
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Mother Man: A Mother Horror

Ashley Bradley


The mutilated body found in a dumpster behind a Taco Barn at the Dingleberry-Ecklestein Shopping Center last Wednesday in Canta Vita has now been identified as former silver screen siren Eve Fanning, of Mother Mayhem fame, who last had a box office hit with the 1952 last-chance romance Tingle Bell, Tingle Bell about an infirm old spinster who is seduced by a young Val Marlow in the role that launched him to stardom. Eve Fanning is survived by her daughter Evie Fanning. Eve joins her beloved son Sissy who died several years ago in 1965 under mysterious circumstances. Eve Fanning was seventy-something years old.

As soon as the papers got wind that Eve Fanning had finally at long last perished, Evie, Eve’s not-famous and extremely irrelevant adopted daughter, began plans to scribe a tell-all, exposing how horrible Eve had been as a mother. She thought it’d be a major selling point that her mother had been a massive movie star at one point in time.

“Yeah, but like, eighty years ago. When they didn’t even have electricity.” 

This was some young, flat-chested, anorexic assed, daddy-fucked husk of a whore from Evie’s creative writing class at Frogmorris Community Center for Disadvantaged Women. Evie had begun taking the class after being ordered by the court to attend anger management sessions on the campus after her incident at the zoo when she’d screamed at that disabled child to stop running into her feet (she was wearing open-toed sandals!) with his wheelchair.

The creative writing course at Frogmorris was the first time Evie had felt genuinely at home in all her forty-seven years of pitiless existence. She had felt comfortable enough to be honest and speak plain with the group. They all openly and with quizzical gusto spoke freely about their traumas: drinking, drugs, child abuse (both victims and perpetrators), getting molested at the Fire’s Club, fear of clowns, fear of uncles, fear of getting a job, fear of losing a job only acquired through a humiliating, shameful process; being a secret fan of The Suspiciously Ethnic One from the famous rock band where the ugliest member fucked a goat head at a benefit concert raising money for cleft lip orphans - they were all so open, so giving and free, and Evie felt inspired. Though it was prompting from the one she disliked and wished would die that actually motivated Evie to tell her story.

Evie couldn’t stand Barbie. She was skinny in a fat way with no breasts. She always interrupted people when they were speaking to tell how she related so much and had her very own story just with more nuance and complexity. Barbie's teeth were all rotted, brown and yellow, and when she spoke you could smell death. She had blue-grey eyes that twinkled ominously in a strange, huge, pudgy-puffy face that made her eyes disappear like small dots so all you could see was the twinkle and it was like some ancient, prehistoric beast staring out at you from the abyss.

Evie hated Barbie’s hair; it was coarse in a way she had only ever seen on a real witch, but Barbie was just a nothing who worked at Burger Business, which was the new fast food chain that catered to business people who wanted a “clean” burger they couldn't spill on their suits, and that only hired the mentally retarded to work behind the register so your change always got messed up but you couldn’t say anything about it.

Barbie said that wasn’t true, they hired all kinds, just that Burger Business enjoyed some sort of tax benefit you could get from hiring those considered “legally-disabled”, so they had developed a reputation for only hiring those individuals, but Barbie said she was hired and she was “normal” and so it wasn’t true, but she made clear she thought her disabled co-workers were “swell”, “Real gems”, and that they seemed “As normal as any of you or I”. 

Evie couldn’t stand her and thought Barbie was in denial concerning how she got hired at Burger Business, but she couldn’t say anything because the last time Evie had a job was around the late-60s when she was working on that terrible TV show about nurses from the inner-city and she only got a two episode arc as a demented patient who tried to kill her children because they were mixed-race. After that, she had her breakdown, and then it was all nothing.

It was Barbie who bought Evie back to that time, remarking to Evie around their second week of class that she seemed so familiar, and asked Evie if she were an actress in a voice that suggested she was intending to “compliment” Evie, not really expecting Evie would say yes, in a different lifetime she had been.

Evie didn’t know why as it wasn’t like her, not then, but she opened her mouth and told her entire life story right there in class. Most of her classmates were young, decades younger than Evie, and the name Eve Fanning meant nothing to them; it was as if Eve Fanning and her classmates existed on two totally different planes of existence. But one guy in class (they allowed men who could provide medical proof of penis deficiency to attend classes at the campus), a big fat gay with a dent in his head, he drawled out a: “Ohh yeaahhhhhhhh, that was the old biddy with the bloody hammer in Grandma’s Revenge! That shit was completely tonal, though the sequel was way more gnarly.” The sequel had starred Eve’s longtime nemesis and infamous anus-muncher Ann Grady, and Eve’d been so furious when she heard the news she went out to the basketball courts and kicked an ethnic basketball teen to death. No one knew about that except Evie who was forced to accompany Eve on the public shuttle for geriatrics to the courts, and the teens’ friends who chose not to report as they had a no-snitching rule in their gang and the only law they lived by was ball.

Barbie was the only other one in the group besides the teacher with the leaking rectum (“Loved Mother Mayhem, though I’m very sorry to hear how she behaved, such a shame.”) who had context for anything Evie had trauma-dumped onto the group.

“Oh, yeah!” she exclaimed after Evie had spent the entire class babbling like a loon. “I remember now, you played a mother on The Nurses who killed her child for being a mongrel!”

“It was an attempted murder, and my character had three children and only two were...not-white. The oldest one was a complete white,” was all Evie could say back stiffly.

That was a year or so before the body was found in the dumpster behind the Taco Barn and Evie was still taking the class. Despite Barbie’s existence, she found immense contentment in the class, it made her feel productive and like she wasn’t just some lump, lumping around - she was contributing, creating!

Of course Barbie and her tattered witch hair and fat swollen face had to lower her mood on the day she brought them her idea for writing a tell-all.

Only the teacher with the whole of humanity up his ass was any real support. He said he’d love to read a book about one of his favorite classic screen actresses, though he suspected many of her fans would not like to read damning details about their “queen”. But said he knew just as many like him would find the salacious details fascinating, even if it lowered the image of a former screen goddess they held in such esteem.

Evie didn’t know how she felt about a middle-aged sodomite being the only one expressing interest in her story, and he didn’t seem particularly interested in Evie herself, only her hag mother, and he did not hide that he had no interest in her particular story in the slightest and it made her think rotted, very dark and terrifying thoughts about the man and she thought she would return to the blackness then but when she brought it up a week later to a publisher friend she’d managed to hang onto from the old days they perked up when hearing that someone of her teacher’s peculiar “condition” was expressing interest in such a story.

“We haven’t had a big explosive tell-all about an old movie star freakazoid since I think the late 30s when Ty Tylenol was raped by his horse and died and the sister wrote the book about his tragic last days.”

Ty Tylenol was before Evie’s time, but she knew Eve had dated him during the early days of her career. Eve talked about him occasionally, fondly. She’d talk about how he’d been one of her favorite many boyfriends. From what Evie could gleam, Ty was not raped, he was in a consensual relationship with the horse. Eve had said often that she warned him not to consummate the relationship. Evie was very young hearing this, and could not really understand what she was being told. She didn’t know what “consummate” meant. She asked how a human man could have a horse as a boyfriend. Eve had looked at her with pale, lifeless eyes that were so free of soul it looked as if she just had two empty black sockets sitting in her face and said, “We are all beasts in the dark”. And even then, Evie knew that probably wasn’t true. She’d been in the dark in the stables with horses before and she could hear them clomping their hooves and how they took breath from some unknown source like something unmistakably inhuman, and she knew that they were not one and the same.

But Evie thought it a good sign that there had not been any recent books about stars from the old movie days published - there was a space that needed to be filled. The publisher suggested there was likely a reason these books weren’t common: no one was outwardly clamoring for them. But she posited that it was always possible the audience doesn’t know they need a thing until you put the thing in front of them.

The publisher said Evie would have to go “balls-out”: “All the dick and balls, all the grease and scum and cum and snot and goop”. Evie said no problem and received a handshake offer.

But there was a problem. Despite her creative writing class, she had no idea where to begin. 

Evie was in a terrible state after her class where she tried to pitch some ideas about how she wanted to approach her book. 

Still mostly no one in the class knew who her mother was or had been at one time so Evie had to talk about this extravagantly, humiliate herself, to get them interested in the idea.

The Mother Beast, she called Eve, was an abusive loon who took all her energy and channeled it into being this monstrous grotesque creation, and that was just if you were talking about her persona on celluloid.

Evie looked around and saw the heavy lids and great big hollow heads and felt a panic that sent a shock of shit through from the deepest part of her spine down into the darkest, hardest pit of her asshole. 

Evie, with a weak, sick voice, shakily began detailing an incident that happened when she was still a child where she walked in on her mother in her grand, all-pink boudoir as she sat hunched over on her velvet pink bench, both large-backed and emaciated like some great, albino bug and she was heaving like a beast in the midst of a grotesque transformation. There was a pile of mousy brown-blonde hair all over the floor, wispy and unsubstantial, like the hair from a sick, mangy dog. The insect lifted her head some and Evie could see it was mostly bald, like a peeled onion, with some wisps thrown about that made it look as if Eve had just raced through a field of cobwebs, head-first. 

The creature Eve then began slowly turning her head and Evie was six and could only stand there unmoving because she was too small then to have real thoughts and so she wasn’t thinking, just looking. Eve’s skull cringed slowly toward the doorway where Evie stood in her soiled dress and when she had a full view of the girl she stopped her head mechanically like an owl and stared with totally dark eyes and she just looked and Evie’s only purpose then was to be what was there to be looked at. Eve then got up off the bench and the sight of her long, sunken in, ghost-pale body sent shivers up Evie’s child spine. Eve was Evie’s entire world but even then she knew that her world was twisted. Something had gone horribly wrong and instead of somewhere normal she’d been kicked into some alternate dimension full of darkness and fright and she was lost there and her real mother was looking for her in the good world and crying and screaming for her daughter that she must’ve thought was too stupid to reply back or come running out of her hiding place but she wasn’t stupid she was just stuck in this terrifying dimension and there didn’t seem to be any immediate, obvious way out. Evie thought maybe she was stupid if she couldn’t find her way back home to where she was loved. She thought she must secretly like it in the scary place if she couldn’t find it inside herself to leave.

“And then she turned toward me and her dingalingus was there in all its mangled, arachnid-like glory,” Evie read aloud to the class that looked and listened with imperceptible interest. 

Evie looked around the storytelling circle for any signs of life. She widened her eyes to manipulate the curiosity of the group, “Her penis was like a spider’s nest full of gross little egg pouches and the pubic hairs were the webs and the spider mothers sitting there watching their hatchlings.”

The teacher of the creative writing class said that the language being used felt clunky. “It doesn’t roll off the tongue as one reads it in their mind, exactly.”

Evie thought, what does he know, a creative writing “teacher” at a school for socially and mentally challenged women who only weren’t in jail or asylums because there wasn’t enough room or funding and none of them were crazy or criminal or disabled enough to earn a spot. They couldn’t even make it to the big leagues of the underworlds of the underclass. All of them just floating in a purgatory of middle-nothing, making no real impression or impact. They were being babysat and tolerated at that campus because there was simply no place else for them to go. And here he was, dumped at the ends of the earth to “teach” them. Only you can’t teach creative writing, and he knew that and so was secretly just there because there was no place for him either, no one wanted him anywhere else nor would he be able to find a place for himself even if he wanted to, which secretly he didn’t.

Evie just looked at him as he sat in the same chair as all the rest of the group but to differentiate himself he sat cross-legged and wore wool dress pants that had gone out of fashion a decade ago and now were only seen being worn by the perverts. Evie looked at him and wondered if he had a real penis, not a mangled one like her mother’s, and thought he either had a small, nasty little clump or a great big deformed thing that’d only be accepted as he stood on a stool next to an elephant at a tent show being gawked at like some sideshow circus freak.

A mouse-like, squeaky-voiced little trollop who’d been sent to the nutter house when she was in her teens for starving herself after being molested by twelve nuns at the convent school she attended but who now in her twenties was marked “healed” by the sanitarium because she’d finally started getting her period and had passed her typing courses, raised her hand and asked Evie what did the pile of dog hair by the bench mean.

Evie wanted to be excited that someone was showing an interest in her story outside of the dick-stuffed, pervert pants teacher, but she was unnerved by the lack of shock being displayed over her reveal that her mother was in fact not a mother, but a father, a man with a penis, albeit a deformed one, but certainly most of their mothers had not-penises, they had the natural set up in place and so this information, she thought, should be a table-shaker, should be something to get these complete defectives in a small tizzy at the least, shouldn’t it? But then she remembered the whole class was a troupe of asylum-rejects and were secretly even bigger freaks than the legally-recognized freaks and so maybe most of their moms were dads, too, and Evie didn’t have the big story that she thought she did and there was a small moment where she felt true terror at the thought. But she ripped herself out of the spiral quickly: surely, most in the world weren’t like the defectives in her class. Surely most who’d read Evie’s book would be stunned at this reveal. The normies, the people all sewn together into the fabric of society. Everyone in her class were the mismatched buttons hanging by a thread off the fabric and weren’t considered a true part of the garment, simply a bothersome necessity, something to keep everyone on their toes, and from ever becoming too comfortable or idle.

Evie explained to the mouse girl that her mother would rip her hair out when she was stressed and she’d leave a big pile on the floor after a “session”. 

The mouse girl said Evie hadn’t made that clear, and that she should work on expounding on that. 

“Expounding on what?”

“The hair, the pile of hair there. There’s a story in that pile.”

“But no story in the fact that there’s a dingaling swinging where a pussy oughta be?”

The mouse just blinked at Evie. “I’m not sure if you should apply that language, if you’re hoping to go for a mass-publication.”

The teacher snapped his fingers, “I said this about the language! It catches on the brain in the very worst, most cloying way.” He wriggled his fingers on the tips of his temples as if trying to conjure a seizure.

The fat-faced anorexic wasn’t there that day, and Evie missed her tremendously.

Evie arrived home later that day and felt like she’d been gangbanged by twelve trillion devil dicks in some sort of unholy, spiritual orgy. She was exhausted, blasted flat. And to make it all peachy: she had started her period again. She’d been getting her period since she was fourteen but each month felt like the first time. She wished sex was like that. She remembered her first time, getting stuffed into by some thirty year old lint-for-brains, banished-to-the-attic son of one of the goblins from mother’s “church”. That was a couple of years before she “became a woman”. In therapy at the nuthouse she was led to understand it wasn’t sex but assault and that it was something that happened to her, not something she’d done. Still, she wished every ho-hum encounter she’d had after her first breakage carried a stain from when she was first opened. But it wasn’t like that. There was only that first horrible pop and then after it was all just a dull rush of nothing.

But each period was some fresh, new, monstrous thing, and nothing like its predecessor. But at least it was something to look forward to every month, in a sick and twisted way. What new hell would await her this time round?

As Evie sat dead and depressed on the broken toilet, wondering if she needed to shit or if her entire uterus was fixed to slide right out of her, god willing, she heard the old crone calling to her from the upper room.

“Dear, come and wash Mother - it’s time now.”

Evie steeled herself at the voice of the ghoul, gritted her teeth and sucked in the sharp, poisonous air that’d surrounded her from her beginning. “I’m on the toilet, mother,” she said in a plain voice that was too small to hear across the house but that she knew totally would catch onto Eve’s ear anyhow, “I have my red friend.”

She could hear Eve purposefully waiting to respond. Then after a while said in the soft, embracing voice of a sinister, scheming priest with designs on his most resistant altar boy, “Is that still on-going, dearie?”

Eve was not dead. God would not have her, nor any of his detractors. Evie imagined that sassy, cross-legged, faggalicious, donut-licking, so-called Uncle of the Underworld screeching at the sight of his creation returning home to glory. When he cooked her up in his lab it was with the thought of punting her far away for all of eternity into that middle-hell some called Earth, never to see or hear from her again. But creators always underestimate their creations.

The body they’d found in the dumpster outside of the Taco Barn had been a slave Eve had kept on the property for decades, with the help of her dear, sweet Little Evie.

The house and the property did not belong to them, they were squatters. The woman, the slave, she’d been a worker at the home of the last beau Eve would ever capture, a fat old pervert by the name of Courtyard Marriott who had a proclivity for deformed dolls. By that point, Eve was in her deep fifties and it was more than underground knowledge what her whole deal was. The men who resided in the underbelly, the dark corners of the world, who somehow had a keen eye on what anyone would like to be hidden, knew all about what Eve had, or did not have, between her legs, and they knew what she had, or did not have, between her ears as well and that was the most important, especially for someone like Courtyard. He was grotesque, anti-human, and wanted to bring people low to his dank and odious level, but with each person it was a different play and he was lazy and didn’t like to work much. Eve was a refreshing detour from the typical struggle. With Eve he felt it was easy to reach his thick, slimy hand right through her massive skull and dig around and feel absolutely nothing. 

Evie and Eve were on the outs then, so Evie wasn’t around when Courtyard had attempted to charm and enslave her mother. She only knew of him after the fact, after he disappeared and his family went to the tabloids to accuse Eve of doing something to make that be the case. Around this time, Evie was still trying to act, taking classes in Devil’s Valley with the other irrelevant Children of Significants. She could only get guest starring roles on soaps here and there. She was in denial then, which is usual for any actor and especially any kid of So and So, so even at present, looking back, she didn’t realize how out of tune and touch she had been, how not aware of how much she had nothing to really offer whether that be socially, artistically, or any other wise. 

She remembered reading the paper one morning, she was going to go out for an audition later and then the rest of the day would be nothing. That day was actually an unusually “eventful” day for her. She got up around 11ish, threw some Sambo’s Dark Tushy Instant into the mug she stole from her last gig on a soap where she played an abused waitress, and she sat down to read the paper that her roommate, an anorexic postmistress, paid for, and always told her that if she wanted to read her paper she oughta put down fifty cents to rent it from her, which Evie would never do, she’d just wait for the hag to leave or go in the bathroom to cut herself on her private parts for hours which she thought no one knew about but Evie knew, she knew everything, only thing she didn’t know how to do was get herself a piece of the pie so she could stop feeling like a loser, a never-was, a fat freeloader. She thought she was cursed with stagnancy as a trade-off for her gift of knowing. Like she’d be too powerful to both know and be able to do something with the knowledge to uplift herself. 

The paper said COURTYARD VANISHES in big, bold letters, not on the front page of the whole paper, but on the front page of the “society pages”, that’s what Eve always called them, but to most everyone else they were the tabs, the rags. Gossip about scandalous stuff involving famous people and mentally-crippled inbred scions of industry families who made a trillion dollars selling popcorn or shit spray for rest rooms. 

Courtyard belonged to the “great” Marriott-Shelton family who were all about horses. Wherever or however a horse could be used, they were involved. Courtyard was in charge of the business that sold horse hair to companies to stuff their furniture with. Before the Marriotts blended with the classier Sheltons, they sold the horses for glue and marshmallows, and to the furniture companies it was the hair of human stock that they only let go of because of the bad PR post Civil War. The paper didn’t say what they did with all the human stock whose hair they stopped selling, just that all of a sudden they switched to pushing off horse hair to the furniture people instead of human and how they took out ads in the papers of that time to let everyone know that now the pillows they’d be getting that were stuffed with hair from their business would be from horses instead of “what it was before”. 

Courtyard was from the creepier Marriott side of the Marriott-Shelton dynasty. Many of them were banished/forbidden from public life. Courtyard was no exception and to this day Evie still does not know how he and her mother came to know each other. Evie could fill in the blanks, but all of it was a creation. She never met Courtyard. She’d come to the house years after his disappearance, when she’d finally begun to accept that she couldn’t do it on her own. The work never stopped dribbling in sporadically and it came to a point where it began to feel as if it was never going to come at all. She’d stopped being able to secure housing with roommates - never quite able to make enough to live on her own. She was convinced there was some secret underground grapevine she was not privy to where everyone was discussing how unsuitable she was to live with, how she only showered once or twice a week because allegedly she “didn’t sweat much” and “ran dry”. 

Evie had never been totally estranged from her mother, ever. Even when she was upset with Eve or vice versa, they always kept in touch. When Evie was on her own for years trying to get her career going without Eve’s recommendation or assistance, still Eve sent fifty dollars in the mail to her every month along with a note of assurance and encouragement. Evie would sometimes keep the note, show it to her unnerved roommate or roommates at the time, and sometimes she’d trash the note, convincing herself the words of encouragement were some sort of curse, that if she kept the words around it would ensure she’d go nowhere, she’d stay stuck in a loop of constantly receiving words of encouragement and she could never grow because if she grew then the notes would stop and the world would have to explode.

Evie didn’t intend to move in with Eve when she came to Courtyard’s house nearly a decade ago. She came under the guise of wanting to check in to see if there was any progress with finding out where he was, and if Eve was okay living at his house all alone. 

When she arrived the house was shabby, as if it hadn’t been cleaned seemingly in decades. There was junk piled everywhere, so much that it was unfathomable how a frail old woman could have even amassed so much stuff, how it could all be piled up on itself so high.

There was an old woman who answered the door, a real one. Sometimes Evie would see what a real woman looked like and she’d remember how absurd everything had always been from the beginning. She’d get this cold sensation deep in her gut, and she’d experience this intense feeling of immense loss. She tried killing herself once, when she was seven. Had climbed to the roof of a motel they were staying at and got all the way to the ledge, fixing on tossing herself off. But she got distracted thinking it’d probably hurt and was worried she wouldn’t die on impact, though she didn’t think of it exactly that way, she was seven, mostly she was afraid, though she remembered that she wanted nothing more than to succeed if she did jump off but knew even all the way back then, being so small, that she wasn’t to be trusted to not fail, and so she backed out, returned to the room they were staying in. Eve had a garish face mask on, blue globs of a mystery gloop plastered nightmarishly to her skin, her eyes puckered and red as a butthole. She asked Evie where she had been. Evie said getting ice. Eve said where’s the ice bucket. Evie said she forgot to bring it and had come back to get it. Eve found the ice bucket, a great metallic pail, sitting uselessly on a useless table with no chairs accompanying it in a dark corner of the room. She picked up the bucket and flung it with great animal strength right into Evie’s skull. At the hospital the medical staff were told Evie had slipped and fallen by the motel pool, though in those days you didn’t really need an excuse. That whole trip was a blur, Evie couldn’t even remember why they were in a motel, Eve hated motels, she said they were for gypsies and niggers, which even then young Evie would question, because Eve would say it with such vitriol, but Evie only ever say Greeks and Indian type people whenever they’d go to a motel and she also wasn’t sure if Eve was allowed to have a hate or prejudice for other groups as she was adopted and though as pale as a plucked chicken, she couldn’t be sure of what group she belonged to. What if she was a gypsy, she easily could be, there was something about Eve’s head shape Evie always found perplexing. Easily it could be a gypsy head shape. Now as an adult, Evie considered perhaps the vitriol was a projection. She still hadn’t figured out what the ice bucket represented, just yet.

Anyway, the body they found out back in the dumpsters outside Taco Barn was the old woman who’d answered the door when Evie came to visit some years back. It was just to visit, but then she thought she oughta stay to help around the house. Eve kept asking her when she was going back, but there was nothing to go back to, so she’d just shuffle into another room and wait for time to pass and for Eve to forget her question, and she kept doing that for years and she hadn’t left in all that time. Eve stopped asking eventually when Evie was going to return home. Evie did think, though, that she hadn’t really stopped asking, she just kind of transitioned into a more elaborate way of provoking an answer, since her original methods had yet to produce any results. That’s why Evie thought Eve asked her to take the old woman’s body and throw it into the dumpster with her wig and some pearls thrown on so people would think it was Eve and she could fake her death.

Evie thought it wouldn’t work. “Don‘t they have records?”

“That’s why you’ll take out all the teeth, and you’ll remove the fingerprints.” 

Evie wondered who her mother thought she was exactly. “Remove her fingerprints? Do I just peel them off?”

“Don’t be sarcastic,” Eve had chastised. “It makes you uglier. It makes your face look long and your head oversize. It makes you look like a man.”

“You’re one to talk.” 

Eve stared at her darkly, though with no expression. She said briskly with a forced peppy tone that Evie could simply take the iron and burn them off.

Evie thought this would be suspicious to police when they found the body. Surely they would want to know why someone would remove the teeth and the fingerprints. 
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