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Athis time of year, especially, | think of childhood visits to my godfather
Fred, a World War Il veteran.

The first time | saw the old German military pistol and dagger mounted on
Fred's living room wall, my eight year-old self practically bubbled over with
curiosity. When | asked him about them, Fred limped over and gave me one of
his warm smiles, tussled my hair and gently changed the subject. He probably
thought | was too young to understand. But | kept pestering the other adults
until one of them told me that they were taken from a captured officer in the war.
No doubt | wondered why anyone kept trophies if they didn't like to talk about
them, then shrugged and went on with my kid's life, where war was the stuff of
plastic soldiers and adventure movies.

Looking back now, | better understand but can mostly only imagine what was
behind my godfather's quiet stoicism, what he experienced and why he kept
those reminders on his wall. My family moved away and we dropped out of
touch before he passed. But | can't help think how an old adage would have
special meaning for him and so many veterans; the one where those who forget
their past are bound to repeat it.

This issue, Brian Widman and Tangent are back slinging doodles. Ameil and
Moses share more perspectives on the spiritual. Dean Roberts takes us for a
spin in chapter one of his edgy operative thriller. And Robyn from John Howard
did an interview, just for us.

So let's tuck into another one. And please, observe the moment on the 11t

Jason

house.™ He looked down the hall to the
door, “Natasha. Point.”™ At the word. the
woman  changed into  something
dilferent. She leapt to the wall. her body
blending in with the torn and splotchy
wallpaper. Her hand came up with a
black Berretta held close. gaze locked
forward.

“Okay. shit for brains.” the man said.
“there’re protocols here. You don’t just
waltz in asking for the Marilyn. | gots to
be referred, and Sebastian’s been dead
for three vears. So who the fuck sent ya?”
Despite the reproach, relief flooded Dale
for the first time since this nightmare
began. Every word proved that he was
right. That this was the man who could
make him disappear.

“You're Merlyn. My team just tried to
retive me, [ need an out.”

The man’s eyes bore into Dale, but the
word retire seemed to prick at
something, a tiny {lash ol understanding,
familiarity. “Second door™, his chins
jerked to the right, “come around and let
me see what's what. But i’ you brought a
squad on my head you'll wish they’d
finished you back there.” Shuffling over
and putting a phone to his ear. Merlyn
elanced at Natasha. After a few seconds
he seemed to feel secure.

“Marty. bring your kit.” Merlyn spoke
quickly into the phone, “I've a new bird
needs looking at.” Then he put it down
and started moving, waving for Dale to
head past the check-in window. “Natasha
keep watch, I'm taking this one to the
green room.”

In the hallway, Merlyn turned to face
Dale with a cold look. a 9-mm Glock
held waist high. He motioned for Dale to
lead. “Second door on vour left.” Dale
limped past and down a hallway with
70°s orange shag that was nearly black
from use when he reached a door.

“It’s open.” Merlyn waited for him to
move. Leaving two arm lengths between
them. Training, Dale thought. it’s how
he'd do it too. For such a huge figure,

Merlyn moved easily enough, shuffling
trunk sized legs and turning sideways as
he followed Dale into the back room. If
there was anything that had once been
green in there, it was long faded.

“Sit over there and start talking.”
Merlyn gestured to a ratty recliner, every
trace of civility gone. Leaning against the
wall, he levelled the barrel at Dale's
head. This was a killer.

They talked for an hour, then two
before Marty showed up. A strange small
man with an old-school black doctor’s
bag, he cleaned Dale’s wounds.
Thankfully, the foot was just a graze so
he'd be able to walk, run if needed. The
bullet in his calf was harder to pull out,
Dale didn’t want painkillers messing
with his reflexes, so he gritted his teeth
as Marty dug around for it. Exhaustion
finally took him and Dale passed out.

Sometime later, Dale awoke to voices.
Motionless, his senses intensely alert.
The air felt thick and stale, mulfled like
in a small room. He noticed the strong
smell of antiseptic mixed with the
unmistakable copper tang of blood, his.

“I think I know this one.” The words
were muffled, coming from outside the
door. “Been in it a long time, almost as
long as you were.”

“Dammit, Marty.™ Merlyn cut in, his
voice gritty and cold. “We don’t mention
that. ever. I'm so far out, | don’t exist.
Get it!”

“Hey. | know. Patched you up,
remember. [U's just that this guy, Dale...
its Dale somerthing. Hang on it’ll come to
me. But like | was saying. seeing Dale
lying in that room brought me back to
when we pulled you out you know? That
was a pretty scary time and well...”

“Ya. ya.” Merlyn huffed, “past’s a
biteh don’t let go. But I ain’t takin® her
back to bed. 5o just see what we can do
for Mr. Dale something over there, ithe’s
gotta disappear — Matthew can find a him
road.”
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arc of blood on the wall next to a service
door. Holding motionless. the years of
sniper training preparing his body to lock
in place for hours on end, even wounded.
this was child’s play.

Picking up another shuflle, Dale
pictured the black-clad feet softly
stepping around the garbage dumpster.
Secing blood highlighted on the wall,
Shadow slipped from the doorway. Dale
shot forward, the knife in his hand
gleamed in the moonlight. His left hand
wrenched Shadow’s head back as his
right slipped the blade in. severing the
windpipe on the way up to his brain. Dale
felt the body compress. lifeless. He
lowered him to the ground and stripped
anything that was useful without letting
his feelings dwell on the dead man before
him. Someone he'd once considered
family.

Over the next seven hours, Dale
extracted himself. Crawling down the
ditch he worked his way into a sewer and
slowly slipped out of the target zone.
Assuming  that  safe-house  was
compromised. he thought of one place he
could go. Dale had heard the whispers.
half-mentioned  stories of a  ghost.
Someone dead, but still around if you
knew the right place to look. At this
moment, Dale needed to look badly. His
only option; he needed to find Merlyn.

Dale entered the motel, noticing that the
alleyway had been cleaner. Inside, a
crack-whore sat on what was left of a
couch, fishnet stockings torn through on
both knees. She looked up. her thin lips
firing a mostly toothless grin at him.
“Hey Sugar, want sum {(un?” She
spread her legs, the grimy neon-blue
mini skirt bunched up to reveal a dark
thatch of pubic hair. The flesh of her face
was  stretched  tight. resembling  a
battlefield of acne scars and malnutrition.
“Rain check,” he muttered and limped
to the counter. As he leaned on the
broken and splintered wood, Dale

observed a sitting giant flowing over a
tortured chair reading a battered tabloid.
Big letters splayed across the top
proclaiming “Elvis Lives!™ Underneath,
“Aliens  Ate My Dog.” Easily
approaching 400 pounds. the man
appeared to consume the chair like it was
growing into his body. Remnants of long
oily hair were plastered back from his
pasty skin. The last time this guy saw a
shower Reagan was president.

“Whaddaya want?” he spat. jowls and
chins flapping. One giant arm bigger
than Dale’s waist lifted six inches before
dropping back. The image of Jabba the
Hut suddenly came to Dale’s mind.
Stress and pain playing havoc with his
brain, Dale righted himself and looked at
the man squarely.

“Sebastian  suggested 1 take the
Marilyn room.” he said. It was the only
code he knew and he didn’t even know iff
it was real. Just a myth really, something
heard from mere to mere, but Dale would
roll the dice anyway.

The giant’s eyves locked on Dale,
suddenly sharp and boring into his flesh.
This man hadn’t moved. vet something
had changed. becoming ominous,
threatening even. The silence hung over
them like an empty graveyard.

Casually. the man moved. The chair
creaked and groaned. a rumbling almost
like a quict thunder that started deep
inside his fleshy shell. Reaching the
surface, he shook. More belly than man,
he began to laugh.

Turning, Dale saw the whore grinning
lewdly at him. A hand squeezing one {lat
and saggy boob she stuck her tongue out,
her eyes glazed in some drug induced
fantasy.

“I"'m..." Dale lowered his voice as il’

to pray for something, “I’m shot. No way
out. Everything’s been compromised.”
“Were you followed in?” With a voice
was suddenly sharp. the big man
lumbered towards the front window.
*You better not bring your shit to my

IWC

Working Together

Greetings from your Inmate Welfare
Committee. We continue to work
towards better conditions and
morale here at Mission. However as
you probably know there can be a
fair amount of red tape to deal with
at times. Your patience is
appreciated. Following are some of
issues on everyone's mind lately.

TV Fundraiser — This is at the
proposal stage and before the
Warden for approval. If that happens
we'll be able to purchase 19" flat-
screens from the IWC for approx.
$125. This would include a $10
donation to charity, allowing access
to Savings. We'll keep you posted of
any developments.

Cable Contract - Yes, the price of
cable is going up today when the
new channels are due to take effect.
Chief Finance Don Hann informed
us Oct 315t that the new prices may
vary depending on the number of
inmates and to ensure enough is
collected to pay the monthly bill. The
new price will $10.68 every two
weeks, plus the $1 donation to IWC,
raising the individual deduction from
$7.75 to $11.68 every two weeks.

Photocopier Toner — There are
three new toner cartridges on order
for the IWC photocopier.
Unfortunately the machine is an
older model and hard to find
cartridges for—it's not the one in the

Staples catalogue as some have
suggested. As of Oct 19" |SS has
informed the IWC if may take
another 4 — 6 weeks to arrive. We
know this is an important service to
the population. Notices will be
posted once the new cartridge
arrives.

We are currently working on several
projects that we don't want to get
ahead of ourselves on with any
speculated outcomes. You can find
us at the office in A-27 or, for urgent
matters, the Units—Kumer LU3,
Hales LU6.

Thank you.

IWC
Nov 1, 2018
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