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CyBrus

Her zeppelin had been sitting in a holding pattern on the edge of the city for 
two hours and Roswell was starting to get angry. 

“Target acquired,” the computer informed her while centering a red circle on the 
roof of a building, just inside the limited range of her cannon.

Peering closely at the display, she confirmed the target and pawed the Fire but-
ton once, sending a three-round burst toward the target. Four seconds later, the 
rooftop disappeared in a cloud of smoke and rubble. 

“Two hours and only three rotters!” she growled to herself. “At this rate, I’ll 
never get promoted.”

She could see the rest of the makeshift fleet cruising above the heart of the old 
Downtown sector and hear the shouts and cheers over the radio as confirmed 
kills were reported. Even N00t0n was ahead of her with 15 rotters confirmed 
dead. 

She’d been stuck on perimeter protection after her gas mask had failed the fit 
test and she’d been temporarily decertified from hot zone duty. “It’s not MY 
fault that there weren’t any more of these stupid gas masks in the last supply 
shipment! If only Logistics would pay more attention and do their damned job.”

A shout over the radio caught her attention and she looked towards the center 
of town just in time to see a large building slowly topple toward the street 
below. After the dust cleared, she could see a large crater with rubble and rotter 
bodies strewn everywhere. The building must have cracked the ceiling of one of 
the many tunnels that spidered beneath the city.

“Tunnel breach. Evacuate. Evacuate. Evacuate.” The mission commander was 
clearing the airspace for an artillery strike. She watched as her radar tracked the 
shells into the center of the crater. A massive fireball forced her to look away 
but she’d seen the hundreds of rotters that had been climbing out of the crater 
and were now charred hulks.



As Roswell turned the airship back towards base, N00t0n’s voice came over the 
radio, elatedly claiming the kills. “We’ll never hear the end of this,” she mut-
tered.



eMphelIath

Roswell sat quietly at the edge of the old airfield. It had been quiet for over a 
year now, the humans having all fled the city after noxious fog had filled the air, 
bringing death – and worse, living death – in its wake.

Well, for humans, anyway. For cats, the story had been different – Roswell had 
woken up that morning, mist filling his nostrils, with a sudden sense of self-
awareness that hadn’t been there the day before. Unaware of any of the events 
that led up to this state, he wandered outside, and was faced with a scene of 
chaos. People fleeing by any means possible, the dead littering the streets, and a 
few crazed humans feasting on the raw, bloated bodies of their fallen brethren.
And everywhere, cats. Emerging from basements, homes, alleyways, blinking 
years of sleep out of their eyes, and ignored by the humans – living, dead, and 
ghoulish alike. 

And now, without warning, an airship had landed. Roswell sat in the tall grass 
and watched as several people wearing gas masks descended the ramp, and won-
dered what the hell they were doing back in a city that clearly no longer wanted 
them. His tail twitched in agitation.
 
The humans passed by him as he crouched hidden in the overgrowth and they 
left, never aware of his observance of them. Not, he noted, that it would have 
mattered if they had seen him. They’d have assumed him feral, and ignored any 
other possibility. Nevertheless, Roswell kept a discreet distance as he followed 
them through town. He may not be a threat, but they were heavily armed 
against the ghouls, and the last thing he wanted was to be on the receiving end 
of a nervous trigger finger. 

Finally, they arrived at the home of Dr. Wilkes, one of the more brilliant, 
if also insane, of the now deceased scientists of the city. Roswell nodded to him-
self. The cats had already been through Wilkes’s home, taken anything of value 
and destroyed anything dangerous. 
Armed with the knowledge of their destination, he sauntered back through town 
to make his report.



lIza JaMes  
(www.fIndlIza.CoM)

In the heavy, unbreathable fog hanging over the last few ruins on the outskirts 
of town, a round light appeared to grow larger as it approached Old Seattle’s 
abandoned landing field.

A man shuffled around in the rubble, kicking aside a hunk of rusted metal, as 
he dug the toe of his boot into an open patch of dry grass, looking for bits of 
copper or iron that the grubpickers might have missed in their scavenging. He 
let himself drop into an easy crouch beside his rumpled salt’n’pepper cat, watch-
ing the giant ship whirr, creak, and ease itself to the ground, where it rested for 
a few moments before any activity could be detected.

As the dust settled, he stood, left knee buckling slightly under his own weight. 
He winced, and shoved callused hands deep into the pockets of his worn, but 
sturdy bomber jacket. The pockets were full of holes, but Kelvin Baggers didn’t 
mind. His motto was “use it till it falls apart” and he stuck by it, even when 
offered a replacement. Exceptions were made for gas masks.

Kelvin approached the huge mass of previously airborne metal and canvas, 
and noticed a few engravings below a porthole. He spent a moment trying to 
decipher them, spinning on his heel as the hatch opened and a few disoriented 
people stumbled out. They were ragged, but well fed. He figured they must have 
had decent rations until they left Long Island to the rotters and equally mad 
scientists. “Well” he thought, “welcome to purgatory.” 

Putting aside this cynical thought, he welcomed the group and offered to guide 
them (for the price of a meal) to the main entrance of below-city where the few 
un-afflicted chose to make their homes.

Living above ground was no longer an option for those who wished to keep 
their families safe from the crazed. Ironic, that the few havens left, were now 
where the explosion originated, 12 years ago. 

As they made their way toward the tunnel settlements, each member of the party 
hoped that this time, things would be different.



Msrp

Roswell awoke to the shrill cry of another rotter being devoured by the mysteri-
ous acid-fog that had rolled in last Thursday morning. It came in from the west 
and began pecking off rotters, and only rotters, at an alarming rate. She licked 
her paw with indifference before leaping from her perch down to the control 
panel below. Rotters didn’t mess with her, a fact she reasoned was no doubt 
related to the inherent respect all humans have for cats, but they didn’t pet her 
or feed her either and so she took some delight in their demise. 

Walking across the dusty controls, she gazed out the windows at the spectacle 
unfolding across the way. The brainless rotter struggled to get free from the 
formless acid-fog, and Roswell just shook her head sadly at the poor, stupid 
thing. One simply cannot expect acts like struggling to yield results against a 
non-corporeal nemesis. With another sad shake of her head, she abandoned the 
sorry thing to its fate and set off to walk the rounds.

The airship wreck had agitated her at first, having taken out one of two remain-
ing patches of catnip in all of Seattle when it crashed. Upon further investiga-
tion, however, she had actually found it quite homey. There were gas masks 
which attracted mice in their long hoses, and plenty of dangling bits of straps 
and torn cloth to amuse herself. But most importantly, the wreckage had 
blocked off the main entrance to the underground tunnels, and therefore denied 
all other cats access to the one remaining catnip patch in all of Seattle. Now 
that the mysterious acid-fog was gobbling up rotters, and thereby preventing the 
mindless zombies from trampling her catnip, Roswell reckoned this airship was 
damn near paradise.

As she neared the summit of the wreckage and looked out over her home, an 
involuntary purr began to swell in her throat. Her catnip grew in a handsome 
patch, green and luscious and entirely hers. Off in the distance, another rotter 
shrieked as it met its foggy end.

Yes…damn near paradise.



felICIan_logIC 
“The Nori”

The Nori wasn’t the finest of airships, but she sure smelled great. Roswell 
angled her infrared goggles into place, taking in a deep breath as she did so. 
Yeah, she thought. That’s some good whiff. A good wind, sea air, and that 
crispy roasted aroma of the nori. Smells like a good omen. Then she pursed her 
whiskers. Would the memory be enough in the harder days to come?

She called out the order to sink The Nori another few hundred feet and watched 
her steersman pause. It would be close. But she gave him a firm nod and he 
complied, shaking his head. This is why they hired us, Kyle, she projected. This 
is why we live.

The brass on her goggles clinked lightly as she slipped the zoom cover into 
place. A quick scan of the hillside emerging from the fog revealed nothing out 
of the ordinary. Yet, she mused. There was a small flash of a signal mirror at 
the top. Not unexpected since they were now coming into visible range of the 
tower. It would take a minute for the message to register with its receiver. When 
it did, The Nori release the secret weapon.

Just a little closer, Kyle. Quickly. That’s when she smelled it, just a small trace 
but enough for her feline senses to identify. The gas! Up here? In this wind? 
She whipped off the goggles and scanned the deck.

Kyle lay sprawled over the wheel, his skin already whitening from the effects of 
the gas. Next to him she spied the source – a small round gas dart embedded 
in the wood of his console. 

It meant that there was a defensive shield in place. It meant in the three days 
since they sent a scout, they were informed. Or they knew the scout was coming 
beforehand. They had to. Air dart shielding was expensive and hard to control. 
You only employed it during very limited launch windows to minimize your own 
losses. But it takes months to amass an effective inventory. 

They were ready for us. They’ve been ready all along.



susan deMIlo 
“Tailshaker”

Time traveling hippie goddess Clarity Momentous tosses her long, thick mane 
of flaming red hair back over her freckle speckled shoulders and laughs so hard 
and loud her minty chewing gum shoots free of her mouth and goes flying 
across the cabin of her airship, The Joplin.

Roswell, the gorgeous black and white telepathic cat; Clarity’s partner in time, 
has cracked her up once again.

“Sugar, you are the funniest feline this side of tomorrow!” she declares as Ro-
swell sends her a thankful wink. Suddenly, an alarm on a control panel buzzes 
alarmingly and the ladies are alarmed.

“What’s that all about, darlin’?” Clarity asks Roswell, who is already perched 
on the display panel and reading the data streaming in from somewhere in space 
and time.

“It’s a message from your crazy old man!” Roswell informs Clarity, telepathi-
cally. Clarity’s father is a scientist who helps coordinate their time traveling 
adventures from his safely-on-the-ground reality of Austin, Texas circa 1983.

“Send it over here to my screen and let’s see what’s shaking,” Clarity requests. 
Roswell complies and suddenly an image of Dr. Momentous pops on her screen, 
but it doesn’t look like him at all.

“Lose the Nixon mask, Pop! It wasn’t funny the last three times, and it’s not 
funny now,” Clarity complains, secretly trying not to smile.

“Sorry, dear. I forgot I had it on,” Dr. Momentous explains.

“What’s all the fuss, Dad?”

“Clarity, it seems a mysterious purple haze has drifted over the city of Seattle in 
early 2010 and turned everyone into mindless beings bent on destroying the very 
fabric of life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness!”



“Oh, no!” Clarity responds. “You don’t mean, ...?”

“Yes, my dear, I’m afraid so -- REPUBLICANS!”

Roswell and Clarity lock startled stares of concern and disbelief. “We’ve got to 
do something!” Clarity declares.

Roswell saves the day once again. “Let’s time hop over to 2009 and turn the 
tunnels in Seattle’s Underground into a giant vacuum cleaner! When the purple 
haze rolls in we can suck it all up and save the city.”

“Sugar, you’re a genius!” Clarity shouts excitedly, but then realizes she and the 
cat have no idea how to make a giant vacuum cleaner.

“I bet your Dad does!” the telepathic cat reminds the time traveling hippie.

“Did you hear that Pop? We’re beaming you aboard!”

Roswell chuckles under her breath. They really can’t beam anything anywhere.

“Pack the gas masks Dad, we’re coming to get you. Oh, and pick a few pounds 
of fresh catnip and some of my special herbs!”

Roswell flashes Clarity a thankful and enthusiastic thumbs up and the two ladies 
notice the wad of chewing gum stuck on the cats claw. Once again the cabin of 
the Joplin is filled with their shared and delighted laughter.



wyera

It was hard to believe it had been a month already. One long month spent 
scrounging for food. One long month holed up in the hangar listening to hands 
scrabbling against the sheet metal walls. It wasn’t going to get any better any 
time soon either.

It started mid-afternoon on a Wednesday. Seattle had become foggy. It hap-
pened occasionally. The screaming was new though.

I’d stayed home from work because I had been sick for a few days, but the 
screams were penetrating through my cold. The fog and screams hung over 
downtown for the rest of the day. The evening news was discussing the “gas 
leak” that had led to some “industrial accidents”. Thursday the fog was still in 
Seattle, but three blocks closer to me.

I’d dug through my grandfather’s WWI memorabilia and my boxes from col-
lege. Between the two, I had come up with a working gas mask and a paintball 
gun. Using a neighbour’s oxygen tank and ball bearings, I increased the firing 
power of the paintball gun. I stuffed as much into my knapsack as I could and 
headed for the airport via the utility and subway tunnels under Seattle.

When I got there, the airport was deserted. Most of the planes were gone. The 
only vehicle left was here in the hanger, the Luftshiff – an old dirigible they 
used sometimes during Memorial Day. Apparently, one of the mechanics figured 
someone else might get out of the city and come looking for a ride. A note 
and the manual for the zeppelin had been left right in front of it, weighted down 
with an oil can.

“Please find Roswell. He’ll take good care of you. Some government think-tank 
brain has gone nuts. Apparently, he thinks he’s that Kroenen guy from the mov-
ies. Good luck.”

Roswell could sense the rotters; which is useful to have around, especially here 
and now. Almost out of food, it was time to fire this baby up. We were getting 
out. One way or another, Roswell and I were done here. The walls just weren’t 
going to hold.



fIveCats

It was difficult to decide which was more awkward, the goggles that rose up the 
back of her neck or the breathing apparatus strapped over her nose and mouth. 
Roswell had involuntarily hissed when Huey had first tried fitting her with it, 
even though she knew he had done his best work for her. 

Still. Damned fog, damned Rotters, damned everything “out there.” That spicier 
ether made everything more difficult, especially for a small, four-legged courier.

Getting to Heretics Pier was much more difficult now that there was a huge cra-
ter in the middle of town. Having to avoid the mindless, ever hungry, creepier 
$hi† Rotters only made it worse. She wished they’d let a small brain like hers 
go by unnoticed. 

‘Highly developed minds must have an irresistible smell,’ she thought to herself. 

She jumped out of the bank window and down the criss-crossed fire escape, 
jumped onto a pile of boxes and made her way to the street.

Through the haze she could see a few humans down the street ahead of her. 
Walking carefully, their precise steps bothered her. Try as they might, humans 
would never be as graceful and quick as she, even with the breathing gear that 
bounced as she ran.

She slowed near the humans. They each did a double take as she neared, mark-
ing them as Newbs. If Roswell had been able to shake her head, she would 
have.

She stayed with the Newbs until she heard the groans of the Rotters. It was 
always easier to have the Rotters catch her scent near humans and then outrun 
them while the Rotters turned to the slower Newbs.

 eIf the price is three Newbs,’ she thought, ‘that’s fine.’ 

The fresh tofu sloshed in her courier bags. ‘After all, Kyle is expecting me for 
breakfast.’



ranshIre

“Oh come on Collin, just another one?”

The bespeclacled reader, sitting in the defused, Seattle light that came lazily 
through his apartment window, glanced irritably at his roomate, who was poised 
eagerly over his steaming breakfast, camera in hand.

Collin’s gaze went back to his book, his expression visibly relaxing as the 
intoxicating words filled his vision. “Why are you taking pictures of my food?”

“It’s a hobby!”

“Sally, we’ve lived together for three years and never have you taken pictures of 
my meals.”

“Hobbys have to start sometime. Cheese!”

Click. Whirl. Flash from the LCD screen.

“...Huh, that’s...odd.”

As much as he tried to resist, the expression on Sally’s face was enough for 
Collin to tear his eyes away from his lastest read and sigh, “What?”

Sally, her expression a mixture of confusion and worry, handed Collin the cam-
era. He glaced casually at the still lit screen. Then blinked, and looked closer.

“...Huh.”

“See what I mean?”

“Yeah...where did that black a white cat come from?”

“I was more worried about the zombies climbing through the window in the 
background, but okay.”



“And why am I wearing a gasmask?”

“Huh, how’d I miss that? And...is that a zeppelin I see in the sky?”

A beat. A moment passed between them.

“Sally, where did you get this camera?”

“...I bought it.”

“From?”

“...Dr. Rearden”

“You mean the guy who claims to be a doctor and also claims to have built an 
interdimentional transport.”

“Yeah, it looks a lot like a tricycle with Christmas lights on it. But I figured, 
hey a camera! What’s the wrose that could happen?”

They never found out. For at that moment there was a click. A whirl. And 
booming, otherworldly voice saying, “...Huh, that’s...odd.”



KIlroy 
“Out of Options”

Roswell looked out the windows of the airship down at the place for which she 
had been named. Both times she had been to this city, something had gone hor-
ribly wrong. But she was back again.

The first visit, so many years ago, had been a lark. Pandora had been hired to 
rob the Los Alamos National Laboratory, and then they’d taken in the sights 
at Carlsbad Caverns. The visit to Area 51 had just been an afterthought, but 
Pandora’s stolen equipment started beeping just after they’d arrived, and then it 
started spreading knockout gas. Pandora had been knocked out, and couldn’t 
run when the men in gas masks arrived. Hiding in the shadows, Roswell watched 
as they cackled with glee, operating some sort of controls and making Pandora 
climb into their truck.

She’d returned just under a year later, this time with Autolycus. They’d tracked 
the employees, hitched a ride under a car, and snuck into the lab. And they 
found Pandora -- who screeched in alarm and attacked them both. Roswell 
had been horrified to realise Pandora hadn’t attacked because she didn’t know 
who they were: it was because she did. Autolycus was paralyzed with shock: he 
couldn’t act against Pandora, but she was no longer the same cat. He had been 
taken, again by the laughing men.

Roswell had determined then, painful though it was, to give up her friends for 
lost. But the laughing men in the gas masks had improved their mindfog. Pan-
dora had only screeched: Autolycus had given up his secrets. Roswell no longer 
had any safe place to hide, because
Autolycus had been there from the beginning. Not even the utility tunnels run-
ning under the Seattle Pacific campus would be safe now.

Roswell had known when she got the call at her home in Philadelphia that 
Autolycus had given her up. But she had known he had no choice. And, it had 
been made clear, neither did she. So now she was back.

*



After composing this story with vi, I arranged to cut-and-paste it into this win-
dow, which involved running the command “cat RoswellStory”. I thought you’d 
like to know that.



Copperflower 
“Flashes of Light”

Roswell stood in the ruins of what had once been a main street. The asphalt 
was broken under her paws. A strange olive haze hung in the air and the world 
smelled of death. A rotter staggered across the road not five hundred feet from 
her; there was a flash of light and a rush of heat and the rotter fell, dead, to the 
ground.

A call from Roswell’s human pulled her back. Her fur singed, she padded back 
down the road to the pilot, who lifted her into his airship. He spoke a strange 
dialect, but Roswell could determine his basic meanings from his actions. And 
he fed her, and kept her out of this city of death.

Roswell placed her forepaws on the window ledge and looked out over what was 
once Seattle. As the ship rose, she could see less and less of the city. All she 
could see was the fine olive haze, and other airships, and flashes of light.



tnIassaInt 
“A Grisley Scene Before Breakfast”

I awoke with a start with something tugging at the bag under my head. A small 
black and white cat, was poking it’s head into the satchel of food I had salvaged 
from the burnt out grocery store. I shooed it away; but it sat just out of arms 
reach and stared at me as if to say, “OK, for now; but you’ll get tired eventu-
ally.” It was a smug look of confidence.

I looked over the window sill at the street below. I had to stay up high to avoid 
the swirling fogs that drifted in at night. As I watched, an airship lumbered 
into sight out of control. People jumped from it as it neared the ground and 
crashed. The commotion attracted a few rotters. As they notice the rotters the 
group grabbed what they could, from some of the ones that weren’t moving. 
The last off the ship was a tall thin man in a long padded jacket and heavy 
green goggles. He carried an iron case like the ones I had seen at the Fish Mar-
ket. His hair was a gray cloud around his head and his face was covered behind 
the high leather collar that masked his face up to the bridge of his nose. 

The others checked their gas masks and headed for the tunnel entrance. The 
man stopped and opened his case. A rotter was getting close. The masked man 
laughed manically and struck the rotter with what appeared to be a hammer. The 
rotter collapsed, struggling to get back up. The cat jumped up on the sill to 
watch, no longer interested in my bag. The man quickly took a glass slide and 
pushed the surface of it against the gap he had opened in the rotters head. More 
were getting close. He picked up the hammer and smashed the rotter several 
more times before rising and heading for the tunnel with the slide securely in 
the case. 

The cat licked its lips and jumped down for the ledge and began to nose into 
the food satchel. I let him be.



deCKard7 
“Morning in Seattle”

Roswell regretted having to kill Miss Palmer. She had shown such resilience 
to the gas that he thought she might be developing some immunity, but when 
the airship passed through the green cloud, he saw that she could not resist the 
change. The resulting melee ended badly. He saw the red of her dress standing 
out against the bleak, grey landscape below the crippled airship. He hated shov-
ing her overboard, hated watching her fall, but he knew she would be back.

She always came back. 

The damage she had caused his airship would soon force him to ground. He 
pulled his goggles over his eyes the best he could without thumbs and waited to 
land. The GPS told him he was close to home. Barring rotters and the damned 
dogs he might actually be on time. 

The night had been worse. Mister Cassidy and Miss Stars had spent thier night 
photographing rotters on the outskirts. Roswell used his time more wisely. He 
was going to find the control units that Mr. Cassidy would need to re-program 
the drills. Had he known that the scientists were after those same devices he 
might have changed his mind. If not for mech suit, Roswell might not be alive 
to meet his friends this morning. 

Those masked freaks would never ask, “cat got your tongue?” again. 

The airship bumped the ground, dragging the basket, forcing Roswell to dig his 
claws into the sides. He climbed up and jumped. Immediately the rotters came 
for him, followed by dogs, always the dogs. He sprinted for the tunnel en-
trance, hearing the dogs behind him. He reached the tunnels, slamming into the 
activator as the dogs were on him. The doors slammed closed and he heard the 
blades spinning. Dog pieces sprayed out into the faces of the advancing rotters. 

Was that Miss Palmer’s red dress? He hoped not.

He stumbled through the tunnels into the bunker. Two gas masked figures 
stood over him. They slowly lifted their masks. Mister Cassidy and Miss Stars 



bent to rub his head and remove the sling. 

“Just in time for breakfast.”



aMore_dI_lIBrI

Picture a park. The grass is wet with morning dew, the air slightly chilly, but 
the sun is brightly shining. 

Now, picture a dot coming ever closer to the edge of the park, heading straight 
for the street at a speed that seems impossible, even for a creature as naturally 
gifted as a cat. 

This is Roswell, the 57th precinct Grate Warden. All Grate Wardens are cats. 
There used to be dogs but turns out, cats are the only ones immune to the 
Necro Fog.

Behind Roswell come two figures in biohazard suits stained beyond recognition. 
These two figures are running after Roswell as fast as they can, with the added 
impediment of vintage WWII-era gas masks covering their faces.

Then comes the horde of rotters an airship dropped off, fifteen feet behind 
them, twenty seconds ago. The drop crushed some of the hordes’ mech but 
enough “survive” to swarm Roswell and her pet scientists with all the mindless-
ness of clockwork.

Roswell reaches a blue building. She darts to the side, reaching with her left paw 
for a bit of metal grating. As she fiddles with the grating, she hears one of the 
figures squawk into the radio.

“Roswell, stop squatting on your furry ass and open the bloody grate already!”

“You make one more remark about my ass, and I’ll make you kiss it before I 
open this grate.”she replies.

Roswell hears a breath, as though drawn in to retort, but the second figure’s 
voice cuts in.

“I wouldn’t test her. I heard the last two idiots to cross her almost had the 
Necro Fog breathing down their necks before they kissed her furry butt, and she 
let them in.”



Roswell finally gets the bar out of it’s setting, places her left paw in the lock 
hidden underneath, unsheathes her claws to unlock it, then slips through the hid-
den brick opening just as her two pets come thundering down to drop past her. 

As the rotter horde turns the corner, she pops her head up to meow her disdain 
then closes the grate in their stupid mech faces.



astheCrowfly

Roswell was aware that a cat outfitted with their own small airship was an exotic 
sight. Even more eyebrow-raising was the tiny, hand-fitted mask the children had 
crafted for the cat. 

The miniature airship kept the cat high above their heads, yet still all-too-close 
to the miasma of blight gas hanging over the city. Some children went to bed 
told horror stories worthy of pulp novels about the rotters of the west. Some 
children, the orphaned and curious progeny of dead scientists, went looking for 
them. It was childhood as only they could recognize it: an eternal game of cat 
and mouse, faces rendered into silent monstrosities by the masks that protected 
them from becoming like the terrible creatures that had once ran the candy 
shop, the newspaper rack, perhaps even former teachers. 

They had no one but Roswell, and Roswell consented to their machinations. 
Had there been no blight gas, no rotters, perhaps they all would’ve stretched out 
by a cheery fire together. Instead, Roswell would rock back and forth in agita-
tion in the tiny airship, setting the bright string in Abby’s hand tugging her arm 
upward, as if to silently wave at the incoming horrors. Desperation is the mother 
of invention, and the children were desperate indeed to send their kitty into the 
sky like some strange canary, to warn them of their quite possible, and immi-
nent, eternal doom.



dIsCogravy 
“Cooking with Roswell”

Pink and juicy, they wiggled and shifted, pushing against each other, a row of 
plump and pink treats waiting to be bitten, waiting to be eaten. The rotter rat 
skittered to the bedpost. Climbing up the tatters of cloth, mindless in anticipa-
tion of a mouthful of succulent flesh, the rat never saw the black and white paw 
coming down with death at it’s tip.

The voices behind the masks were muffled.

“He’ll be here soon.”

“Why?”

“He takes pictures. He wants to prove something. Or remember it. Something.”

“So, none of the infected creatures touch him?”

“No, none of the creatures in any of the barren lands he has been to have suc-
ceeded.”

“And he’s been to several?”

“Mojave. Sonora. The plains of Wyoming. A bird came closest, but the cat was 
perched on his shoulder swatted the rotter bird.”

“He’s trained the cat? Why is the cat not infected? The flesh rots everything, 
even the rats and birds that feed from it.”

“He doesn’t eat meat.”

“The cat?”

“It kills for sport, or instinct. Hell, it might even be protecting him.”

The tall thin man walked out of the mist, the black and white cat padding in 



front of him.

“I can just walk in?” he asked.

“No, you need to wear this gas mask,” said the shorter scientist. “The gas has 
dissipated, but might be a pocket trapped in a house or underground. Watch for 
the airships, their movements can warn of shifting winds.”

“What about Roswell? Won’t he need one too?” The lanky man’s long hair 
moved in the same breeze that made the mist dance.

“No,” said the taller scientist, “most animals are immune to the gas effects, 
assuming they have air to breathe, they’re fine. As long as they don’t eat infected 
flesh.”

“No,” said the long haired man, “that won’t be a problem.”

They led him deeper into the tunnel and told him how to get under Seattle and 
then into the city.

“I wonder what he meant by ‘no room in the book for rotter-meat recipes’,” 
said the taller scientist.



Carla BerMan

It was a cold dark Seattle night. A strange ectopic fog filled the air.

Our airship landed on the porch of Cherie Priests Seattle home. Everyone who 
was anyone was there. Camera flashes exploding added to the blind dazzle of the 
atmosphere. All of the guests were dressed in finery and leather for a celebra-
tion of Cherie Priests Boneshaker Novel. Strangely though, I noticed, all of the 
guests were masked and moved with a strange jerking motion. One by one, they 
entered and were greeted by fanfare.

The Rotter’s were preparing our meal while the Mysterious Mad Scientists are 
working diligently with the city planners to light the tunnels under her Seattle 
home. The atmosphere was abuzz with busy energy. 

Suddenly the music stopped and all I could hear were loud rhythmic vibrations. 
Deep guttural chaotic vibrations shook the room and echoed deep in the soul of 
every sentient being. Suddenly the Mysterious fog lifted.

Wet warm ooze dripped down my cheek and into my left eye. I felt a rough 
razor sharp wet stinging across my lips. I opened my remaining right eye to see 
a black and white drooling hairy beast pressing firmly on my chest. I lifted my 
gas mask with trepidation, as I knew Roswell had eaten rotten vermin flesh the 
day before. Roswell, I thought, didn’t I feed you before I went to sleep? Where 
am I? Am I at home? Or am among the other Zombies at the Sleep Apnea 
Clinic?



strugglIngwrIter 
“Right On Target”

Paul Liadis strugglingwriter.wordpress.com

“I’ve done it,” exclaimed The Thinker, throwing open the solid oak door to his 
lab, his monocle flying off his eye. Startled, his assistant to dropped his nearly 
completed model dirigible to the floor.

 “What have you done?” said the assistant through his gas mask. “Destroyed a 
month of my work?” 

 “Your work?” laughed The Thinker. “Let us not forget who is the assistant 
here. I have, in fact, solved all our problems. And take that ridiculous thing off 
your face.” 

The assistant removed his mask and took a breath of unfiltered air. “Not bad,” 
he said. “What have you done?” 

 “Follow me,” said The Thinker, replacing his eye-piece. He walked back 
through the door and into the study. “There,” he said, pointing at a rectangular 
wooden box connected through a series of tubes to a small coal burning stove 
and filled with sand-like gravel. 

“What’s it do?” said the assistant, bending down to get a better look. 

 “Isn’t it obvious?” said The Thinker, with a sneer. “The beast...” 

 “You mean Roswell,” interrupted the assistant. 

 “Apparently,” said The Thinker with a glare. “The creature, Roswell, steps 
inside this box, which detects its weight through the counterweight system here, 
causing one lump of coal to drop into the stove there. This balloon over here 
stores the resultant steam until the creature exits the device, causing the balloon 
to rise and the metal comb to siphon the waste material into this air-tight cham-
ber.” 



“I don’t understand,” said the assistant.

“You really are simple,” said The Thinker. “The cat sits, the cat does what it 
does, and then the cat gets up and the device seals it away. Foul odor elimi-
nated.”

“I know what you designed it to do,” said the assistant,trying his hardest to 
sound humble. “I wonder, with my deepest respect, why you didn’t just buy one 
at Target. They’re only $19.95.”

The assistant spent the remainder of his day cleaning up the remains of his 
trampled dirigible and searching for a new job.



neversreMedy 
“Grex’s Cat”

Phy ran a finger under his nose to stop the sneeze. “If you hadn’t brought that 
cat--”

“Sir, I take full responsibility, but Roswell is my friend,” Grex pleaded.

The swarthy gnome captain sighed. “Turn, bearing west-south-west.” 

The crew latched the ropes to the stern, pulling hard, leather boots creaking 
against old wood as the airship turned. 

“I’ve picked up the cat’s energy pattern, but it’s leading us into the dead zone.” 
Vander looked up at Phy with concern. 

He sighed. “Head her in, and let’s hope the humans don’t see us. What do they 
call this place?”

Vander glanced sidelong at the Captain. “Roswell ... sir.”

Phy turned sharply. “Grex, you picked an ill-fated name for your friend.”

As they passed over the border, their masking charms failed, and the ship’s true 
beige-brown beauty revealed itself, brass cogs shining in the desert sun. The 
gnomes gathered, pressing their bulbous noses to the portholes to see the land 
below. Nothing but sand and scrub brush for miles. Good sign.

The ship landed on point, skittering slightly without its usual cantrips. “Should 
be just beyond that ridge, Captain.”

The landing team assembled. “Smooth your hair over your ears, and if you see 
a human, try to fit in. With luck, they’ll think we’re a traveling circus.” He 
focused his attention on the youth. “Grex, find your cat. If you get caught--”

“Yes, sir.”



Before they emerged fully from the zeppelin, a boxy vehicle came charging over 
the ridge, kicking up a plume of dust. Two men in suits stepped out; the driver 
remained behind. The gnomes froze, waiting.

“I believe this belongs to you?” The man held a black and white cat watching 
the proceedings with mild disinterest. Grex ran up, coming to a surprised halt 
before the stranger. The cat exchange occurred in wary silence. 

“Nice balloon. Care to chat?”

Phy replied, “Maybe another time. Thanks.”

The airship resumed its flight unimpeded. Grex closed the door to his cabin. 
“You didn’t tell them anything, did you Roz?”

The cat eyed his gnome, lifted a paw, and began to wash.



unKnownBInarIes 
“Arkham Horror night at my house.”

There’s a little black and white cat that lives upstairs from the vacant rowhome 
where I’m stationed. She doesn’t seem to leave the building much, and seems 
mostly unafraid, rather like someone’s lost pet, sauntering down the hall or beg-
ging for my rations. She’s always a bright spot in my day, especially when the 
base says rain is due, and I have to stay inside with the doors locked and rifle 
ready at a window. Those things come from the river, and they can travel further 
when there is rain or fog to keep them wet. Contact is not recommended; their 
bite is venomous, and their touch can make you like them, though they look 
like people from afar. Drunk people.

It was once an expensive place to live, more than I’ve ever been able to afford. 
The rowhomes here are lovely old things on cobblestone streets, but everyone 
with sense and money was evactuated inland and most buildings had been hit by 
either looters or weaponry. After what happened up in Massachusetts, the thing 
eyewitnesses said was like an explosion of blackness, stars and screaming, and 
the strange mist that had cloaked most of the waterfront all the way to Boston, 
infecting thousands.

Now, even as far south as Philly, blocks in from waterfronts have been cleared 
and only soldiers walk here. The government wasn’t saying anything, to the pub-
lic or to the military. I know as much about this as the next person watching 
the news. Innsmouth Port Laboratory had belonged to DARPA, the scientists 
as much theirs as the partner corporations’ though officials denied they had any 
idea there were tests being done on humans, and conspiracy theories abounded 
while whatever it was spread rapidly.

Thing is, I’ve been observing, taking notes for a couple of months now, and 
every time one of those gilled bastards comes shambling and drenched down 
the street, that cat starts hissing as if the Devil himself is there, and runs for 
wherever she’s been hiding upstairs. I’m very glad she is there, even if she tries 
to steal my breakfast.



yerseester 
“350. A Roswell haiku”
Roswell yawned and stretched
another bleary day saved
the tall ones never know



MadelIne Matz 
“The Size of a Walnut”




