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BRADLEY SANDS IS A DICK: AN ACROSTIC
by Jess Gulbranson

Between twelve pages of dark green inked skin,
Randomly perusing the pretty pictures
And searching for 
Divertissement on a humid afternoon,
Lena and I found the quaintest little diagram
Emerald green, glossy on a moss-colored background, barely visible
Yet catching the eye, or 

Snaring Lena where her moss lay beneath her womb
And putting the sigils between us we lay in the dust
Naked and occult, obeying the ancient call that spoke to that part of our brains
Descended from reptiles, parts that listen like krakens through fathoms
Sound and sign never quite making it through a cryptic murk.

I traced the glyphs deep inside her,
Summoning...

And in a moment of terror I came, HIS voice roaring through my mouth:

Don’t call me if you don’t want me to appear
I am dead so I have nothing to lose
Calling out to you, from before history ever claimed you
Killing you. Tonight. Every night. Until time itself turns its face away in disgust.
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BRADLEY SANDS IS A DICK
by Elizabeth O’Hara

Bradley Sands plays bugger-my-neighbor with the written word, his language growing 
trunkless and self-copsed in a hollow of blankness and cankerous horse chestnuts. The 
desiccating sputniks of his sickly conker-pods amputate limbs of sufþx and subtlety 
to offer up lopped torsos of meaning to the linguistic opportunists whose deviancy he 
ÿatters. It is a marmite culthood he craves. Courting the ire of the wider populace with 
his mischief-making, he walks on the grass verge and berates those who do otherwise as 
calves cowering amongst the legs of the herd. 

Bradley Sands cultivates zaniness in the young. He makes bold assertions to corrupt and 
subvert, but manages only to encourage engineering students in being wacky—shooting 
large þsh in a circus-tiny barrel. Portentously lifting a cup to his lips and claiming to 
have been condemned to do so by a society unwilling and unready to understand him, 
he merely becomes drunk on his own mithridatic powers. The cup is made of coated 
paper and is crudely labeled “hemlock” in his own hand; its contents undoctored Kool-
Aid. He knows the Jonestown juice is not harmful untainted, but allows himself to be 
fooled. A willing suspension of disbelief in the dichotomy of his self-awareness gives 
rise to a metaphysical lobotomy—he sautés his own insensible thinkmeat and claims it 
smells delicious.

Bradley Sands has forgotten how the word “no” sounds coming from the mouths of 
others (he suspects it might be pronounced “now,” suggesting it was last put to him in 
the heyday of the Anglo-Saxons). Whenever he wants somethingña beer from the fridge, 
a letter of recommendation, a bout of rough and protracted anal sexñhe makes much of 
the madeleine qualities of the desired state of affairs until only a monster could refuse. 
These tales are at best complete fabrications and at worst bastardized hodgepodges of 
the experiences of others, generally gleaned from talk shows and drunken strangers at 
bus stops. He once even befriended a crab in order to learn its sea-bottom secrets then 
passed the knowledge off as his own, at once rendering it garrulous and obscure. He 
unleashed it piecemeal, stretching the revelation so thin over several smug dinner party 
conversations that there was scarcely even a twinge of irony—let alone guilt—around 
the tables bristling with discarded claws. The translucent column of moonlight slatting 
through an inky slab of nightwater is an image with which primate was never meant 
to conjure, and even the purple-clad woman with the tribal earrings þnds it trite. He is 
fully aware of this, yet continues his transportations of banality throughout dessert. 

Bradley Sands þddles with himself as Rome burns. Secreted behind a colonnade, eyes 
rolled white in rapturous self-abuse, he rejoices as civilization is reduced to its component 
atoms around him and bites his lip as a charred particle embeds itself in the portion of 
his brain kept dangling free of the skull for just such a purpose. Was it from a lithe young 
scullery maid? A disgraced politician? A plumed horse of the imperial cavalry? He gives 
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little thought to such bygone labels. That it lived and burned is enough. All are grist to 
his mill. After he has þnished he collects the cooling ashes, sweeping them up into a jam 
jar to be kept in a garage drawer never to be given another moment’s consideration.

Bradley Sands makes grandiose claims from the parapets. Stony-faced and Wagnerian, 
he testiþes in monotone to an indifferent world below that his internal workings are 
beyond human ken. 

Bradley Sands berates fever-dreams for their lack of narrative structure.

Bradley Sands turns literary tricks for loose change.

Bradley Sands sees lions as hairy meat.

Bradley Sands. 

Dick.



- 8 -

BRADLEY SANDS IS A DICK
by Jordan Krall

I’ll give that dick some credit: he did a hell of a William Burroughs impression.

I guess Bradley Sands was probably more than a little drunk while he stood there in 
front of me, talking in that recognizable Burroughs drawl. Bradley was even shaking a 
little bit as if he was in desperate need of some good junk.

Scrunching his face to look more like an elderly Burroughs, he said, “Horses are a dying 
artifact. This is a game planet. In Timbuktu I once saw an Arab boy who could play the 
ÿute with his ass.ó 

I nodded and smiled, sipping my watered-down rum and coke. Why the hell was I even 
talking to this guy? I guess it’s because when someone is rumored to be such a dick, you 
get sort of tempted to meet that person to see if all of the stories are true. 

I didn’t think anyone was cruel enough to crush the dreams of so many of the prospective 
authors who contribute stories to his magazine. Most of the contributors would get a 
belligerent þve paragraph email explaining why Bradley was rejecting the story. Bradley 
Sands has made many authors cry at their computers, tears soaking the keyboard as they 
were told they were never going to get anything published.

Okay. Fine.

Right now I’ll confess to the reader that I am indeed one of those authors. Before actually 
meeting Bradley, I submitted a story about a foul-mouthed leprechaun that drove a 
Ferrari and participated in perverse voyeuristic activities. An hour after I emailed 
my story, I got a reply that was actually longer than my thousand word story. I was 
surprised to þnd out that it seemed like he actually read my story, rejecting it because 
of my passive protagonist. He also said my imagination was shit and I was destined to 
die a lonely gutter whore.

I responded to that email kindly in hopes that someday he’d accept another submission. 
For the following month I worked hard on another story (this one about professional 
wrestling in ancient Mesopotamia), but this time putting in a non-passive protagonist 
named Bradley òJazz Handsó Sands. It was a hilarious and action-þlled descent into 
lowbrow humor and wrestling-themed surrealism.

Bradley again responded with an email only a dick would write. All I remember from 
that email are the words “fudge-packing hack” and “terrible waste of typing skills.”
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So why the hell was I standing there having a drink with him, you might ask? Well, 
it’s because I’m too nice of a guy, that’s why. We happened to end up at the same 
convention and then at the same afterparty. When he approached me and asked if I 
had ever submitted something to his magazine, I wanted to lie and say I hadn’t. Being 
the honest guy I am, I told him the truth and ended up getting sucked into a drunken 
conversation with the biggest dick in the world.

“There’s been a breakthrough in the Grey Room! Gimme anodder drink!” he said, 
waving his hands around like an epileptic mime. When he asked me if I wanted to see 
his William Burroughs impression, I should’ve said no.

 Then he stopped the impression and started to criticize my grammar and my syntax. I 
couldn’t believe he even remembered what I had written but then I realized he probably 
would have said the same thing to anyone. He was that much of a dick.

After explaining just how much of a shit writer I was, he went back to being William 
Burroughs, talking about a guy who could make his asshole talk. I just smiled and 
nodded, thinking about how much this dick was obsessed with assholes.

Bradley said, “Deeeaaattthhh Dwwaaarrrffffff!”

“Hey, uh, I gotta say hi to someone. I’ll be right back,” I said, slowly edging backwards. 
He grabbed my shoulders with both hands.

“Do you feel the pressure of my jazz hands?” Bradley Sands said. He shook me hard, 
hard enough to shake the glasses off my face. I bent down to pick them up but Bradley 
kept me in place with his extremely strong grip and then started to smash my glasses 
with his foot.

“So who owns Death TV?” he said, his voice sounding like Burroughs even more so than 
before. I was in shock that this guy actually smashed my glasses. They were in pieces. 
You’re never supposed to mess with a guy’s glasses.
 
People around me stopped their conversations and looked over.

I jumped back and got out of Bradleyõs extremely manly hold. His tirade continued but 
I started doing a crab-walk backwards, bumping into people on my way to the back 
wall. 

The room was silent now except for Bradleyõs heavy breathing. Sweat was dripping off 
his head like drops of smack from a syringe. Lines started to appear on his face until 
he resembled a map complete with rivers and borderlines. He started to crack and peel 
with the most nauseating sound like something out of a H.G. Lewis movie.
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His skin fell off onto the ÿoor along with his clothes. 

I wouldõve expected to see the usual blood, fat, and muscle, but instead I was staring at 
the sweaty doppelganger of William S. Burroughs who had been hidden inside Bradley 
Sands this whole time.

Iõd like to say this explained a lot but it really didnõt.

William-Bradley-Sands-Burroughs looked at me and said, “I’m going to kill you. I’m 
gonna cut your balls off and send them to my boys back in Tangier. I’m gonna eat your 
language and get sick off it. I’m gonna take that star virus and vomit it up into your 
asshole, into the Death Dwarf’s asshole and let it pop into my mouth like coffee beans 
and telepathic anuses.”

There he was, talking about assholes again. 

The guy stood there looking at me with his creepy as hell junkie-eyes, never blinking. He 
trembled. His blue veins started to glow like radioactive worms, twisting and turning in 
need of the best junk on the planet. I heard them speak to me. Those fucking veins were 
actually speaking to me without sound. I was communicating telepathically with the 
drug-starved veins of William-Bradley-Sands-Burroughs.
 
-We need some, some, soft tickets of nova, good stuff, the horse, they said.

What the hell am I supposed to do about it? I’m not a dealer.

-Give us your asshole. Your asshole is packed fulla nova, is packed fulla majoun and Eukodol, arm 
dope, Mr. Ed, and bennies. 

I don’t know what you’re talking about. I’m not holding. I don’t even use.

-So you’re not only a shitty writer but you’re a liar, too. 

That’s fucked up. I’m fucked up. I’m talking to veins.

The room full of people continued to stare in confused fascination as I had this telepathic 
conversation. They probably had no idea what was going on but it was probably better 
for everyone that way.

The Sands-Burroughs thing walked closer to me, the veins now popping out of William’s 
wrinkly addict-skin. They pulsated with desire, with the overwhelming urge to suck the 
non-existent drugs out of my quivering, puckered asshole.


