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Praise For
Sing Me Your Scars

Sing Me Your Scars
revolves in the mind’s eye in a kaleidoscope of darkness and wonder. Walters is impressive.

—Laird Barron, author of
The Croning
and
The Beautiful Thing That Awaits Us All

Damien Angelica Walters writes prose as sharp as a scalpel. With surgical precision, she slices through her characters’ veneers to lay bare the secret scars underneath, the knots of fear and desire twisting them. The women and men in these stories struggle against their own, oddly-beautiful damage, and even when they succumb to it, the narrative is never less than compelling. Anatomist of dreams and nightmares, Walters is a writer to watch.

—John Langan, author of
The Wide, Carnivorous Sky and Other Monstrous Geographies

This anthology is a work of fiction. All the characters and events portrayed in these stories are either fictitious or are used fictitiously.
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Sing Me
Your Scars
This is not my body.

Yes, there are the expected parts—arms, legs, hips, breasts—each
in its proper place and of the proper shape.

Is he a monster, a madman, a misguided fool? I don’t know. I
don’t want to know. But this is not my body.

§

The rot begins, as always, around the stitches. This time,
the spots of greyish-green appear on the left wrist, and there is an
accompanying ache, but not in the expected way. It feels as though there is a
great disconnect between mind and flesh, a gap that yearns to close but cannot.
I say nothing, but there is no need; Lillian’s weeping says it with more truth
than words.

The hands are hers.

“Please don’t show him yet. Please,” she whispers. “I’m not
ready.”

“I must,” I say. “You will be fine.”

“Please, please, wait until after the party.”

I ignore her. I have learned the hard way that hiding the rot is
not acceptable, and while the flesh may be hers, the pain is mine and mine
alone. I remember hearing him offer an explanation, but the words, the
theories, were too complex for me to understand. I suspect that was his
intention.

Lillian will still be with us; she is simply grasping for an
excuse, any excuse at all. I understand her fear, but the rot could destroy us all.

My stride is long. Graceful. Therese was a dancer, and she taught
me the carriage of a lady. I pass old Ilsa in the hallway, and she offers a
distracted nod over the mound of bed linens she carries. All the servants are
busy with preparations for the upcoming annual party, which I’m not allowed to
attend, of course.

I wonder what sort of fiction he has spun to the servants. Am I
an ill cousin, perhaps, or someone’s cast-off bastard that he has taken in?
Either way, I’m certain they call him the good doctor, but they’re not here at
night. They don’t know everything.

They never speak to me, nor do they offer anything more than nods
or waves of the hand, and none of them can see my face through the veil I must
wear when I venture beyond my rooms. All my gowns have high necklines and long,
flowing sleeves; not a trace of flesh is exposed.

For my safety, he says. They will not understand. They will be
afraid and people in fear often act in a violent manner. His mouth never says
what sort of violence he expects, but his eyes do.

When I knock on the half-open door to his study, he glances up
from his notebooks. I shut the door behind me, approach his desk slowly, and
hold out Lillian’s hand.

“Oh, Victoria,” he says, shaking his head. “I had hoped we were
past this. This configuration is as close to perfect as I could hope.”

I bite my tongue. Victoria is not my name, simply a construct.

I asked him once why he had done such a thing; he called me an
ungrateful wretch and left his handprint on my cheek. I wonder if he even knows
why. Perhaps the answer is so ugly he has buried it deep inside.

Without another word, he leads me to the small operating theater,
unlocks the door, and steps aside to let me enter first. The room smells of
antiseptic and gauze, but it’s far better than the wet flesh reek of the large
theater. My visual memories are vague, but the smell will not leave, no matter
how hard I try to forget.
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