybe they never married.”

      “Maybe not", Hiram allowed.

      “Maybe they were just poor. Records are especially bad where poor folk are concerned.”

      “True", Hiram said. “Or maybe she ate him.”

      Rose laughed, a sharp edge that shaded into a cackle. “That’s a dark joke, cunning man.”

      “I see it like this", Hiram said. “This very mountain was the first. It was where John started, and somehow he got the right to put a name on the map for it. Then as he traveled, he left a string of ‘Molly’s Nipples’ behind him. Seven of them all told, just counting the mountains, but it started here. He was warning us about something, and we missed it. We missed it for seventy years and more.”

      Rose Callaghan snorted. “Warning us his bride was deformed? Maybe that’s why he ran off and joined Brigham’s expedition.”

      “Maybe he was trying to get away", Hiram agreed. “His end in the record is a bit mysterious, too, but folks around here agree he came back, and he died here. Of sickness, some say, or accident. Some say the death was a surprise, and a bit mysterious.”

      “Folks will repeat all kinds of nonsense.”

      “Seventy years isn’t all that long. There’s old folks in the valley who were alive then. Even old folks who were adults when John Kitchen came back from his journey.”

      “And you think Molly Kitchen killed him?”

      “No.” He meant it. She was toying with him now, trying to draw out what he’d learned. Perhaps she wanted to find out who else knew, and whether she should strike at his young son Michael, in the boarding house back in town, or against the Roosevelt administration agent, R.J. Lazarus, who thought Hiram was insane but helped him anyway, because she was also on the side of the poor.

      He could try to take her now.

      Only he hadn’t accounted for them all. If she wanted to draw him deeper into the mine, there might be more of the beasts.

      “No", he said again, “I don’t think Molly Kitchen killed her husband. And I don’t think she killed any of the other people who have died in these hills since, missing without trace or found drained of blood.”

      “Then what do you think it was?”

      “Monsters", Hiram said. “Things beyond human ken. Things that have no name. Things about which nothing is written in any of our books.”

      “That sounds terrifying.” Molly’s voice was cold and remote.

      And lonely.

      Hiram felt a pang in his heart and swallowed it. What had her life been like, all these years with such a dark secret? All these years, with no one to tell it to?

      And had she told John Kitchen, before he died?

      Did she mourn his death still, the death of her last companion?

      He heard a slithering in the darkness. He almost missed it, distracted by his strangled feelings of compassion for Molly Kitchen, but he was alert enough to shine the light on ahead and throw a handful of crystals into the crack from whence the slithering sound emanated.

      “We’re here", Rose Callaghan said.

      The tunnel had ended in a sudden wall, no chamber as such, but just a termination of the mine shaft.

      “There’s no body, Molly", Hiram said.

      If she noticed his use of her name, she showed no sign. “There will be.”

      Hiram shone the light on the calico that sheathed Molly Kitchen’s torso and shuffled his feet as if uneasy. The silver beam hid the action of his other hand, scattering crystals on the dirt, and his Red Wings masked the sound.

      “What’s it like?” he asked.

      “I don’t kill them", she said.

      “I guessed that. I believe you, and I don’t mean what’s it like to kill. I mean, what’s it like to be alone? With . . . them?”

      “They don’t talk", she said, after a brief pause. “And who would I tell about them? Who would believe it, other than you? Who could bear the knowledge?”

      Hiram’s shoulders felt heavy. He nodded.

      “Do you want to see them?” she offered.

      He didn’t. He felt ill. He wanted to flood the entire shaft with gasoline and drop a match.

      He nodded.

      She undid the buttons down the front of her dress. Responding to the touch of her fingers, the fabric moved as if it were itself a living thing.

      Or as if there were other creatures moving beneath it.

      She opened her dress.

      “I count two", Hiram said. They clung to her body, jaws clamped fiercely onto her flesh, long and red, like serpents with a single powerful pair of legs, just behind their skulls. If they had skin, Hiram couldn’t see it—they seemed to be composed entirely of blood, not clotted blood, but red, living blood, holding itself together in this shape by some sorcery so foul, Hiram could scarcely imagine it.

      And he could not countenance its survival.

      “You destroyed two", Molly said. She wasn’t, after all, a fat woman. Her face was swollen and puffy, but in this light it looked like the swelling of rot and corruption. Her body was skeletal. “With fire.”

      “It wasn’t just me", Hiram said, and then regretted it. It had been R.J. Lazarus who had sloshed gasoline on the two feeding monsters and then ignited them. Despite what she had seen, the federal agent insisted she had killed a couple of large reptiles. Gila monsters, perhaps, or some desert lizard that had not yet been added to the catalog.

      “But you didn’t bring your gas-can down here, did you, Salt Lake City man?”

      “No.” Hiram felt a deep sense of sorry and pity. He must not let it stay his hand. “Were they actual nipples, once?”

      Molly Kitchen nodded. “I was born with them. Mere nubs of flesh, no use to me any more than yours serve you. I never had a natural child. Just these queer body-memories of an ancient time and a more ancient pact.”

      “What pact?” Hiram asked.

      “My family.” Molly didn’t volunteer any more.

      “What family is that?” Hiram pressed. Were these same monsters killing elsewhere, clinging to the grotesque form of some cousin of Molly’s? And where would that be? Hiram had no idea where Molly came from, or who her kin were.

      Molly said nothing.

      Hiram tried another approach. “And you renewed that pact?”

      “They came to me", Molly said. “It was before I knew John. And I had two of them before he and I were engaged to be married, and seven by the time of our wedding night. I tried to keep them from him. I . . . I thought I had.”

      “Until he published his warning to the whole world.”

      “I had to kill him. They had to kill him. My only other choice was to flee into the wilderness, and live the life of a monster. Can you understand that, cunning man?”

      Hiram sighed. “You . . . nurse them.”

      “It isn’t milk.”

      “It’s blood", Hiram said.

      The two monsters on Molly’s body unlatched their mouths from their hostess and glared at Hiram, gripping Molly’s thigh and her upper arm. Hiram saw nothing that any longer resembled a human nipple, but seven oozing bloody sores. Two of them rested on Molly’s chest where an ordinary woman’s nipples would have been.

      He stepped back, scattered more of the crystals on the ground.

      They only had forelegs, but was it possible that the monsters could jump? Or worse, fly?

      “They’re made of blood.” He hoped fervently he was right.

      “Are they?” Molly furrowed her thinning eyebrows and glared at Hiram.

      “We’ll find out", he said.

      The creatures leaped from Molly’s body toward Hiram. They landed on the dry dirt, where Hiram had scattered two handfuls of rock salt.

      The monsters shrieked in pain. Their forward momentum died, and they flopped on the salt and sand like caught fish on the bank of a lake.

      “No!” Molly’s face curled into a fist as she wailed.

      Was she dangerous? Hiram had to worry about her later. He shot a hand into his other hip pocket and grabbed the large glass bottle of Vi-Jon Hospital Brand Solution of Hydrogen Peroxide. Fumbling, he lost the cap.

      Molly leaped at him over her foul offspring—

      He sloshed peroxide on both the monsters, spilling too much in his efforts but hitting both of them—

      They erupted into bubbles and pink fizz, spattering blood in all directions. Tiny bloody jaws opened and tiny claws clenched and unclenched as they sank into the pink foam and disappeared.

      Molly crashed into Hiram.

      He fell down under the surprising force of her charge. She was much heavier than she looked, as if her bones were plated with lead.  He dropped the Vi-Jon solution and lost sight of it. He kicked the flashlight spinning away into darkness, and the bottom of the tunnel became a funhouse nightmare of flashing light, shrieking, spittle, and nails clawing into his forearm.

      “Don’t!” he bellowed.

      She didn’t slow down, and then the same weight that had knocked him prone grabbed Hiram around the throat and squeezed. She bore down on top of him, howling and reeking of blood. In the darkness, he couldn’t see her face.

      But he found the pistol in his pocket.

      “You murdered my children, cunning man!”

      He jerked the weapon out and managed to thumb back the hammer. He only ever used the pistol when he had to, which was rare, but he cocked it with only one hand, then squeezed the trigger.

      Click.

      Of course, the hammer had been on an empty chamber for safety.

      “Molly!” he shouted, one last time.

      Molly Kitchen sank her teeth into his neck.

      He cocked and squeezed again, and this time was rewarded with a kick and a bang, and the infernal stink of gunpowder.

      Molly slumped onto him, still.

      Hiram’s ears were ringing. He stood and found the light. Checking, he found the bloody puddles that were all that remained of Molly Kitchen’s two monster-children. He clapped a hand to his neck and it came away red as well, but not so much so that he had to worry about bleeding to death on the spot.

      He checked Molly. Her body sagged like a waterskin with a bullethole in it, blood pouring out into the sand. He stared as the last of the gore exited, leaving behind a slack husk with facial features, rucked about a distorted skeleton. Dead, she appeared to have no muscles or viscera. Skin, bones, and blood, that was all that had remained of Molly Kitchen.

      Had she been a bright young child once? Had she been quiet and watchful, like Michael?

      He could still see the seven nipples, like seven wounds.

      “I’m sorry.”

      Hiram tried not to think of what he was feeling. He found the peroxide bottle on its side, with some solution still in it. Slowly, he trudged back up the mineshaft. At each side passage or hollow where he’d heard movement and responded by throwing down salt, he found another of the blood-beasts, trembling in pain on the bed of white crystal.

      He poured down a little Vi-Jon on each monster, bursting each in turn. He patiently watched them dissolve into nothing under the firm light of his electric torch, to be certain nothing survived.

      At the mouth of the mine, a cool breeze blew over his Model A. He brought the gas can down into the shaft, along with a box of kitchen matches and a long-handled shovel.

      How must it have felt to be Molly Kitchen? Separated by her gruesome nature, by the realization in her body of what she had called the “ancient pact", and severed from her husband by the same. A lonely woman would talk to herself. Eventually, she would talk to the monsters clinging to her flesh, and decide they were her children.

      When had Molly Kitchen become a monster herself?

      He dug a shallow trench in the ground at the bottom of the shaft and laid Molly in it. Staring down at the distorted sack of skin, he tried to think of words to say. At the end, all he could do was repeat: “I’m sorry.”

      He doused her with gasoline, then burned her, then covered the ashes with dirt.

      He burned the bloodstains that had once been her monstrous children, for good measure.

      Then he stood in the night breeze, leaning against the Model A, and staring down at the lights of Payson.

      He would tell Michael nothing, of course. They would drive together back to Lehi in the morning, and they would talk only of the irrigation ditch they’d dug out together. This was knowledge of the sort one kept from the young.

      The sky was pale blue over the eastern mountains before he finally started the car to drive back.
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            The Guns of Perdition

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        William Morris is an editor, anthologist, short story writer, and novelist. When he published an invitation to submit alternate history stories about Mormons, I knew I had to throw my hat into the ring. This story of necromantic guns made from the bodies of Joseph and Hyrum Smith and auctioned by the ghost of Joseph Smith through Jonathan Browning, the Nauvoo gunsmith and father of John Moses Browning, as a way to sort out Joseph’s possible successors—a business Joseph seems to have left unfinished in life, or at least unfinished enough that multiple men thought they had a good claim—struck me as perfect.

      

        

      
        It is a tale of alternate history (these guns were not made, and this auction did not happen) about possible alternate histories (how else might the succession have gone?). Also, I love the gloomy, almost-gothic, almost-steampunk feel. Also, I felt that the story allowed me to actually, you know, say something.

      

        

      
        My favorite notice of this story came from a reviewer who read the entire anthology and whose comment on this tale was that it followed actual history, and therefore was “the least interesting” of the lot.
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      “Couldn’t you have held this auction some other time?” asks the man with the bushiest beard and the most elaborate dress; his waistcoat is crimson, and thickly embroidered with squares, compasses, trumpets, and eight-pointed stars. “It’s freezing, and I have things to do on Beaver Island.”

      Always impatient.

      I nod.  “Forgive me, brother—”

      “Call me Jesse.”  The man in the elegant waistcoat eyes the other two men quickly, and especially the younger of the two, the youngest man in the room.  The uncertain light from the room’s kerosene lantern darkens the caverns around his eyes with the result that his face looks like a skull.

      “Yes, Jesse.  Forgive me, but the timing was not my choosing.”

      “No?  Whose was it, then?”

      Mine, you knobwit.

      I ignore the question.  Opening the Imseti-jar, I remove the three cards therefrom and lay them on the cherry-wood desk.  I confuse the cards with my fingers after the fashion of a St. Louis street-corner charlatan stealing his daily bread with a game of Find the Lady.  The gestures are pure theater.

      It is January of the year of our Lord eighteen hundred fifty-six.  We are in Nauvoo House, an unfinished hotel a stone’s throw from the Mississippi River that might someday, with the right attention, be grand.  I have taken two rooms here, just for the night.  Nauvoo House is a place that will be noticed by history, as it is owned and operated by Mr. Bidamon and his wife, once wife of the man they called the Prophet in this, his city: Joseph Smith, Jr.

      Dead these twelve years.

      We are all eternal beings, Brother John.

      I nod, but the other men in the room don’t know why.

      The Bidamons do not know my purpose here.  They have rented me a room as they have rented rooms to many strangers, though I am not a stranger.  I was once a friend, at least to Emma.  Having sold my land and bundled my wife and children into the adjacent room to this one, I do not know where I will be going next.  I only know for certain that this is my last night in Nauvoo.

      The three men in the room watch me shuffle the cards.  They have each written on one of the cards an offer for what I am selling tonight.

      We.

      They have each written an offer for what we are selling tonight.  Brother Jesse, as he wishes to be called, has come from his throne on Beaver Island.  He is the wealthiest of the three, and the most suspicious; he looks through slitted lids and he leans with one shoulder against the wall.  His presence here, rather than the presence of a messenger, suggests… I don’t know what.  That he wants to see our offering for himself?  That he trusts no subordinate to do his work faithfully in this grave matter?

      Oh, your wit.

      Brother Isaac Haight is, like Brother Jesse, a man in his early forties.  He has come from Deseret, and having arrived only this afternoon, he still has the dust on his trousers to show for it.  Brother Haight bounces on the balls of his feet, perpetually rubbing the knuckles of one hand with the fingers of the other.  What makes him so anxious?  Does he desire so greatly the success of his President, Brother Young?  Is he ambitious for his own account?  Does he pray for the downfall of an enemy?

      The third man is twenty years younger than the others.  Like all of us, he wears a thick, dark beard, but his is the only facial hair in the room not streaked with silver.  He is the Bidamons’ son Joseph, or rather the son of Emma and the Prophet.  He stands stiff as a hat rack.

      I take all three cards into my hands and peruse them together.

      “The highest bid in this first round", I announce, “is one thousand dollars.”

      Joseph exhales sharply around his teeth.  The other two men eye each other.

      “What do you mean, this round?” Haight asks.

      “There will be two more rounds of bidding", I say.  “After the next round, I will again announce only the highest bid.  After round three, we will select and announce the winning bid.”

      “Three rounds.  I think we can all agree three is a significant number.”  Jesse’s eyes focus in the distance.  I believe he means to create the effect of him looking through the red-wallpapered walls of the room into eternity.

      Or maybe he’s cross-eyed.  It would surprise you how many people will take a cross-eyed man for a prophet.

      “What do you mean, winning bid?” Haight presses.

      “I mean the bid of the winner of the auction.”

      “Do you mean the highest bid again?”  Haight rubs his jaw with all ten fingers, as if by doing so he can elongate his chin.

      Well noted.

      I nod in recognition of the point.  “Not necessarily.”

      Young Joseph has been gazing at me coolly, but now his brow furrows.  “That’s not really the interesting question, though, is it?”

      Have I let something slip?  “Oh?”

      “Who do you mean by we?” Joseph asks.  “Surely you don’t mean that the four of us together will select the winner.  That could only result in deadlock.  You imply that you have a confederate.”

      “Have you considered the bar as a profession?” I counter the question with a question.  “Your father had considerable practical experience with the law.  If he’d had the training, who knows what his legal career might have looked like?”

      You gain nothing by this flattery, John.

      Joseph’s brow unfurls.  “Mr. Bidamon runs a boarding house.”

      Jesse cuts back in.  “A thousand dollars is a heap of money.  And the logic of an auction suggests the winner will probably pay even more than that.  Don’t you think you’d better show us the… the goods?”

      “The pistols", Haight adds.

      Do it.

      “The Guns of Perdition", I announce.  Opening the left-hand drawer of the desk, I remove the box that holds the guns; I set the box on the table and open it.

      “You’re a gunsmith, Brother Browning.”  Haight grins at me, but it isn’t a friendly grin.  “Stay away from the theatrics.”

      I nod and try to keep my smile humble.  “Allow a craftsman a little pleasure in his work, Brother Haight.”

      Jesse takes a step forward and leans to look into the box.  Resting inside he sees what I see: two very ordinary pistols, plain but for ivory in their grips and astrological signs engraved in careful arrangement upon their recoil shields.  The signs and their arrangement were taught to me, and I cannot interpret them, though I know that one gun bears signs tied to Joseph and the other bears signs that mark it as Hyrum’s.  There is also a small jar of grease.  Jesse sniffs and steps back.  “Look like pistols.”

      “I don’t understand", Joseph says.  “One thousand dollars is a lot of money for two pistols.”

      Brace him.

      “I will explain.”  I gesture at the divan behind Joseph.  “But first, please, would you sit?  I have some strange happenings to report.  You, of all four of us, ought to hear them sitting down.”

      Joseph shakes his head.  “I will stand.”

      Haight takes a flask from inside his coat and holds it to the young man.  “If you’re going to keep your feet, take a slug of this, at least.”

      Joseph waves Haight off as well.  Haight shrugs, takes a long sip from his own flask, and then returns it to his pocket.  “I’m ready, anyway.”  Haight wipes his mouth with the back of his hand.

      I hesitate.

      Go ahead.

      “Several days before your father’s death", I begin, talking directly to Joseph, “he gave me an unusual blessing.  In this blessing, he warned me of his own impending murder.  He tasked me with certain solemn errands, he directed me to carry out… strange operations.  He promised me that he would guide me in those operations, and that the Lord would protect me from the consequences.”

      “Consequences?” Joseph frowned.

      “Criminal", I say.  “And other.  You know your father and uncle were buried here for a time?  Under this building, I mean.”

      Joseph nods.

      I try to continue, but my words catch in my throat.

      Go on.

      Joseph is staring at me.

      “I dug them up.  Their bodies.”

      I am looking at the red and gold carpet now, so I do not see their faces.  I do, however, hear their shocked intake of air.  I give them a moment to let the simple statement sink in before proceeding to elaborate.  While I wait, I try not to remember the sound of my shovel biting into the packed earth floor of the basement that night, or the groaning of coffin lids.

      Or the rasping and sucking noises that followed.

      I manage not to shudder.

      “You need not imagine the usual gothic appurtenances", I say after a moment.  “There were no ravens, or hunchbacks, or phantasms.  As directed, I dug up both men, then I… took something from each of them.  Then I returned the bodies to their graves.”

      Jesse steps away from the wall, smile widening.  “These pistols, you mean?  These are pistols possessed by the Prophet and the Patriarch?  That’s hardly what you implied in your—”

      “No.”  I say it forcefully, and the word shuts Jesse’s mouth.  “I took things from their very bodies.  Blood, and fat, and bone.”

      Young Joseph staggers back as if I have struck him in the mouth.  “The whisky", he says in a loud whisper.  “Quickly.”

      Haight supplies the requested article.  Then, with aqua vitae in his belly to fortify him, the Prophet’s son decides to sit on the divan after all.  He buries his face in his hands.

      I let him sit unmolested.  The other men stare at him and me in alternation.

      “Go on", Joseph says after a minute.  He is still hiding his face.

      I gesture at the guns.  “As directed, I have made these guns.  They are inscribed with astrological symbols communicated to me by your father.  They are handled with his very bone and the bone of his brother Hyrum.  They are greased—anointed, if you will—and have always and only been greased by the Martyrs’ very fat and blood.”

      “Perdition!” Haight hisses; his voice sounds triumphant.

      “Sorcery!” Jesse growls; he approves.

      Joseph looks up, but says nothing.

      I bow my head.  “I have only done as instructed.”

      Jesse steps forward, beaming.  “And you have done well, Brother Browning.  I am prepared to bid again.”

      I set three more cards on the front of the desk, beside the pen and bottle of ink.  “The highest bid in round one was one thousand dollars.”  I stand the Imseti-jar with its painted human face beside the cards, and then I withdraw to the window.

      I hear the scratching of the pen behind me as the men step forward, one at a time.  Each will write his bid on a card, and on the reverse of that same card a glyph of his own design.  Each will drop his card into the Imseti-jar and retire.

      Nauvoo is lit by lanterns and fires as the evening deepens.  It was lit by more and greater lights, once, but it is a city recovering from a grievous wound.

      I shall miss it.

      You miss it already.  This is no longer Nauvoo the Beautiful.

      True.

      I turn on my heel.  “Finished?”

      The three men nod.  Joseph’s is a distracted bob of the chin from the divan, where he sits staring at his feet.  Jesse tips his head fiercely, staring through the walls again.  Haight nods three times and cracks the knuckles of both hands.

      I again examine the three cards.  “The highest bid this round is five thousand dollars.”

      Again Joseph exhales sharply.  Isaac Haight whistles.  Jesse snaps his fingers.

      “Do we really need a third round?” Jesse asks.  “Can Brigham’s impoverished eaters of crickets really match my bid?”

      Haight glares at him.  “You think that possessing these pistols will make you King.”

      Jesse’s eyes flash.  “No!  I think the Lord has made me King.  And I think the King should wear the pistols of the King before him.  As the Nephites handed down the sword of Laban and the brass plates, so shall the Kings of Beaver Island hand down to their successors the Guns of Salvation, embodying in them the implacable witness of the brothers Joseph and Hyrum Smith, cut down as to this world, and exalted as to the next!”

      “I know you now", Joseph says.  “You’re James Strang.  Folks around here say queer things about you and your people.”

      “Ha!” Haight guffaws.

      Joseph shakes his head.  “They say strange things about the followers of Brigham Young, too.  All of you.  Despotic rule.  Multiple women.”

      It is hard to see him like this.  Say something.

      “They said strange things about your father, too", I proffer.  “Some of them were even true.”

      Joseph springs from the divan.  For a moment I fear he will attack me, but he recoils away into a corner.  “No!”

      He could take the guns.  He could know the truth.  He could be the Prophet.

      I cannot tell whether those are alternatives, or the results of a single course of action.  I cannot ask, without making a fool of myself.

      “I know your father", I say.

      “Yes?”  Joseph steps forward.  The placement of his feet resembles the fighting stance of a pugilist.  “And my mother?”

      “Emma.  Yes.”

      “And did you ever hear my father introduce any other woman, any woman other than my mother, as his wife?”

      I hesitate.  “Well, I also know—”

      Joseph raises his voice.  “Did my father ever introduce another woman as his wife?”

      I try again.  “It wasn’t ever that simple.”

      Joseph lunges forward half a step.  “This is a yes or no question, Brother Browning.  This is what the Lord teaches us, is it not?  Yea, yea, or nay, nay, with no tricks.  I will give you one more chance to answer the question, and then I will walk out the door.  Did my father ever introduce any woman other than my mother as his wife, in your presence?”

      Let it go.

      My shoulders slump.  “He did not.”

      Joseph collapses on the divan.  He is trembling.

      “It is sad to see the seed of the Prophet fallen so low.”  Haight shakes his head.  Joseph ignores him.

      “Show respect.”  Strang stands straighter, somehow taller.  “He was your King.”

      Cross-eyed men.

      “No", I say, “the Lord was and is the King.”

      Strang hisses through his teeth, but doesn’t challenge me.

      “There will be a third round", I continue.  “But first you must understand why Brother Joseph calls these the Guns of Perdition.  They are not mere symbols.  Anointed with the blood of the Martyrs, like the Title of Liberty, like the sword of Laban, like the portable Throne of God itself, these guns will bring victory to their wielder in this world.”

      Strang steps forward.  “I am ready.”

      “There will, of course, be a cost.”

      I place three final blank cards on the desk, but before I can withdraw to permit the last round of bidding, Joseph rises from his seat.  “Wait.”

      Good.

      “Yes?” I ask.

      He chooses his words carefully.  He really should be a lawyer.  “You say you received direction from my father in this matter.”

      “I did.”

      “You speak of him in the present tense.  As if he speaks to you now.”

      Excellent!

      “That is correct.”

      “It is correct that you speak in this fashion, or it is correct that he speaks to you now?”

      I laugh softly.  “Now I am caught in the cross-examination.  What shall I tell him, Brother Joseph?”

      Tell him the truth.

      I steady myself with a deep breath.  “Your father has never left my presence since the day he gave me that blessing.  I see him always at the corner of my vision.  I hear his voice.  I ask him questions, and he answers.  I am acting in this matter, in every detail, at his direction.”

      As I speak, Joseph shrinks.  When I finish, he springs up like a shot anvil.  “Madman!”

      “I am not mad.”  I think I am telling the truth, but looking at the Guns of Perdition I cannot be certain.

      “You are a necromancer and a resurrection man", Joseph snarls.  He is right, I suppose, though I never intended to be either.  “And you hear voices in your head.”

      “Nephi heard voices", I point out.  “I’m not mad.”

      “Then prove it.”

      At my words, and at Joseph’s accusation, the other men have stepped back from the Imseti-jar and the bidding cards.  The expressions on their faces now suggest that they would also like to see evidence of my sanity.

      “Well, Brother Joseph?” I ask.

      I am stepped forward in that moment.  I choose my words carefully in this matter, because what happens to me is beyond my prior experience.  My legs spring forward, perfectly balanced and agile, but not at my choosing.  Then my hand is thrust forward to grip young Joseph by the forehead.  Joseph wavers, but I hold him upright by a strength beyond my own.  My mouth is opened.

      “Joseph Smith my son", my mouth utters, “in the name of the Lord I command you to doubt.”

      “The Prophet’s face", Haight murmurs.

      “His voice!” Strang gasps.

      “In the name of the Lord I pronounce these blessings upon you, my son.  You shall live a long and happy life.  You shall be a great leader of your flock.  And you shall not suffer from the curses of your father.  In the name of the Lord Adonai the Everlasting, amen.”

      At that, I step back and lower my arm.

      “Amen", pronounce all three men.

      Joseph collapses into my arms.

      It seems after that there is no more to say.  When Joseph has regained his feet I return to the curtain for a last look at Nauvoo.  She was Beautiful once.  I am still uncertain what wrecked that beauty.

      When I have heard three cards deposited in the Imseti-jar, I replace its human-head lid, shake it gently, and then remove the cards.  I sit at the desk and spread the cards before me.  I do not shuffle them this time.

      “Well, Brother Joseph?” I ask.

      You know which it has to be.

      I nod and raise the winning card to examine its reverse.  “Whose emblem is the beehive?”

      “Well, obviously", Haight begins, but then Strang punches the other man in the face.

      What occurs next happens quick as snakebites.  Haight crashes against the desk, Strang pulls a knife from his pants, and as Strang lunges forward to stab at the man from Deseret, Haight’s hand falls on the Guns of Perdition.  He snatches one up, aims at the King of Beaver Island, and pulls the trigger.

      The explosion in the room is loud.

      Strang falls to the ground and drops his knife.  Haight drops the pistol to the desk and steps away, shaking.  Joseph presses himself against the wall.

      “I had not loaded those pistols", I say.  It is the truth.

      The look on Haight’s face suggests he believes me.

      The look on Joseph’s face suggests he now thinks us all mad.

      Strang stands slowly, examining himself.  When he looks up, his eyes are the baffled eyes of a bull that has been mortally shot in the temple and has not yet realized it.  “And yet I am unhurt.”

      Again, I am seized.  “James Strang, King of Beaver Island, in the name of the Lord I pronounce a doom upon you.  Within the year you shall die, in your absence your Kingdom shall wither, your name shall be forgotten upon the face of the earth, and you shall have no seed after you!”

      Strang’s face is shocked.  “But I didn’t hurt him!  And I didn’t mean to!”

      “I pronounce this doom upon you, James, not for your violence, but for your blasphemy.  For your trivial treatment of sacred things will the Lord Adonai the Everlasting strike you dead, amen!”

      Strang says, “amen.”  He is the only one.

      He throws back his head to emit an inhuman noise, something like the howl of a wolf, and then he crashes through the door and is gone.

      There is a long silence.

      Isaac Haight steps forward to shake my hand.  He steps carefully, so as not to be too close to the Guns of Perdition.  I hand him his winning bid, with the beehive scratched onto the reverse, and on the obverse the words A PLACE AMONG THE SAINTS IN DESERET.

      “Brother Joseph will hold you to this promise", I tell him.

      “I hope he does", Haight says.  “When will you join us?”

      “My family and I will depart for Salt Lake City tomorrow.”

      “What did the King of Beaver Island promise you?”

      I pick up the second card.  On its reverse is sketched a simple image of a crown, and on the obverse are the words A PRINCE FOREVER AFTER THE ORDER OF MELCHIZEDEK.

      Haight nods.  He carefully replaces the fired pistol with its mate.  He closes the box and takes it to the door.

      “I must remind you", I call to him.  “Joseph tells me the Guns promise success in this world only.  And there will be a price to pay.”

      “What price?” he asks from the doorway.

      “I don’t know.”  I shrug.  “In general, the greater the victory, the steeper the price.”

      Isaac Haight nods one last time, and then he is gone.

      Joseph is sitting silently on the divan.  I pick up the third card, his card, marked on the back side simply with his initials J.S., and I sit beside him.

      “You bid nothing", I say.  “In each round, you offered nothing.”

      He is slow to answer me.  “My father was indeed a king", he says finally.  “His kingdom was not of this world.”

      Very good.

      “So the question for you, Brother Smith, is this: of what world will your kingdom be?”

      Joseph stands slowly, nodding and straightening his coat.  “Yes", he says.  “That is the question.”

      He leaves, and I am alone.

      Completely alone; for the first time in twelve years, I do not see another man standing in the room with me.

      “And now, Brother Joseph?” I ask.

      Silence.

      “What next?”
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            A Wild Woman Hath Come Among Us

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        This story is set in the world of Aaron Michael Ritchey’s Juniper Wars, in which North America has been hit by a couple of simultaneous catastrophes: a loss of electrical power in the Rocky Mountain region, and also a plague that means that male children mostly die in utero, resulting in a population that skews female, 10:1. With this background, Aaron asked if I’d be willing to write a story, speculating about what Utah might look like.
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        EXPLANATORY NOTE TO FILE: THE FOLLOWING TRANSCRIPT IS PART OF THE RECORD OF THE POSTHUMOUS DISCIPLINARY ACTION OF A MEMBER OF THE CHURCH OF JESUS CHRIST OF LATTER-DAY SAINTS. IT IS INCLUDED FOR ITS VALUE AS BACKGROUND BECAUSE OF THE INFORMATION IT CONTAINS ABOUT NOTORIOUS OUTLAW TAMAR JOHNSON.

      

        

      
        BRACKETED ENDNOTES FOLLOW THE TEXT OF THE EXCERPT.

      

      

      
        
        WITNESS TRANSCRIPT

        WITNESS: LUCY SORENSON

        IN THE MATTER OF THE MEMBERSHIP OF CLAYNE EBBERS (DECEASED)1

        HIGH COUNCIL2

        OAK HILLS SECOND STAKE3

        PROVO, UTAH

      

      

      

      Begin Transcript:

      WITNESS: I never trusted that new girl, not from the start.

      YOUNG: Please stay focused, Sister Sorenson. We’re interested in your memory of the events surrounding the death of Brother Ebbers.

      WITNESS: Well, that’s no secret. Brother Ebbers shot himself. It was right in front of all of us.

      YOUNG: Thank you for confirming that. We had heard that from Sister Oaks, of course, and a few of the other young women. We’re hoping to find out a little more. The question, you see, is whether Brother Ebbers should lose his standing in the church due to the nature of his death.

      WITNESS: You mean should he be excommunicated because he killed himself?

      OLDHAM: Since we’re being recorded, I want to say again that I fail to see the necessity of this proceeding. Surely God in His infinite wisdom can decide what to do about Brother Ebbers now.

      PACKET: That sounds like Godbeite4 talk to me.

      OLDHAM: The twentieth century is over, and I don’t hold on to any dreams of it coming back. I’m happy where I am, thank you, with both my wives and all our children.

      PACKET: Careful, Oldham. You don’t want to get a reputation for being a liberal or a softy this early during your tenure on the High Council.

      OLDHAM: God grant there might be liberals and softies on the High Council when you get tried for your membership, Floyd.

      PACKET: Sitting at this table, I’m Brother Packet. Don’t you forget that, Brother Oldham.

      YOUNG: Enough of this, we’re here to listen to the witness.

      WITNESS: You mean you can cut Brother Ebbers off from the church, even though he’s dead?

      YOUNG: We baptize for and on behalf of the dead, Sister Sorenson. Does baptism for the dead trouble you, or only their excommunication?

      WITNESS: No, only . . . all right, I see what you mean now. Only Brother Ebbers was nice.

      PACKET: And Brother Ebbers was a viable man, Sister Sorenson. He could have children. Do you know what that means, Sister Sorenson?

      WITNESS: I think so.

      PACKET: It means he didn’t only kill himself, he killed every single male descendant he could have had.

      WITNESS: I see.

      PACKET: He murdered multitudes.

      YOUNG: We’re called to be judges in Israel, Sister Sorenson. Unfortunately, niceness is not the question we are commanded to examine. Not for Brother Ebbers, and not really for anyone.

      PACKET: Sister Sorenson, did you feel there was anything unusual about Brother Ebbers’s niceness?

      WITNESS: How do you mean?

      PACKET: Well, he was nice enough that you think to mention it. Did he pay particular attention to any of the sisters? Did he pay inappropriate attention to any of the sisters?

      WITNESS: Oh no, not at all! Not even when Sally Jensen, she’s from up Manti way, made eyes at him. He only tipped his hat, and when she asked if he was married, he admitted he already had wives, and he felt that four was enough.

      PACKET: Did he mean that four was enough for any man? Do you think he meant to criticize the Doctrine?5

      OLDHAM: Kind of a stretch, don’t you think, Packet?

      PACKET: Brother Packet. Unless you want me to call you John.

      OLDHAM: I wouldn’t mind it.

      PACKET: I would.

      OLDHAM: Brother Packet, then.

      PACKET: Something caused him to shoot himself. Brother Ebbers was employed and in good standing with the Church. He was happily married, as far as we have been able to tell. He was accompanying the Spring Bridal Train from St. George to Salt Lake,6 picking up the Brides along the way, and then, apparently with no warning, he killed himself. Maybe he was unhappy with his role in implementing the Doctrine.

      WITNESS: I think he only meant it’s a lot of work to be married to one woman, and being married to four was a lot more work. At least, that’s what I think he meant by ‘logarithmic.’ I’m not so great at math. I’ve got a strong memory, though. Won both the spelling and the geography bees last year, over to Kanab.

      YOUNG: We’ve heard good things about your memory, Sister Sorenson. That’s why we’ve brought you here, of all the Brides.

      WITNESS: Anyway, it was the kind of thing you hear men say about the Doctrine a lot. Besides, I think he shot himself because of what the woman said.

      YOUNG: Let’s be clear here. When you say ‘the woman,’ you don’t mean Sister Oaks, your escort, or any of the sisters who were called to be on the Spring Bridal Train, do you?

      WITNESS: No, I mean the crazy woman, the one with the guns.

      OLDHAM: In the interest of continuing to be clear, there’s no evidence that Tamar Johnson is insane.

      WITNESS: Well, there’s all that crazy stuff she spouted, about how the Goddess has finally revealed herself, and the church wasn’t ready for it.

      OLDHAM: I agree that’s some shocking stuff, but –

      WITNESS: And about how the King James translators were just a bunch of liars, because when the Greek and the Hebrew in Isaiah both say that “the” virgin shall conceive, the translators just wrote “a” virgin, which is a made-up lie. And besides, they were just men and protestants, so of course they were going to miss the whole point.

      PACKET: See what comes of being liberal, Brother Oldham?

      OLDHAM: You’re the one who called me liberal, Brother Packet. I’m just trying to be fair to Brother Ebbers. If we really think his eternal soul’s at stake here, shouldn’t we be slow to judge?

      WITNESS: Also something about obsession with sodomites, but mostly about a bunch of dirty old men just taking advantage of the Sterility Epidemic to marry all the girls they could.

      PACKET: Evil speaking against the Lord’s anointed. That’s been the problem with feminism from the beginning, even before they started talking about Asherah. Evil speaking. At least the Godbeites are civil.

      OLDHAM: Maybe. But we’re not here to try Tamar Johnson.

      YOUNG: In their hearts, the Godbeites are afraid we’re right.

      PACKET: Did the subject of a prior relationship between Brother Ebbers and Tamar Johnson come up?
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fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.




