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Second Star to the Right

D. Krauss

Urban Fantasy

Someone  knocked  on  Talbert's  back  door,  which  was  a  bit

surprising but he was  a man long lived and accustomed to  the
world so he opened the door with a curious  caution and there
stood a black child, maybe 12, 13 years old, a boy, nicely dressed
and looking at him expectantly. “Yes?” Talbert asked.

“Mister, can I play in your backyard?”
A bit startling, that,  and, despite his natural aplomb, Talbert

blinked at the child. “What's wrong with your own backyard?”
“I don't have one.”
Talbert took a long significant look over the child's shoulder at

the yard next door visible through the half fence. “It looks like it's
still there.”

The  child  furrowed  a  brow  then  followed  Talbert's  gaze.
“That's not mine.”

“You're not related to Mrs. Jackson?”
Shake of the head.
The Jackson's were black so he had assumed … you know what



happens when you do that. Hmm. Okay. “Why my backyard?” 
The kid raised shoulders. “It's nice.”
“Yes, and I'd like for it remain that way. Will you be careful?”
The boy nodded eagerly.
Talbert  splayed  hands.  “Okay,  sure.”  And  the  boy  shouted,

“Thanks mister!” and raced down the deck and off the back steps
and Talbert wondered at himself.  Are you becoming even more
addled, old boy? You let some strange kid commandeer your very
meticulously maintained backyard? Best rethink this.





The Manikin

Donald Firesmith

Science Fiction

Three other medical students and I were waiting in a meeting

room just down the hall from the operating room, where we would
take our fifth and final exam to determine whether we were ready
to graduate and start our residency working on actual  patients.
Emberly  was  our  budding  anesthesiologist,  while  Ellie  and
Dominic would be our two surgical nurses. And then there was me,
Milo Mackensie. I would be the surgeon.

We had all passed the previous four exams, during which we
treated  a  broken  arm,  a  mysterious  infection,  a  laparoscopic
appendectomy, and a bowel resection. This final exam would test
our skills  in  treating a patient with a life-threatening injury.  As
before, our professors would only provide basic information about
the test scenario prior to the beginning of the exam. 

“So, what do you think it will be?” Dominic asked. “My bet is it
involves a patient who was in a car wreck. They’re common and
certainly something we’ll encounter in real life.”

“I’m thinking maybe someone with multiple gunshot wounds,”



Emberly replied. “If we’re in a big city trauma center, shootings
would be a daily occurrence. How about you, Milo? What do you
think it might be?”

“I  honestly  have  no idea,”  I  replied.  “Since  this  is  the  final
exam, it’s  bound to be something extremely serious.  Something
bad enough that  we could lose  the patient  if  we’re  not  careful.
How about you, Ellie? What do you think?”

Before  she  could  answer,  the  door  opened,  and  our  three
professors, who would oversee our exam, walked in. Dr. Reinholt,
who was a highly experienced general surgeon, would grade my
performance. Dr. Isaacson, who taught anesthesiology, would give
Emberly her score. Finally, Professor Lemont would grade Ellie’s
and Dominic’s performance.

Professor Reinholt explained the exam’s scenario. “For today’s
exam, we will simulate working in a major trauma center. A mass
shooting at a local middle school has resulted in multiple deaths.
Dozens of adults and children with one or more gunshot wounds
are arriving in the ER. The shooter used an assault-style rifle. As
you  learned  in  your  first-year  class,  these  weapons  fire  high-
velocity,  low-mass  bullets  that  tumble  on  impact  and  rapidly
deposit their kinetic energy into the surrounding flesh and bones.
Expect your patient to present with small entry wounds, large exit
wounds, and massive internal tissue damage and destruction.”

I  couldn’t  help  remembering  the  videos  and  images  of  the
horrible injuries we had seen in class. Worse was the memory of
observing an autopsy of a young man killed by such a weapon of
war. It is no wonder the vast majority of the medical community
opposed assault weapons and wanted them banned.





The Restoration of
Mary Robinson

Lisa Reifsnider

Paranormal

It sounds so easy, but it turns out, having a portrait painted was

more of a challenge than Mary thought it would be. Rarely did she
find herself sitting still. She was a woman in constant motion. Her
thriving mercantile business in town carried everything from fabric
to  pantry  items.  On a  good day,  they’d  have  lumber.  Specialty
items sold quickly, but they were few and far between.

She and her husband built the business from nothing. When he
died  of  a  fever  in  1736,  she  took  sole  ownership  of  the  store,
building,  and  home  upstairs.  Luckily,  she  had  a  young  son,
otherwise she wasn’t sure she would’ve been allowed to inherit.

That led her to this day. An entire day of sitting still  for an
artist to paint her portrait. A gift for her son at his request. He’d
asked for a portrait for years, and while she did like to indulge her
son Todd, especially after losing his father at a young age, finding
the time to sit still was a challenge.



Mary was as  still  as  she could be,  even breathing in shallow
breaths so the painter would not be delayed by a moment. The
faster this was done, the better. She couldn’t remember the last
time she had sat in one place for this long. It gave her time to
think about how far she’d come.

Being a woman in business meant she had to be better than all
the men. She had to work both harder and smarter. As her father
would remind her every night when she didn’t want to study. The
fact that she had any education at all was unusual. Her father was
the driving force behind her lessons. There were no sons in the
family  but  he  saw  an  opportunity  in  Mary.  Her  mother  was
content with the normal education of a young girl, but her father
insisted. If he was to have a daughter with a brain, she might as
well use it.

Mary rarely envied her sister, who was taught to play piano and
to stroll in a garden. While Mary was learning letters, numbers,
and eventually to read and do math. Before long she was keeping
the family ledger and working in her father’s store.

“You have a head for business you might as well learn what you
can,” her father would say. ‘Learn what you can’ would echo in her
brain  and  she  would  pass  it  along  to  Todd.  None  of  the  area
schools would allow girls her age, so Mary learned on the job from
her  father,  himself  a  successful  merchant.  If  there  was  a  tutor
willing, and there rarely was, she would learn from them until they
refused to teach her any more. It usually meant her intelligence
made them uncomfortable, or they’d run out of things to teach.
Being  a  girl  in  the  1700s  was  a  challenge  enough.  Being  an
intelligent girl in the 1700s was impossible.

For her son, Mary would sit for a day. He would love the gift.
“Don’t  draw  the  worry  on  my  face,”  she  told  the  painter,

Charles Duramond. He was a friend of hers, which was one of the
reasons  she’d  agreed  to  sit  for  the  portrait  in  the  first  place.
Spending time with Charles was always time well spent.



“I won’t, Mary. Not a one,” Charles replied smiling. “Can you
smile?” he asked knowing the answer.

“Not  and  hold  it.  Nobody  smiles  in  portraits  anyway,”  she
replied. Although she wasn’t sure why.

“Okay, that should do. I’ll have a rough sketch in a few days for
your approval.”

“I look forward to seeing you again,“ she said. “I don’t think
Todd  suspects  anything  about  the  portrait.  He  thinks  you’re
courting me.”

“How about dinner in a few weeks?” he asked as she hurried
off.

“That should be fine,” she said over her shoulder. “Now, I have
a store to run. I’ve been away too long already.”



About the Authors
D. Krauss

D. Krauss resides in the Shenandoah Valley, Virginia. He has been
a cottonpicker, a sodbuster, a librarian, a surgical orderly, the guy
who paints  the little  white line down the middle of  the road, a
weatherman, a door-kickin' shove-gun-in-face lawman, an analyst,
and a school bus driver. Currently, he's a layabout. He's married
and has a wildman bass guitarist for a son.

Donald Firesmith

Donald Firesmith is a multi-award-winning author of speculative
fiction, including science fiction, fantasy, paranormal horror, and
modern urban paranormal novels and collections of short stories.
Because of his strong background in software/system engineering
and science, his science fiction is well-researched, and he relies on
numerous science,  technology,  and military-technical  advisors  to
ensure that the non-speculative aspects of his stories are realistic
and believable. He lives in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, with his wife
Becky, and varying numbers of dogs and cats. 

Lisa Reifsnider

Lisa Reifsnider turned to writing when her youngest went off to
college forcing her into retirement. After taking several classes and
participating  in  a  few National  Writing  Months,  she  found her
stride.  She  has  written  several  short  stories  and  is  close  to



completing her first novel. She lives outside Brussels, Belgium with
her  husband  of  over  30  years,  Jason  and  their  grumpy  old
dachshund, Dagwood. 

Michael Deeze

Michael Deeze is a natural-born storyteller—in life and in print. A
child  of  the  sixties,  he  draws  extensively  from his  own diverse
experiences  and  subsequent  education  to  introduce  the  hapless
Emmett  Casey.  As  U.S.  Army  veteran  and  retired  Doctor  of
Chiropractic,  Deeze now lives  in Illinois  after  spending decades
living  near  the  forests  of  northern  Wisconsin.  He’s  a  devoted
father to his three children, a magical daughter, two grown sons,
and his dog. His first novels are the critically acclaimed Bless Me
Father, and For I have Sinned, The Heretic is the final novel in
the series. 

David Hagerty

David Hagerty is the author of the Duncan Cochrane mystery
series, which chronicles crime and dirty politics in his hometown of
Chicago.  Real  events  inspired  all  four  novels,  including  the
murder of  a  politician’s  daughter  six  weeks  before  election day
(They Tell Me You Are Wicked), a series of sniper killings in the
city’s  most  notorious  housing  project  (They  Tell  Me  You  Are
Crooked),  and  the  Tylenol  poisonings  (They  Tell  Me  You Are
Brutal). He has also published more than 50 short stories online
and in print. 

T. E. MacArthur

T. E. MacArthur, author, artist, historian, amateur cat whisperer,
and  parapsychologist  wannabe  living  in  the  San  Francisco  Bay
Area.  She  wrote  the  standout  Steampunk  series,  The  Volcano



Lady, and the Gaslight Adventures of Tom Turner. A Place of Fog
and Murder is  her Noir-punk mystery,  bringing a  fantasy  sci-fi
1930s San Francisco to life with her tough-as-nails femme-fatale-
detective,  Lou  Tanner  P.I.,  through  exciting  car  chases  and
Chandleresque witty repartee. She’s even written for several local
and specialized publications,  anthologies,  and was  an accidental
sports reporter for Reuters News. 

Michael J Cooper

Michael  J  Cooper  writes  historical  fiction  set  at  major  turning
points in the Middle East; Foxes in the Vineyard, set in 1948 won
the  2011  Indie  Publishing  Contest  grand  prize,  The  Rabbi’s
Knight,  set  in  1290  was  a  finalist  for  the  2014  CIBA  Chaucer
Award for historical fiction, and Wages of Empire set at the start of
WW1 won the CIBA 2022 grand prize for young adult fiction and
the Hemingway first prize for wartime historical fiction. A native of
Berkeley, California, Cooper emigrated to Israel in 1966, studying
and  working  there  for  the  next  decade;  he  lived  in  Jerusalem
during the last year the city was divided between Israel and Jordan
and graduated from Tel Aviv University Medical School.  Now a
pediatric  cardiologist  in  Northern  California,  he  travels  to  the
region twice a year on volunteer missions for Palestinian children
who lack access to care.

J.W. Bell

J.W.  Bell’s  life  reads  like  an  adventure  story.  He  was  a  Field
Artillery Officer in the Army for ten years, is well-versed in long-
range and large-caliber weapons, and is an expert with small arms
— oh  yes,  he  trained  in  explosives  and  is  excellent  with  hand
grenades. His military thrillers use actual terminology, weapons,
and military courtesy. He traveled extensively throughout Europe,
Asia, and the U.S., living in Hawaii for several years. He coached



gymnastics for a time and worked for years as a roughneck in the
oilfields of Oklahoma. He became a teacher and holds a lifetime
teaching license to teach music and drama. He composed his first
symphony  and now has  a  good  start  on  his  second.  He  is  the
author of The Sigma Code Chronicles, and recently branched out into
metaphysics with I Am, Therefore I Think. 
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