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V. Ulea
WHAT IS QUANTUM GENRE?
A Truly Short Introduction

This anthology celebrates an encounter of writers whose works regardless of their
thematic and other differences have a common denominator, namely 7 all of them fit
perfectly well the definition of Quantum Genre (QG) which | discussed in my Quantum
Manifesto published by Sein und Werden (Sein und Werden, September, 2008
http://www.kissthewitch.co.uk/seinundwerden/3 2/page37.html ). My observations on my
own Aoddo col |l ect i oé8nal Ganada: h©@rossing €hHaasy R0OS |,
http://crossingchaos.com/Snail by V_Ulea.html), initiated speculations which grew into
the Manifesto. In the Manifesto | made an assumption that there could be a number of
works that introduce and elaborate some principles which form the QG, and | was very
much interested in reading such works. | was really amazed to see that such works did
exist and as a result the Quantum Anthology was born.

The Quantum Genre is an emerging type of'
Usi

To qualify for QG all or some of the following principles must be applied to a work:

1. Aiguantumo duality of characters
2. the uncertainty effect

3. quantum entanglement

4. Aiguantumod ti me

5. the observer/interpreter effect

The anthology is a debut of the QG, but we do hope that this is just the beginning and that
many more exwkmadijngummaeyntare waiting ahead.

ficti

ng his term, dirdweoiurldd. 6cal QG QiGs firwo t about t he

Aguant umod way of representation of characters a
including the quantum one, but the technique should be unlike the one we observe in
mainstream literature. Therefore, a traditional formulaic language of synopsis required by
|l iterary agents and commerci al publishers
sold to them and it has no appeal to the mainstream reader just in the same way as
Impressionism or Cubism had no appeal to the general viewer.

doesné


http://www.kissthewitch.co.uk/seinundwerden/3_2/page37.html
http://crossingchaos.com/Snail_by_V_Ulea.html

Happiness by Irene Frenkel



FEAST
Nicholas Alexander Hayes

You retreat through dark alleys, following votive candles flickering amid overflowing
dumpsters and tallow barrels. As wind gusts, the flames almost extinguish. Points of light
curl down into molten wax.

You follow them hoping to discover a point of origin.

You follow them, fondling votives in your pocket.

Then framed in a window of The Chicken Shack, a boy.

You grip a single candle, pull it from your pocket.

From an alley his pale skin seems to recede deeper in the distance than his black hair,
his unibrow. Tonight reflected light pulls from, retreats from darkness.

As you enter the parking lot, his hair, streaked with greenish fluorescent light, recedes
to the same plane as his skin.

You light the candle and cross the lot. A dim streetlight makes you conscious of gray
cat hair on your navy blue peacoat. As you brush some hair from your forearm, you tilt your
hand. Light blue wax pours over your fingers. Pain fails to distract you from the vision you
approach.

You set the candle on the small black window ledge in front of the boy.

His fingers work through a breast. Batter flecks from the meat and scatters onto his
table, his lap. Off-white strings of flesh connect the torn strips to the breast for a moment as
he brings the strips to his mouth. The boy's fingers glisten as they emerge.

Wax fractures on your fingers. Sloughing off, the pieces dangle from your knuckle hair
close to where they hardened. You brush them onto the dark asphalt, noticing a slight pinch
as the hair is torn from the roots.

The boy has color in his cheeks, which you could not see from the distance. The color
is brighter, stronger than the normal rosiness of acne, like a flush of fever or wined as if he
had drunk half a bottle of cheap merlot in the early evening after school.

The boy almost smiles but his lips tense in mid-action. His long black lashes stir, flutter
with a wink. His eyes catch yours through the dark reflection of your face, illuminated from
beneath by wavering candlelight. Reflection obscures his features; they become yours.

He knows what you want. The corner of his mouth quivers, as if restraining laughter.

You cannot respond.

You flee.

You run to the nearest alley.

Candles fall from your coat. They hit the ground with a hollow percussion.

You retreat through dark alleys. No longer able to follow the candles, which have burnt
out, you speed past obscure forms.

You retreat not knowing how much distance you have between you and the boy, not
knowing what vision, which visage you flee.



End of World Series | by Rochelle Dinkin



VICTROLA
D. Harlan Wilson

| place the Victrola on the kitchen counter and wait for somebody to get a midnight
snack. | hear my mother, upstairs, punctuating the flat notes of birdsongs. | hear my father,
too. That rankled snore . . .

Lips sealed, my parents walk into the kitchen holding hands. They see me. They poke

around the cupboards, |l ooking for instant coffee
I say, fnACoffee isnbét a snack. ltdés a drink.
They turn their heads and sadaaythieg. at me. I real

They give up and go back upstairs and the catastrophe of their discord recommences,
instantly. Inhuman melodies forced from two strangled radios . . .
I wait, listening . . .
Finally somebody makes an appearance. A stranger. He wears a three-piece suit and
a stovepipe hat that scrapes across the ceiling as he strides towards the refrigerator. |
engage the Victrola, placing its needle on an old record. The record is warped and produces
harsh static bef or e a rlcorhedaihe&itchem ¢ amtybuehost. | moper d s : iV

you enjoy a snack. You must enjoy things. Eve
they yawn out ddur-de-lls.eTherstrandier stopsdnshis tracks and regards me
with wide, unblinking ey e s . He sucks in his cheeks. The Vi
You should eat something. If you are not killed in a freak accident, eventually your body will
eat you. Cancer, you see. OQur bodies al ways e

words. The stranger removes his hat and sits on the floor.
My parents return. They dance around the stranger and rifle through the cupboards
again. They think that if they look hard enough eventually a jar of decaffeinated coffee
crystals will appear, somewhere, behind something, even though | know there is no coffee in
the house, and they know it, too.
They give up again. iThatds | ife, son, 0 say s
after another. But one must continue to fail. Otherwiseoneceases t o be human. 0
My father grabs her violently and shakes her. He pushes her over and wrestles with
her on the kitchen floor, ripping buttons from her nightgown. The stranger observes the
skirmish idly.
Winded, my parents get up. My father takes my mother in his arms and they slip away

Upstairs my motherés tune changes: she shifts
emotional drones of power ball ads. And my fath
snores.

. . . This is the climax. The stranger knows it. | know it. The Victrola confirms it,
saying, il am very pleased to meet you. You a
needle from the record as the stranger lays flat and curls into a languid ball. | watch. | listen
tomymother and fatherés muffled voices. They inteil

roll out and taper off, fatigued, paling, until the only thing | can hear is the hush of ocean surf,
t he Vi fleurrdelis whisgering like a conch.
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