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“This is Khaw at their most raw and unrestrained.

“Khaw's first fullength novel is Prepare for a wild ride.”

a sensory deluge of language
and action that will sweep
readers away in a flood of
joyful, violent abandon.”
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In a furniture showroom in Stockholm stood a large wardrobe called a Kleppstad. It
was made out of cheap particle board and wooden pegs. If the shelves were removed
and a person scrunched inside, the back pancl would disappear and a passage would
n into the shuddering w here the highland II. Buca
i dinto and it was taken to a dumpst

In a weedy glen outside Evesham was a mound with a shallow hole that happ
be a second entrance to Wonderland. Nobody ev

fell into the hole, altho
a few stumbled over it. Onee, a girl lost The hole was paved over whe

extended o Oxford

n. Ifit had been, the futon would have sprung to
Joorway, and then soared above the barric
Namboobu, where they could interact with talking animals. Unfore

oyed in a flood,

ation was a cracked, dirty mirror. If a person
gested amanita muscaria mushrooms and looked directly into the mirror, the

would get sucked through the glass

t. On the ot

s, starting with their hands and ending with their
her side was stairway that led to the crypes of the Kings and
Queens of Seythia. This portal was lost when an employe accidentally shattercd

 handle o

Bencath the Hoggar was a jucting s
Ifa person uttered a secret phrase, the sand-bitten stone shified aside, reve
taining immense treasurcs. Eno d you. Enough
But the treasure was ne y had the phrase

and tossed it a half mile into the sky. Oddly, if somebody had been inside thac
ouse, they would not have been battered, bruised, or scattered among the debris
Instead, they would have woken unharmed in a field of poppies, over the rainbow
the Land of Oz. But this never happened. The owners were vacationing in
lorida

! genan posenaaum )

The number eete ich ran down Saint Charles Avenue in New Orleans,
when taken to the end of the line deposited its passengers ac the entrance of Lafitee
Allcy. The alley was frequented by vampires, snake charmers, and voodoo
practitioncrs. But the city renovated the number 14, New paint was applicd. The
windows were unstuck. The wheels were greased. And the passengers could no
ADVERTISEMINT onger locate Lafitte Alley

Magic be anstalks, climb upward, picrce the
clouds, and reach the castles in the sky, are extremely rare. Even when they do
he beans are scldom replan ad, they are steamed, added to

or sautced in butter

Carskill Mountains lived  hermit who brewed cider flavored with
chokecherics, Occasionally he wandered through the woods and gave away corked
les. The cider was pungent and caused a deep slumber that lasted months,

vould wake unaged, transported to the future. No one knows
 happened to the hermit, but some it was his bones found by hikers at
the bottom of Verkeerderkill Falls

While cleaning her atic, Ms. Whipple of Melbournc ed an unopenc
board game. Durin andehildren’ last visic, ch d board games
boring, They hadn't realized that the game opened a doorway to a tropical jungle

s, and great apes. Mrs. Whipple

ush and humid, stocked with lions, w

—MARK S. BAILEN




