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FROM  FRAGMENTS 
 
897* 
 
It is morning 
the wind 
 
turned us to flame 
 
save us 
ancient fish 
our ancient  
mother 
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INTERVIEW WITH ABIGAL BROMLEY, part 1 

FROM INTERVIEWS WITH UNCOMMON FOLK 

by Cary Elson 

 

CE:    How did you come to be imprisoned?  You started as a castaway, no? 

 

AB:  No.   I actually shipped out as a sailor on the ship the Elizabeth.   The orders for our 

ship, ironically named after a great monarch of certain clarity and cunning, were to go 

and bring back The Door itself.  What the government thought it might achieve by such a 

mission is not entirely clear to me; although I suspect that some dreamed wildly of 

controlling death itself.  Where the absolute insanity of the idea that The Door from the 

land of King Cornelius could actually be transported, functioning and controllable to our 

world came from I know not.  Except, I suspect, that inherent in journey to power is the 

concomitant moral, intellectual and psychological blindness necessary for the attainment 

of that power.  The journey does tend to deaden intellects.   

 But from where do I get this information?  I was only a stowaway, sailing before 

the mast in men’s clothing, chasing my own idea of freedom from the constraint 

of…well… 

 Remarkable as it may seem—I was not really a woman running free of “a 

woman’s place.”  Though, I must say, I understand the impulse.  Rather I was a spy, 

before that, something else—something feathered with fabulous avian eyesight, 

something that takes wing and spirals into freedom without a seconds thought.  In my 
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capacity as a spy1, I knew more than anyone else on that ship, more even than Captain 

Rogaeat, who, though he had the true orders, did not understand their import.  So when 

the roaring begin, I knew the source having thoroughly studied, in their entirely, the 

nation’s collections of artifacts and texts from the People of The Door2.  I was even 

allowed to handle what one archeologist claimed was the fingerbone of Khoveda, the first 

and foremost artist of The Door, although I suspect that this bone was as much 

Khoveda’s fingerbone as the fragment of the cross held at Ghent is a true piece of Jesus’ 

crucifix.   

I embarked on the orders, and through the help, of Prudence Hopkins and Grace 

Gorham, both also executed and both here, with me, locked in separate rooms, 

headless—oh how tiresome it is to be without a head!   

Their orders came out of a deep intuitive understanding of the Land of The Door 

and their understandable terror with respect to the government’s narrow-minded 

perspective on that place, and The Door itself.  They knew I shared their sensitivity, and 

beyond that, I was unconnected, either with the government, or with any family.  My life 

and death were my own and would cause little suffering to others.  And I was always 

game for an adventure—and, not being nearly as emotionally tied to the issue, not nearly 

so frightened (though I should have been) as Prudence and Grace, I could take on the role 

of a stowaway more easily—slip into that role without the weight of any real conviction.   

                                                
1 Here Abigal is being disingenuous.  She knows much more about the voyage, and the 
destination from her existence as Quierel.  But, perhaps the nonverbal quality of that 
existence renders memory difficult to retrieve—like memories of our time as infants are 
impossible to capture.   
2 She likely also knew, viscerally, from her (Quierel’s) intimate friendship with that being 
we tend to refer to as “the beast.”   
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 And so, aboard I went, and I was, to be honest, filled with an enthusiasm for 

adventure that I did my best to suppress.  For to be female stowaway before the mast, 

dressed as a boy and new to the art of sailing, I needed to show myself full of 

nervousness, not joy.  And I managed well for I am a born actress and none, at first, knew 

I was female.  I learned the ropes, so to speak, quickly, but not so quickly to awake 

suspicion.   

 We were lucky with weather for the first several months.  We as a ship were also 

lucky at first with personalities.  As you may or may not know, a ship is an organism as is 

a man.  The personality of the ship runs from benign to villainous depending upon who is 

aboard (and how many pressed).  Most often ships take a point between complete 

benignity and total villainy.  We, at first, seemed to be more benign than any ship I’d 

been on or encountered in story or print.  It is strange to look back in the context of the 

outcome of the journey, and to be honest, the outward appearance of that outcome.  I 

imagine, and more than imagine for I possess evidence, that the government officials that 

first learned of the fate of the Elizabeth believed that the fault lay in a mutinous crew—

they believed, said and acted on the belief that we were as bloodthirsty and greedy a lot 

as any; that our ship was a sister to that famed Demon of the Waters, the bucket of blood 

so to speak.   

 And this does us all wrong.  From Captain Rogaeat to myself, through Carter and 

Scrumweld, Mercer and Peterson, Minton, Framework, Merchant, Buckets and Northon, 

Hamish and Norton; Thomson, de Frieners and Cracer; our Lieutenant Smith and our 

Surgeon Scapes—we all deserve commendation for the beauty of our ship at the outset.  

We were a perfect crew by the second month—a perfect working ship in perfect weather.  
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We knew not where we voyaged and many of us, Mercer, Minton, Cracer, Bradford, 

were pressed, but we took the Captain’s word on faith, and he, in turn, ran the ship with a 

firm but gentle hand.  It was as though the fates had woven our goal directly into the 

tapestry of life.  And despite my foreknowledge of the goal of the ship, I played the 

ignorant, and inhabited this ignorance happily.  Honestly, I let myself drift away from the 

rigorous mindset I should have maintained—for I loved our ship and I loved the way we 

worked as one on that beauteous sea.   

 Until our sixth month.   It was in this month that all began to shift.  Perhaps my 

sudden recognition that we had shifted our placement and design out of charted lands and 

were penetrating into that untoward place, shifted my attitude and painted the ship darker.  

It is easy to blame myself for the disaster, although we had truly bad weather for the first 

time that month, and perhaps that, in itself woke the crew up to the strangeness of our 

direction.   

 Whatever the initial cause, myself, or the general entry into the very edges of the 

land of The Door, the ship shifted and the crew became disheartened.  The captain 

himself changed as well—as though he too awoke, and realized that he must firm himself 

up against softness towards the men, he became a wall of impenetrable stone.  He 

stopped journaling and plotting our course, and I saw him, one night, drop a metal cask, 

likely containing the logbook and his journals into the deep, moonlight water.  

 By the ninth month we were lost—I knew it although it took a bit more time for 

the rest of the crew to realize it.  Men were starving themselves and dying out of 

frustration or fear or anger or despair or, perhaps, just perhaps, these men, suddenly 

knowing the final goal, decided to reach it the proper way, rather than attempt to bash 
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down the wall between the living and the dead.  Perhaps had I followed them, I might be 

peaceful rather than torn in two and three again. 

  At this point, the Captain refused to relent and became the perfect captain to 

mutiny against—one whom all men might have just cause to ship overboard or leave 

castaway.  My purpose, to scuttle the voyage, needed no help and I simply watched the 

proceedings.  It may be that I would have better served myself to let the ship fail herself 

and throw myself into the sea, but, to be honest, I was curious.  Curious about what was 

to happen aboard that doomed ship and curious about The Door, and the lands, and, in the 

way of the rationally blind, convincing myself against all I knew or believed about The 

Door that we might actually make it through.   And part of me was so homesick for that 

place3.     

 It was clear when we crossed fully into the outer reaches of the Land of The Door.  

For months we had sailed through waters on the edge of our land and that land—the 

weather refusing to choose a single climatic condition as if each molecule we moved 

through refused to choose one or the other state in which to live.  When we crossed over 

the dead began to move along the surface of the water.4 

 I knew these strange hybrids for what they were; I was the only person aboard 

who did.  The captain himself did not.  I was also the other person the song and the 

roar—my song and her roar, Quierel and Lokti, that came through time to reach me and 

render my heart all to pieces.  We were displaced and the two, their ancient calls like the 

movement of star shine traveling from time’s beginning to the moment we met them—

the moment I met my own voice on the other side of time.  These two the beast and the 

                                                
3 Here she means the Land of the Door 
4 On their way to Magamar Canyon? 
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bird, warned us back.  It was this that woke the captain from his order-driven sleep.  He 

woke in full horror at what was our reality and at our betrayal by the government.  It was 

a moment of understanding that was so brutal he broke.  When he hit the water it was as 

if the dead were both satisfied by the sacrifice and sickened by it.  They consumed him in 

a roil of water and we were cast out of the edges of the Land of the Door. But not before I 

saw it.  The Door.  It blew out my eyes and I was blinded.  All my avian visual capacity 

had disappeared at my birth as a human and my eyes could not take the sight.  

 Our ship flew or sailed or was tossed or pushed straight back to the edges of the 

Pacific.  She was bruised and broken.  Words of horror, fear, delight and love were 

inscribed across her beams.  Many of us deserted.  I chose to take myself onto a near 

deserted island—my blind eyes were difficult at first, but the people on the island took 

good care of me and carried me back into the world.  Those people at the edge of the 

world knew the Land of The Door well, and recognized me as a traveler into a forbidden 

realm.  For this reason, they treated me with pity and tenderness but not a little 

admonishment.  They told me stories of peoples around them, on other islands—people 

craving power—that had made a similar journey to mine and returned broken and burned, 

bruised and full of grief.  These people never seemed to die—or at least it took a lot of 

effort.  They never seemed to live again either.   

When the government found me—their ships of the line sweeping the pacific for 

signs of our ship and her crew—the care of the islanders had me somewhat whole again.  

But of course, this was not to last.  I was held shackled and manacled in the hold of the 

ship, where the closeness of the place left me gagging at first.  Until, of course, I got used 

to it.   
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I will say, on all that voyage home, I was not abused—I rather suffered from 

neglect.  Periodically I was given food—mealy biscuits—and foul water.  But there was a 

bit of joy in the ship’s cats visits.  She was a sparkling and fresh calico, brought on board 

for good luck, and to keep the rats down.  Though I did not mind the rats so much, their 

conversation was amusing, she protected me from their bites—as they liked to tease me 

with nips that I could not prevent being so tethered.  She seemed to like to talk to me.  

She started our first conversation with,  

“Ooo, hello little feathers, I know you!  But do not worry, I’ve never been a big 

fan of pigeon flesh.”  She knew why I was on board, she was amused at the government’s 

stupidity.  She did not seem to think her death was in danger—although it was, for if they 

got hold of The Door, wouldn’t she have trouble passing through?  At any rate, she 

continued to visit me, even when other members of the Elizabeth’s crew were captured 

and stowed in the hold with me.  We were a sad group, and did not talk to each other 

much we’d all landed on various small islands and been cared for the folks who seemed 

to know what to do with cases such as ours.  Mercer had even fallen in love, poor fool as 

he was, he hadn’t yet realized he was no longer living, but really a ghost.   

 None of the others understood the cat, and they seemed to think I was half out of 

my mind when I talked back to her.  But then, we were all out of minds after what we’d 

been through.  Some would weep, others wail, we all rocked ourselves in the arms of our 

long dead mothers.  All that madness is visited us.  And then we landed.  

 Torture is boring.  That is part of its charm.  The flip side of absolute pain is 

absolute boredom.  Frustration, sleep deprivation, forcing one to think one is drowning (a 

particularly nasty feeling for those of us that have found ourselves lost at see) play on 
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one’s lack of control in the same way, in some sense, as does boredom.   We were all 

tortured (the word looses its meaning) in different ways—how do I know?  I know, for 

torture is not silent.   

 My baby was conceived on one particularly foul morning.  I do not wish to 

describe in it detail for such descriptions serve only to titillate or revolt.  I did not hate the 

child but loved her and because of this I employed the services of the old woman who 

doled out herbs to those of us in need.  My baby landed in a bucket and was tossed out to 

sea.   
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FROM FRAGMENTS 

145* 

inter 
into—the bird-eyes 
flew 
Quierel  
laid something in a nest 
and it became 
….[] 
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INTERVIEW WITH ABIGAL BROMLEY, part 2 

FROM INTERVIEWS WITH UNCOMMON FOLK 

by Cary Elson 

 

CE:    You mentioned earlier a letter or explanation as you called it—? 

 

AB:  Writing on the body, so to speak. 

 

CE:  Yes, that was what it was in reference to—as a sailor you must have been exposed 

to a multitude of tattoos…is this what you refer to? 

 

AB:  Yes and no, Cary.  I learned the art of tattoo on my travels, but I was referring to 

something different.  To a love letter, to how we mothers gift our children, that sort of 

thing. 

 

CE:  Children? …but, I was under the impression, well…that you had never actually had 

a child. 

 

AB:  But does that mean I wasn’t a mother? 

 

 



Abigal, her story (from The Book of the Door) Jennifer Calkins 

12 

 
FROM FRAGMENTS 
 
1011* 
 
Quierel called 
a doormaker5 wept 
 
and banished  
 
[..]eye 
 
beyond 
his heart  
 
emergent 
 
 
 

 

                                                
5 It is believed that this fragment refers to Khoveda whose first born daughter died as he 
was carving his portion of the door.  He finished his carving with a talisman inserted into 
the eye of the ancient fish he had carved, as a protection against evil and loss.  He also is 
said, through force of his mourning, compelled all other artists to include protection 
against the evil eye somewhere in their carving on the door—in a petal, in a fingernail, in 
the sun above—making the entire door protection against those that would give us loss, 
such as Cain.  His mourning was also said to raise the dead, as ghosts, although his 
daughter never yet returned to him.     
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WRITTEN ON THE BODY 

My Dearest, My Darling, My Angel of the Waters, My ½ Self,  

I sent you downstream.  Perhaps I should ask your forgiveness, but, my angel, 

there was no place for you in this world.  No father, a mother likely to be executed, apart 

from the short stay she’d receive to see you through to your birth.   Even if you are angry 

with me, I hope you will read this or sense this or feel this.  It’s my story of you; of how 

you came to be and vanish.  And, of where I am now head in my hands, encased, 

entrapped. 

 I was imprisoned, executed and again imprisoned by the government of my 

country:  although once, as a sailor, I was in its employ.   

In my prison, my dear, after I’d fled the not so sturdy boards of the Elizabeth and 

been caught up and carried back, Pvt. Malfus became my rapist.  He is your father, dear.  

You understand, don’t you, how much I hate him?   You will have to find your own way 

with relation to him. 

 But I don’t hate you, I love you, child of the waters. I only knew that you could 

not be born, I could not care for you, even if they stayed my inevitable execution, and the 

world at that point was so black to me I wished its horror on no one else. 

I will not describe your creation to you; the children of parents in love recoil from 

detailed descriptions of their parent’s copulation, how much deeper the revulsion must be 

for those children of parents that torture and hate each other. 

But I shall describe your death to you.  You must know the names of all the herbs 

I used; you must remember the blood—you lived on the blood, like all little parasites, I 

wonder if you were confused when the blood carried you into the sea?  It was a old 
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midwife who helped me.  Apparently, many a female prisoner had sought her services—

indeed she was brought to me by your very own father.  He had a habit of making sure he 

left no trace behind, and she visited all of the female prisoners he abused (though not the 

male—and this lapse, I suspect, may be his downfall, for aren’t there marks just as telling 

on the raped man as on the raped woman?).  This old midwife, those she abetted his 

crimes, was one of the nurturing, wise sort.  And anyway, I had no second thoughts about 

sending you away.  She did not talk to me long, just looked at me hard, held my hand, 

held her hand over my belly and said, “Godspeed child, it won’t be fun nor easy nor 

painless but it’s the best medicine I’ve got for one in your condition.  He’s a foul one, 

dear, and I do not mind keeping his offspring off our good earth, though you might have 

made a good mother, after all.”    She handed me a sailcloth bundle in which she had 

wrapped a half a dozen different flasks.  “Take them tonight.  It’s time.  The order 

doesn’t matter, nor does the name, just that they are all taken with in moments of one 

another.   Then you will have the cramping and the bleeding—he’ll bring you a basin of 

water to clean yourself when you are done.” 

And so it was my dear, and a moonlight night—the bars cast vertical shadows 

across my arms as I lifted each flask and drank.  And so you were gone from me.  

 And so you are gone from me, but the me in you loves you, and the you that clung 

so tightly to my womb that your death to near a week to complete, I love that too.  I 

might even love the you that is him, because in you all things transform, do they not, and 

become that which is whole and fresh.  Be that and take the little I gave you and the story 

I give you into where ever you might find yourself. 
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FROM FRAGMENTS 

 

122*6 

She of the  
hand 
 
of the arched 
blade 
 
preserve  
my child 
 

                                                
6 It is the arched blade reference in this fragment, along with Djame’s fear of giving the 
scythe wielder offence (referred to in fragment 892) that form the primary evidence for a 
female proto-deity involved in cutting down the dead with a blade.  In no place do we 
find the name of this deity.  Her resemblance to the druidic Samhain, as well as some of 
the Tantric Dakinis and Yoginis has been noted in many texts.  The prevalence of female 
deities and protectors (Quierel, The Beast, the Scythe-Wielder)  in the mythos of the 
Land of the Door has also been noted elsewhere (see, for example, R. Huntington’s The 
Last of the Ladies.  Archeological Mythos.  34:1-5, or B. F. Dyer’s Exit, door right. 
Proceedings of the Institute of Interpretation 67:3652-3660).   
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INTERVIEW WITH ABIGAL BROMLEY, part 3 

FROM INTERVIEWS WITH UNCOMMON FOLK 

by Cary Elson 

 

CE:  And after you aborted your child? 

 

AB:  I was executed.  I had given up the stay of execution when I decided to take those 

herbs.  It would not have helped much anyway, once the child was born they’d of taken 

her away and killed me after all.  And that would have been worse, wouldn’t it? 

 But, would you like me to talk about the execution?  It’s quite amusing. 

 

CE:  Of course, we’d love to know more about your experience of being beheaded! 

 

AB: Well, once the bleeding was over and they were sure I’d live they brought me before 

the judge, a stocky man with one eye, the other having been removed by a particularly 

unpleasant group of rebels in the colony in which he was stationed during the first war of 

expansion.   

He did not waste time or words, having been given the ultimate power by the 

president who did not believe in wasting time with trials and attorneys.  I had clearly 

broken the law both in terms of my treasonous and mutinous behavior and my murderous 

destruction of my daughter’s fetus.  It was easy to sign my death warrant.  I was 

consigned to die in two days, along with six others involved in the disaster of the 
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Elizabeth.   In learning of the sentence I also learned of the capture of these other people, 

so linked to me at one time, then lost, and now likely to be linked in the last moments of 

life.   

I did, by the way, think of the door.  It gave me some solace but it also conferred a 

sense of fear and loss, as I knew my journey back there after my head was severed was 

by no means certain.  I could only hope I’d make it back, and tried to think on it the night 

before, as they, for the last time, force fed me my final supper; a supper that, I gather, 

was supposed to be a celebratory meal for the condemned.   

At sunrise, cocks-crow, they led me out in line, hands tied and feet shackled, with 

my ship mates, and the women who had set me on the mission itself, both before and 

behind me.  I had not seen them since I had jumped ship, and now I felt their fear as 

though I were connected to them by a single nervous system.  We were lined up in a row 

with the blocks before us, and our own personal executioner to one side. There was no 

one there to observe, other than our jailors, including my rapist, and the one-eyed judge.  

In the corner of my eye, I saw the rats venture out to sit at the edge of the field of 

execution.  Whether or not the flies and the cockroaches were there, I could not tell.  The 

executioners whispered in our ears and asked our forgiveness.  

I forgave my executioner but said nothing else, indeed, none of my companions 

said a word.  We were untied and unshackled and forced down to the block.  A call and 

count and the axes swung simultaneously—they’ve practiced, I thought, then my eyes 

could see a light and a fall.  I smelled the hay in which they’d packed the basket and I 

thought I still felt my hands and feet, so far away now.  They twitched and I urinated and 
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defecated.  My head bounced a bit and then it was dark as they put the lid on the basket 

and shut out the sun.   
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FROM FRAGMENTS 
 
3889*7 
 
don’t cry 
little 
one 
little angel 
I’m near 

                                                
7 Yet another strange fragment.  A mother to child.  Some scholars claim it is the voice of 
Abigal Bromely as Quierel after her inappropriate return to the land of her origins.   
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