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LETTER FROM 
THE EDITOR

Dear Readers, 
 
 
I feel like just yesterday I was writing the letter for the second issue. It boggles my mind that this is 
Issue 3 – holy cow! – and I have so much planned for this magazine and TwistiT Press, especially with 
Elisabeth Horan’s collection “Odd list Odd house Odd me” releasing June 21! 2019 is flying by! 
 
Time is a cheeky little thing, a trickster who Loki would likely applaud. Days can pass in the blink of an 
eye — or is often the case with me, I’ll snuggle up in bed, blink, and somehow, it’s morning again. It’s so 
easy to get lost in a loop. Wake up, work, maybe eat, sleep, repeat. Before you know it, days, weeks, 
months have passed as if time has slipped through your fingers. Where did it go? Who knows. Maybe 
Time is sitting there like a devious gremlin, already thinking of new ways to keep you rooted in place, 
the cycle neverending. 
 
Then there is, of course, the reverse. The world can slow down and minutes can feel like hours. All 
your energy can be drained in an instant or a shot of adrenaline can surge through your veins. And 
those moments, whether they’re good or bad, can age you one hundred years before they’re over. 
 
It’s really rather fascinating. 
 
As you wander inside Issue 3, I hope some of these moments come over you. I hope you get so lost 
reading that what seems like seconds to you are actually minutes or hours. I hope you resonate so 
much with some of the work that time slows down completely, letting you steal some of those minutes 
back. 
 
But most of all — I hope that as you go through your days and find yourself in a loop or drowning in 
seconds that just won’t end, you take a moment to figure out why that is. Sometimes, Time isn’t 
actually playing tricks, but signaling that something is wrong or changing. Maybe your life seems like 
Groundhog Day because you’re burnt out. Or, something wonderful has happened but you’re not 
taking the time to celebrate. 
 
Remember that self-care is important. That’s something I lost track of these last few months. I hope 
you’re all able to take time for yourself and do things you want to do — not just things you need to do. 
 
With that said, jump on down the rabbit hole and prepare to be taken on a journey to somewhen. 
 
 
Warmly, 
 
 
 
Renee Firer 
Editor-in-chief
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COFFEEHOUSE 
WINDOW SEAT.

there are days I remember 
 
better than others. 
 
 
 
most of them are here, 
 
in this place, 
 
                                   in this spot— 
 
 
 
                                   with you. 
 
late night chats 
 
over cups of overdressed coffee. 
 
my hands shook from caffeine and sugar 
 
                       or maybe it was from you. 
 
 
 
the memories of us stay 
 
imbedded in window panes 
 
and coffee mugs. 
 
I’m still here 
 
                                   in our place, 
 
                                   in our spot— 
 
                                                           without you. 
 
I drink my coffee black now. 

B Y     T A R Y N  D I X O N

Taryn Dixon is a graduate student at 

Southeastern Louisiana University and 

editorial assistant at Louisiana 

Literature Press. 
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MONSTER AT THE 
CLIFF EDGE

 

 

        I  wait on the cliff  edge, a willing 

sacrifice;  a high priestess,  pure but 

not innocent,  my conscience 

shattered in the howling winds.  My 

blood thrums with the roar of the 

ocean, the future awaits me in a 

mouthful of blood and I  am hungry 

for the teeth; desperate for the 

tearing.  

       The rising storm howls and whips 

the sea into torrents of foam; the 

teeth of white horses snap at my hair 

and wrench my limbs.  The wind is a 

piercing scream of ecstasy against 

the deep hum of the ocean’s roar.  I  

hold my breath as the waves crash 

over;  they smash me back against the 

granite,  grinding my flesh against 

the rock as if  they might turn me to 

sand, easing an escape.  Though that 

is not my destiny and bronze cuffs 

hold me fast,  arms stretched high in 

their sockets.  I  will  not slip,  nor 

creep away. 

        I  think back to the numerous 

processions, the numerous musicians

Love Song for the Kraken   

B Y   A L I C I A  F I T T O N
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I  think back to the numerous 

processions, the numerous musicians 

with drums and tambourines that led 

me to this place.  I  remember the 

pride in my mother’s voice as she 

boasted of her daughter’s beauty, 

spoke of my sister’s grace.  I  recall  

the cold sputtering of temple lamps 

in response.  So many prayers go 

unanswered and yet the Gods listen 

when she least intends it .  

       The Gods have always listened to



me, I  am blessed with their favour.  I  

was born during the spring festival 

and my mother strained while choirs 

sang and honest citizens poured their 

libation.  Gaia smiled at me, tiny and 

mewling.  She blessed me with 

strength and wit.  “A handsome face.” 

They said of me, “A powerful gaze in 

one so young!” 

       My sister,  Andromeda, escaped 

divine notice.  She cowers back from 

the storm, tended by a legion of 

servants and hidden in the crook of 

my father’s arm. She is my mother’s 

golden girl,  her praises sung daily.  

Her features are delicate and 

feminine.  Her upturned nose inspires 

odes; her gentle contemplation is a 

model of virtue.  It  was easy for me to 

usurp her honour and take her place 

upon this ledge.  Her face may be fairer 

than any in history, but the glory of 

the sacrifice will  be wholly mine.  

       The Monster has been with us for 

three weeks now. He came first on the 

day of the new year storm and tore out 

the hulls of my father’s ships.  His 

anger like lightening, was frightening 

and sharp.  I  watched from the temple 

as he crushed his giant mass through 

the harbour mouth and fed on sailors 

young and old, he sucked up their 

bones and all  of their juices.  He was a 

thing of wonder, an awful terror of 

blood and strength.  The debris floated

out on departing tides and then 

surged back on the morning shores.  

       My father brought offerings to the 

temple gates.  He begged me intercede 

on the kingdom’s behalf,  to ply my 

Goddess with thanks and honey.  He 

offered her twenty women, sixty cows 

and a full  summer’s harvest.  I  sung 

out his prayers and waited in silence.  

My Mistress sent dreams and insults 

in omens.  She has no interest in cows 

and wheat,  the maidens are hers 

already by right.  What fool is  he to 

think to tempt her? A fortnight’s 

wishes fell  on deaf ears,  “She’ll  owe 

you nothing.” I  replied.  

       My mother came next,  tearful and 

begging.  She would offer her robes, 

her music and her players.  “Does the 

Goddess not wish for gaiety and 

laughter?” 

       “No, Mother,” I  replied, “but 

perhaps the Monster does?” The 

players were eaten, much like the 

sailors.  They screamed as he 

wrenched them limb from gory limb, 

but their screams lacked harmony. 

They did not please.  

       My sister came last,  just one week 

ago.  The harbour still  blocked and 

food was now scarce; the fish 

swallowed up and the people scared.  

She offered up herself  for she owns 

nothing else.  My Mistress thanked 

her!
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       My mother wailed and my father 

wept.  The town began its first day of 

mourning, and my heart was wracked 

with grief and jealousy.  So the beauty 

of her soul will  pacify a Goddess, sate 

a Monster? In my dreams I  have seen 

the creature crowned. I  am his willing 

slave, his tender servant.  He sits high 

upon my father’s throne, the stone 

steps slippery with slime and gore.  I  

rub oil  upon his writhing limbs while 

he binds me to him, sweet and tight.  

My sister is fair,  she is not wise.  She 

could not counsel one such as he.  She 

would flinch in the smother of his 

cruel embrace.    

       “Fair Sister!” I  cried, “Let me take 

your place.” My Mistress forbade it,  I  

ignored her pleas.  My parents looked 

grateful and though they made feeble 

protest,  they did not stop me. 

       The Monster comes every evening 

to this place.  He is smooth and 

slippery,  enormous beyond compare.  

I  am braced for him to rush me, riding 

the waves, his jaw set with rows of 

jagged teeth to devour at my flesh in 

one great gulp of hungry deliverance, 

but I  catch sight of him in glimpses.  

At first a shadow lingering, an 

uncertain shape lost in choppy waters.  

Then a writhing mass, bulging and 

surging, breaking the waves into 

unnatural swells.  I  hold my breath.  

       The wind drops and for a moment

and I  see him shift.  Then he is gone 

and my mouth is once again full  of 

wind blown salt.  I  spit  it  out and 

brace myself  afresh.  There is a hush 

as the crowd waits.  I  am poised for 

glory.  My sister weeps.  

       A tentacle,  impossibly close, 

slithers up the cliff  and wraps around 

my ankle.  It’s a rope of expanding 

and contracting muscle which tickles 

my calf  with a thousand tiny suckers,  

like a thousand tiny kisses,  like a 

thousand tiny bites!  A second feeler 

uncoils and prods its blunt end into 

the tender space behind my knee.  It  

nuzzles the crook of my leg like a pet 

dog seeking comfort,  then it  pushes 

further up my thigh and finds its 

spot.  I  am held, pinioned. Fixed 

against the rocks not only by chains, 

my pride and by my mother’s boast,  

but by terror and joy, and delicious 

expectation.  

        I  feel  the tentacles flex, crushing 

and searching, then suddenly in a 

rush the Monster is there, looming 

before me. I  can’t see his eyes so I  

stare down his throat.  There are more 

teeth and tentacles than I  can seem to 

count.  I  am cold and I  had thought my 

skin numb, but the Monster’s touch 

burns and I  wonder if  my skin will  

scald and blister.  My concern is short 

lived, I  can see the teeth coming 

towards me. They are long and sharp
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and sink into my breasts like needles.  

My heart drums louder and a gush of 

blood decorates my chest.  The bronze 

cuffs break like butter beneath the 

power of his limbs and the Monster 

bears me suddenly aloft.  He displays 

me to the crowd, his glorious prize! 

The pulse at my centre heaves and 

pulls.  The tentacle swells and I  

contract,  a shuddering a ball  of 

broken flesh.  He tears the flesh from 

my breast and I  am gone.  I  am his,  

and he swallows me down. 

Alicia Fitton is a performance poet based 

near Manchester, UK. She writes about lust, 

guilt, lies and justified feminist rage. She 

would like to add more mice and tentacles. 

Alicia is a perfectionist who also enjoys 

dressing up, dancing and playing with 

swords.  You can read my work at Storm 

Cloud Kitty or follow me on twitter 

@aliciamakes 

T W I S T  I N  T I M E   |   1 0



A Haiku Sequence  
 
 
 

arch of sandstone 
                strange                                                 constellations 

the same                                                                             old moon 
 
 
 

my reflection 
travelling backwards 

into my past 
 
 
 

Hubble telescope 
observing the past 

and the future 

PARALLAX
B Y  M A R K  G I L B E R T

Mark Gilbert writes poetry and prose and in 

between. His work may be found in Atlas 

Poetica, Abyss & Apex, Narrow Road and 

Bamboo Hut. He lives in the UK. 
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”my reflection” was previously published by

The Haiku Foundation for the Window Haiku

feature in April 2018 

 

”Hubble telescope” was previously published

in Abyss & Apex in Issue 16 (2005) 



TALE 
EVERLASTING

B Y   F A N N I   S Ü T Ő

       They called her Titania and 

rumoured she was unsinkable.  She 

was created in the image of our 

beloved Queen who was admired by 

all,  even God. That’s why he decided 

to make her immortal.  

       HMS Titania,  the largest cruise 

ship in the world, was supposed to 

sail  the waves until  the end of time. 

The engineer who designed her 

boasted that his wondrous creation 

could even serve as the second 

Noah’s ark when the New Flood came. 

People whispered a lot about the End 

of the World in those days.  The veil  

of the Northern Light crumpled on 

the sky above London and the 

children played with ghosts.  The 

Queen grew old but she could not die 

and the stream of Time became 

muddled in Great Britain.  Sometimes 

I  woke up screaming at 4 am then fell  

back on my bed weak and trembling.  

Faceless whispers spread on the
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street about the immortals who lived 

among us and fed on our life force.  

Young ladies kept home after 

nightfall  and even the strong, young 

men moved in groups, clutching their 

swords.  

        It  was rumoured that the curse- 

blessing of Queen Titania had a 

strange effect on her closest 

servants;  their personal time flow 

became unpredictable.  Some of them 

woke up on their thirtieth birthday to 

find themselves covered in wrinkles;  

some of them became helpless 

children just after they turned fifty.  

Their hair lost its colour and turned 

from crispy blonde into pale white.  

Others just disappeared never to be 

seen again.  People were afraid that 

the “time plague” would eventually 

spread from the palace and ripple 

into their homes.  

        In those dark times the HMS 

Titania was like a ray of hope.  It  was 

something to celebrate,  to rejoice 

about the greatness and the richness 

of the empire.  I  was fascinated by the 

great ship like everybody else but I  

had different reasons.  I  was engaged 

to the chief engineer’s son, Gordon 

Lighthand. 

       His father,  Lord Lighthand, the 

celebrated engineer was also an 

aristocrat and the sparkling spice of 

every social  event.  As such, he was a

fan of ruby red port;  hand-rolled 

cigars and artisans of love hired from 

the best brothels.  But high life has its 

price and Lord Lighthands’s debts 

consumed him like slow poison. 

       My father,  on the other hand, was 

the son of a simple farmer who 

climbed his way up the class ladder.  A 

very prosaic remedy was the key to 

his success,  Jonson’s Bitter Water 

which worked wonders on 

constipation.  Father was a guest of 

honour at the World Exhibition of 

Paris.  Even his Holiness,  Pope Pius 

ordered a few bottles when Vatican 

dinners weighed on his stomach. 

Money rained on us.  But this money 

wasn’t the easy gold of aristocrats,  

an inheritance, a prerogative.  My 

father’s pounds smelled of the sweat 

and the sulphur of bitter water.  I  

attended the best schools and was 

invited to tea parties but the girls 

there always wrinkled their noses 

when I  was around as if  felt  

something nasty.  Something nasty 

like the smell  of new money.  

       Let us not jump ahead. I’ve lost 

my sense of time a long while ago but 

I’m going to tell  you the events as 

they happened. I  must try.  

        I  was an only child and I  spent my 

days reading or walking in Hyde Park.  

I  preferred the company of books, the 

sweet words of dead poets to actual
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people.  This was my special  space, a 

room of my own in my head.  But a 

girl  can never be just for herself.  For 

a long time, I  was the daughter of my 

father,  “that Jonson girl .” One day 

my father found out that his health 

was failing and not even his own 

magic water could help him. With 

every hair he lost,  and every wrinkle 

he found, he started to get more 

worried about my future.  He didn’t 

understand what was happening to 

him. 

       Days flowed down on the drains of 

life.  I  barely saw my father.  Since his 

illness started, he buried himself not 

only into work but in the project of 

finding me a husband. This newest 

undertaking worried me. 

       “Papa, promise me you won’t 

bring me an unbecoming and 

uncultivated suitor.  At least promise 

me this,” I  pleaded him. 

       “I  will  try,  my darling.” 

       His words didn’t reassure me. I  

started to hope he gave up on his 

project but one day he arrived with a 

handsome, lanky boy called Jim. My 

heart missed a beat because first I  

thought he was a suitor.  My father 

laughed at my reaction and told me 

that Jim meant to take my picture for 

prospective suitors.  While 

aristocratic daughters were still  

forced to sit  motionless in front of a

painter for hours,  the more practical  

bourgeois fathers had their daughters 

photographed. After all,  time was 

money.  

       “This is the real art,” Jim 

explained to me one afternoon. “In a 

painting the artist  can lie.  He can 

colour the skin younger and shape 

the handsomest of noses.  In a 

photography shop, however,  one sees 

only true images.  The photographer 

has to find inner beauty not to make 

it  up.  That is the real challenge.  

However not with such lovely young 

ladies,” he said nodding in my 

direction.  I  met Jim many times even 

if  my father scorned me. Jim brought 

me the best sensational novels and 

also lent me some of his ragged 

Penny Dreadfuls.  We became friends.  

We could have been more if  my future 

and the crumbling structure of the 

class system didn’t cast their shadow 

over us.  

        I  was reading one of his books in 

the winter garden when everything 

changed. This is the day that haunts 

me the most.  It  was the middle of 

February and a cold green light 

poured in the window. Every colour 

had a high intensity and I  even recall  

the smell  of the sweating palm trees.  

I  wrapped my book rosy silk paper to 

soften its looks into something 

unsuspicious.  But underneath horrors 
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and monsters lay in wait.  

        I  was reading that novel for the 

umpteenth time. It  made me think of 

Jim. The pages smelled like him, of 

machine oil,  brandy and adventure.  A 

smell  I  miss every day and know that 

I’m never going to feel  it  again.  All  I  

feel  nowadays is the cold and all  I  see 

is water.  I  wish there was something 

I  could do to wrench myself  out of 

this miserable state.  If  that were the 

price of salvation, I  would drive a 

stake into my heart with my own 

hands or I  would wring the neck of an 

albatross and play it  as a bet in the 

gamble against Lady Life.  There is no 

way out.  

       Sometimes I  feel  l ike as if  I  had 

been sucked into that novel.  The title 

was “Stroker” and it  was written by a 

famous Middle-European called 

Vambery, who travelled to the East 

dressed as a dervish.  When he heard 

about the state of things in England 

he deserted his exotic endeavours 

and hurried to see this abomination 

of time. He must have been terrified 

by what he saw. The book is about a 

white faced English gentleman who is 

unable to die.  He was condemned to a 

life of darkness and had to pay the 

high price of immortality.  Because 

God or Lady Fortune never give you 

presents for free.  

       For every day that lengthened his

life he needed to steal a day from 

somebody else.  He started killing 

prostitutes,  broken-winged night 

butterflies,  because he thought their 

disappearance would be the least 

suspicious.  Eventually people noticed 

and every policeman in London 

chased after him. It  became too 

dangerous to stay and even though it  

pained him, he decided to leave.  I  

l iked this part because even though 

he was a soulless creature, he loved 

his homeland and he clung to his life.  

However wretched and painful life is,  

you have to respect it .  These days I  

start to feel  a strange kind of kinship 

with Vambery’s character.  The story 

ends with him getting into the ship 

called “Nightwalker” and sailing 

down the Danube to the dark heart of
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Europe.  

       So I  was there in the winter 

garden, reading this horrifying story.  

It  described a tall,  dark-haired 

gentleman with a memory of 

handsomeness.  I  heard a knock on the 

door and I  almost dropped my book. 

It  was my smiling father 

accompanied by a man in his mid- 

twenties.  The visit  could have meant 

only one thing.  The young man was a 

suitor.  

        I  plucked my courage to look at 

him once again and I  bit  my lips not 

to gasp.  He didn’t have the roguish 

charm Jim had, no, his was full- 

fledged male beauty.  This was more 

or less how I imagined Dorian Grey 

and every male protagonist in my 

Gothic novels.  I  should have known 

better.  I  should have learnt from the 

books.  I  should have run. But when an 

agent of fate walks in the door, it  is  

impossible move.  

       His beauty and kind smile beguiled 

me but I  had to test his inner 

qualities as well .  My father and the 

visitor sat down with me and after 

the maid brought in some tea, we 

started talking.  Gordon had melodic 

voice and perfect manners.  Yet I  did 

my best to find his tragic flaw, his 

Achilles heel.  After three hours of 

conversation, I  found none.  

       After a few more visits we were

engaged. The diamond ring weighed 

down on my finger but I  wore it  with 

pride.  Gordon brought me books of 

poetry and lavished me with his 

attention.  He took me walking in 

Regent’s Park and read me from 

Byron’s Don Juan. He changed when 

he read, he became something more, 

more poetry and less human. I  was 

entranced beyond salvation.  

       One afternoon we met Jim on the 

street.  I  was glad to see him, he was 

painfully absent from my life since 

the engagement.  I  wanted to ask him 

a thousand questions but his answers 

were brisk.  After a few minutes he 

hurried away without looking back.  

        I  often dined in the Lighthand 

residence.  Gordon’s father was 

nothing but attention and politeness.  

He made me feel  welcome. He told me 

that in his family people didn’t really 

have jobs but he was always 

interested in constructions and 

engines, so he went to university to 

study engineering.  Later I  heard the 

gossip that he had to take on a job to 

keep him afloat from his debts.  

People were just jealous.  

       We chose the day of the wedding.  

Invitations were sent to the crème de 

la crème, even to the families of girls 

who always frowned on me. I  was told 

this was called diplomacy.  As 

impatient maids combed my hair and
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tried to pin it  up into an elegant bun, 

for a moment I  remembered my 

dream of independence.  It  seemed so 

far away and thinking about made me 

sad.  I  should have been happy. I  was 

looking forward to becoming young 

Lady Lighthand. 

       Gordon became busier and busier 

as our big date approached. I  rarely 

saw him but I  told myself  I  would 

have him until  the end of my days.  I  

grew uneasy.  The novels of my 

girlhood didn’t hold my attention as 

much as they used to.  I  asked our 

carriage driver to take me out to 

Hyde Park, I  wanted some fresh air.  I  

wanted to have a last look because I  

knew Iwouldn’t be returning for a 

long time. Lord Lighthand gave us a 

very generous wedding gift;  Gordon 

and I  would spend our honeymoon on 

the HMS Titania.  I  had always 

dreamed of travelling, having 

adventures and seeing the world.  

Maybe all  my old wishes were coming 

true.  

       “I  knew you would turn up sooner 

or later,” said a familiar voice.  

       “Oh, Jim…” I said and tears welled 

up in my eyes.  Whether from 

happiness or sadness, I  couldn’t say.  

“Why did you disappear? I  thought 

you were angry with me, I  didn’t dare 

to seek you out.” 

       “You don’t understand, do you?”

he asked and his voice,  which had 

always been so cheerful,  was full  of 

bitterness.  

       “I  don’t know what you mean,” I  

said.  I  might have been lying.  

       “Never mind. It’s easy to forget 

poor boys, when you have a dashing 

lord, I  understand. But for the 

memory of an old friendship I  came 

to tell  you something.  I  couldn’t let  

you enter into a marriage without 

knowing who you give yourself  to.  

Your precious Gordon spends more 

times in brothels than with you.  And 

just the other day I  saw him hurry 

down the servant’s staircase in Sir 

Bellypot’s mansion. He was brave 

enough to climb into the Lady’s 

bedroom but was too much of a 

coward to face the husband. That’s 

the man you want to marry?” 

        I  didn’t know what to say.  His 

words hurt too much. I  wanted to 

protect Gordon, to say Jim was just 

jealous but I  couldn’t find the words 

to do so.  

       “Of course, I’m right,” Jim said 

after a while.  “And I  know you’re still  

going to marry him. I  know girls like 

you.  You’re kind to us when you don’t 

have anything better to do, then you 

drop us.  I  just thought… you were 

different.” He turned around ready to 

leave.  

       “But Jim…,” I  started but I  didn’t
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know what else to say.  All  I  knew was 

that I  didn’t want him to hate me. 

       “‘s okay.  You don’t need to 

apologise.  That’s life.  Keep the books 

I  lent you, consider them… my 

wedding present.” 

       He walked away with his long 

strides,  not giving me time to find 

the words.  I  felt  l ike a tree in the 

autumn when it  starts losing its 

leaves.  I  heard the coachman call,  so 

I  returned hastily.  I  wrapped myself  

in silence during the journey.  I  

decided to confront Gordon. With 

every inch of me I  wanted him to be 

innocent.  I  had to hear it  from him. 

       The opportunity arrived two 

evenings later.  Lord Lighthand held a 

ball  in his mansion to celebrate the

upcoming launch of his masterpiece.  

It  was going to be the new triumph of 

the British Empire: a beautiful,  

unsinkable ship.  The ball  was the 

most magical thing I  had ever seen: 

there was champagne with flecks of 

gold in it  and musicians who were as 

beautiful as angels.  The house swam 

in a warm glow of light and it  felt  

l ike Paradise.  I  didn’t know back then 

that it  was my dowry that paid for it .  

        I  waited for the best moment to 

take Gordon aside and ask him my 

overwhelming questions.  He laughed 

uncomfortably when I  told him that 

we had to talk.  I  pulled him into the 

library.  I  needed the strength the 

presence of books gave me to look in 

the Gordon’s eyes.  They were dark,
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very dark and seemed to drink in all  

the light from the room. 

       “Gordon, this is important.  I  have 

to know before I  make the decision to 

marry you.” 

       “I  thought that decision was 

already made.” There was no trace of 

kindness in his voice.  

       “Decisions can change.  Tell  me, do 

you love me?” 

       He seemed to relax hearing my 

question.  His face lost its hardness 

and it  calmed me a bit.  

       “Of course I  love you.  Where do 

you get such silly ideas?” 

       “I  just… I  was told that you 

frequent houses of certain… women.” 

       He grew tense and his shoulders 

became squarer.  It  was just a play of 

light,  I  told myself.  Just a play of 

light.  

       “Oh, my darling!” he cried out,  

“You know how people are! They see 

our perfect happiness and they 

become jealous.  They want to spoil  it  

so they start spreading rumours that 

taint your heart.  Have you had the 

good fortune to see Othello on stage? 

If  not I  shall  take you to the theatre 

right after our honeymoon. The 

snake-tounged Iago managed to turn 

Othello against Desdemona who was 

as innocent as a sacrifice lamb. How 

did he do it? With clever,  well- 

crafted lies which ate at the heart of

Othello’s insecurity.  But don’t be 

insecure my darling you’re the most 

beautiful and clean woman I’ve ever 

seen. I  shall  remain faithful to you 

till… till  the Titania sinks.” 

       His words reassured me but didn’t 

fill  the emptiness inside.  There was 

nothing to be done; the wedding bells 

were already tolling.  

       The whole city seemed to be there 

at the ship launch. Even Her Majesty 

attended from the shadow of her 

darkened royal carriage.  She never 

showed her face anymore.  We only 

saw her on paintings and the back of 

coins.  Some people said she had 

turned unbearably ugly.  It  reminded 

me of a conversation with Jim about 

the Queen we had some months ago.  

       “I  think the Queen is a vampire,” I  

whispered giggling into Jim’s ear.  

       “And I  think you read too many of 

my Penny Dreadfuls.  I  should ask 

them back before they corrupt you 

totally,” Jim whispered back and I  

could feel  his warm breath on my 

face.  For a moment I  thought he 

would kiss me. Every little nerve in 

my body wished it  to be so.  “I suspect 

her to be a werewolf!” He finished 

and chuckled in my ear.  Then he 

leaned back and the magic of the 

moment was broken. 

       “A werewolf!  It  is  not at all  

queenlike,” I  said with mock 
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disapproval in my voice.  

       This is how it  was in those old 

days before Gordon; fragments of 

oour conversations would enter my 

mind like the smell  of delicious 

dinner which floats up to your room 

and clenches your stomach with 

hunger.  

        I  cried when we boarded the 

Titania.  I  looked at the crowd and 

tried to find Jim’s face but it  was 

impossible.  I  could see my father,  

waving to me with a chrysanthemum 

white handkerchief.  Poor Papa, he 

looked weaker than ever.  Lord 

Lighthand stood next to him taking 

pride in his creation.  

       Gordon held my hand tightly and 

waved to the people with his smile 

sewn on his face.  Since our wedding 

he was more impatient with me. Not 

when people were around, though. 

Then he was pure politeness and 

gentleness, kissing my hand every 

two minutes.  No, it  was the moments 

of privacy which brought out his 

monstrous self.  He never hurt me or 

said an unkind thing but he was cold 

and distant as the stars.  Since our 

wedding night he only touched me 

once and there was not much joy in 

it .  It  was as if  his mind had been 

somewhere else.  I  was just a way to 

distract his body.  I  felt  dirty and not 

even the scented water of our luxury

bathroom could wash away the stain.  

It  was inside.  

       We left  England behind and made 

our way down towards the 

Mediterranean Sea.  I  read in the 

newspaper that there were 

protestations in some harbours; they 

didn’t want us to stay there with our 

“English plague.” People feared the 

thing that happened to the Queen and 

to her subjects.  We were heading for 

Venice.  There people didn’t care if  we 

were tainted with the “time-plague” 

or not,  we were tourists,  rich tourists 

on top of that.  They greeted us with 

open arms. But it  took us more than a 

week to get there.  There were balls on 

the ship every day and the staff  did 

everything to entertain us.  It  was 

first class service but it  didn’t make 

me happy. I  spent most of my days in 

the library trying to find the books of 

my youth.  There was no such 

nonsense here, just serious novels.  

So I  read Dickens and I  felt  happy I  

was not an orphan. 

       As the days passed, I  was thinking 

of divorcing Gordon more often.  I  

was unhappy. Papa said he wouldn’t 

let  me be unhappy. I  was sure he 

would understand. I  started to 

suspect that Gordon loved my 

father’s money more than he loved 

me. He was spending it  lavishly at the 

gambling tables.  I  was daydreaming
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that I  would find Jim after we got 

home and apologise to him. If  not all  

kind feelings were dead in his heart,  

maybe we could start again.  We could 

elope and have a happy life.  I  sent 

him a postcard from Porto and one 

from Malaga and asked him to forgive 

me. Once I  might have written that I  

loved him but I  am not sure any 

more.  

       My mind was a bit  disturbed those 

days and it  only got worse.  I  never 

received an answer but I  never 

expected one.  Our ship was always on 

the move, his letter wouldn’t have 

known where to find us.  

       We were approaching Venice.  I  

could see the lights of the city 

floating above the sea like a group of 

fireflies.  It  was beautiful.  We were 

supposed to stop outside the city and 

take small  boats the following day.  

The thin canals wouldn’t have coped 

with the size of Titania.  That’s why I  

was surprised when the ship didn’t 

stop.  I  was in the library as usual,  

reading Tristan and Isolde.  I  cried.  In 

the sombreness of the library, a 

sense of foreboding came over me. I  

made my way to the captain’s bridge.  

The door was left  ajar,  I  peeped in.  I  

saw the captain and his men walking 

around with glasses of wine.  To my 

surprise I  saw Gordon at the steering 

wheel with one of the singers at his 

side.  I  disliked that woman from the

beginning.  She always looked at me 

from under her long eyelashes as if  I  

was some pitiable creature.  Maybe I  

was.  

       “But darling, isn’t it  too 

dangerous to go into the city at night 

with this huge ship?” she cooed into 

Gordon’s neck.  

       “Don’t you trust me, dearest? You 

said you wanted to go to Venice 

immediately so that’s what we’re 

going to do.  A good man always 

provides the lady of his heart with 

the things she desires.  You see, my 

dear friend the captain even let me 

take control of the ship.” 

       The captain laughed and waved a 

bundle of money.  My money.  

       His words should have hurt me but 

the only thing I  felt  was a cold 

numbness.  The lights came closer and 

closer.  I  wanted to run, to jump off 

the ship, to warn people but my feet 

refused to obey.  I  couldn’t tear my 

eyes away from Gordon’s arm on the 

woman’s waist.  The houses of Venice 

swam into sight.  

       The first crash was softer than I  

expected.  But the body of the ship 

received blow after blow as it  crashed 

into buildings.  I  could hear the 

screams from inside and also from 

outside.  People slept in their houses 

peacefully just to be woken up to the 

wind blowing in their face.  Their
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rooms didn’t have walls anymore.  

       We hit  something underwater too.  

The ship began to tremble and sank 

inch by inch, tearing down houses in 

its struggle.  I  fell  and hit  my head in 

a door.  I  didn’t care anymore.  I  was 

going to embrace Death.  

       But Death didn’t want me. I  

couldn’t die and neither could the 

others.  I’m not sure why but we got 

trapped between life and death.  I  

have to see Gordon hugging the other 

woman every day.  

       Maybe it  was the curse of Titania 

which lived in the ship bearing her 

name. I  cannot say.  What I  know is 

that we are sinking forever and ever 

but we never reach the bottom. And 

I’m suspended in the now, telling and 

retelling my life and my death like a 

broken record player,  broadcasting 

this twisted moment for the centuries 

to come. 

 

 

       They called her Titania and 

rumoured she was unsinkable.  She 

was created in the image of our 

beloved Queen who was admired by 

all,  even God. That’s why he decided 

to make her immortal.
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THE EDITOR HAS COME 
UNMOORED IN TIME 

B Y     N E I L  W I L L C O X

The editor has come unmoored in time. 

She has read this poem sometime before; 

Events do not follow their proper line.  

Behind her she hears the slam of a door.  

 

She has read this poem sometime before, 

The end is a disconcerting half-rhyme, 

Behind her she hears the slam of a door,  

A delivery for which she must sign.  

 

The end is a disconcerting half-rhyme. 

She detects an unsettling metaphor, 

A delivery for which she must sign, 

She turns the last page and wants an encore.  

 

She detects an unsettling metaphor; 

Events do not follow their proper line.  

She turns the last page and wants an encore 

The editor has come unmoored in time. 
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My Desk by Marilyn Whitehorse



A MOMENT LASTS 
FOREVER

       “Do you consent to this procedure 

of your own free will?” The woman in 

the white coat didn’t look up from 

her tablet,  her words measured and 

monotone.  

       Sona gripped the edges of her 

chair.  The woman had probably seen 

so many people in the exact same 

position as Sona, gripping the chair 

in a hundred different ways.  But,  to 

Sona, there would only ever be this

one moment in her own life.  This one 

choice.  “Yes.” She nods, clears her 

throat.  “I do.  Consent.” 

       “All  right.  Sign and date here.” 

Taking the tablet back, the woman 

exited out the door Sona had entered 

not more than a quarter of an hour 

ago.  The empty room seemed to echo, 

as if  the woman had pulled away all  

the sound with her,  silence 

rebounding upon silence.  Sona 
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shivered, though from cold or fear or 

anticipation or something else 

entirely she didn’t know.  Her paper 

gown rustled, and the silence 

settled.    

       As if  summoned by that small  

sound, a man entered, broad 

shoulders swallowing up the space, 

smile lighting up the sterile room. 

“Hi there.  I’m Pietr,  and I’m here to 

make sure everything goes smoothly,  

ok?” 

       She nodded again, quick, jerky.  

       “First,  I’m going to apply these 

electrodes to you, to monitor your 

vital  signs, make sure nothing out- 

of-the-ordinary happens.  Careful,  

they’re a little cold and you might 

feel  a little stinging sensation.” 

       Pietr shuffled around Sona, 

sticking tiny flesh-colored nubs all  

over her head and arms, at the 

juncture of her jaw and throat,  

fingertips brushing against her skin.  

She sucked in a breath and watched 

to see if  he noticed.  

       “A red door’s going to appear on 

that wall,  ok?” Pietr said.  “That 

means we’ve made a successful 

connection with your particular 

chosen point in time and space.  

Inside will  be a changing room with 

period-specific clothing.  Once you’re 

dressed, walk through the green 

door.  You’ll  have twelve hours from 

the time you exit  that door.  Got it?” 

       Sona nodded again, speechless.  It  

was happening.  God, she was so 

close.  

       “All  right,” Pietr said.  “I just need 

you to count backwards from ten, like 

a spaceship launch. Ready? Ten. Nine.  

Eight.” 

       A red door appeared.  

       The small  changing room was as 

described.  Sona stripped out of the 

paper gown, ripping it  in her haste.  

Dresses hung in the expansive 

wooden closet.  She flicked through 

them, fingers catching and pausing 

on a bright yellow one.  Oh, how 

perfect.  It  was exactly how she 

remembered it .  Soft silk slid over her 

skin.  

        It  fit  as if  made for her.  

       She paused, considering.  But the 

green door beckoned.    

       Sona took a deep breath.  “Ready or 

not,  here I  come,” she said aloud, 

and stepped through 

        the door 

       before her was warped from years 

of rain and snow and children 

banging heedless into it .    

       The sky above was a pale burnt 

blue.  Trees rustled, the shadows of 

their leaves drifting across the worn 

concrete sidewalks beneath her feet.  

The house looked as she remembered 

it,  as if  she’d torn it  out of her photo
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albums and flung it  out into the 

world.  

       Her hands were small  again, 

blemish-free and unlined.  She knew 

if  she reached up, her hair would be 

black again, bound in pigtails.  Sona 

started laughing, and it  rippled high- 

pitched through the air.  

       She dashed inside.  “Mom? Mom!” 

she called, voice bouncing off the 

brick walls.  

       “Sona?” 

       Sona stilled, her fists clenched at 

her sides.  Her throat clenched. Then, 

she let the words she’d hoarded in 

the back of her mind for decades fall  

free into the air.  “Mom, I’m home.” 

       And there she was, Mom, all  

shoulder-length dark hair and bright 

black eyes and wide-mouthed smile.  

“What are you yelling for?” 

       “You’re here,” Sona said.  

       Her eyes roved over her mother’s 

half-forgotten features,  memorizing 

every detail  and matching it  to her 

own memories.  All  the outlines 

seemed sharper,  the creases at the 

corners of eyes,  the outline of her 

lips,  the contrast between her hair 

and her skin.  

       “Of course I  am, silly girl .  Where 

else would I  be?” 

       Sona wrapped her arms around the 

achingly familiar figure.  “You’re 

beautiful.”

       Her palms warmed against the 

bright cotton of her mother’s dress;  

the scent of lavender settled at the 

root of her tongue.  She swallowed it  

down, let it  coat her throat.  

       “Of course, of course,” Mom said.  

“Where do you think you got your 

pretty face?” 

       “And today,” Sona urged, “are we 

going to the park?” 

       “In a hurry, huh?” She laughed, 

smoothing Sona’s hair down. “I 

promised, didn’t I?” 

       The walk to the neighborhood park 

passed 

        in a blur 

       of  feathers,  the small  flock of 

local ducks rose in the air and then 

resettled on the glassed surface of 

the man-made pond. 

       “I  have a surprise for you, Sona,” 

Mom said.  “A gift.” 

       Sona smiled up, stale bread 

crumbling through her fingers.  A 

curious duck gamboled over to 

investigate.  She knew what the next 

words should be, and they spilled out 

her mouth unbidden. “It’s not my 

birthday.” 

       “It  wouldn’t be a surprise gift  if  it  

were your birthday, would it?” A cool 

hand settled over Sona’s eyes.  

Something dropped into her hand. 

“Guess what it  is.” 

       Sona clenched her hand into a fist,
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the edges of the object pressing into 

her fingertips,  her chest tightening.  

“I don’t know,” she lied.  

       Her mother’s hand lifted away 

with a flourish, and Sona looked 

down at the red plastic barrette lying 

in the center of her palm. A small  

carved rose adorned one end. She 

looked up at the expectant face and 

flung herself  forward.  “I love it .” 

       “Here,” Mom said.  “Let me put it  

in your hair.” 

       Sona tugged her mother’s shirt 

afterwards.  “Can I  see how it  looks?” 

Distantly,  she wondered if  the eyes 

she’d see looking back at her would 

be her clear seven-year-old eyes, or 

if  she’d see the faded knowing eyes 

of a sixty-two-year-old woman. 

       “How it—” Mom patted her 

pockets down. “Sorry, honey, I  think 

I  left  my compact mirror in my other 

purse.  You can see it  when we go 

home, ok?” 

       Sona frowned. She didn’t 

remember this.  

       No, this wasn’t right.  

       She distinctly remembered 

admiring herself  in the small  circle 

of glass,  red barrette perched atop 

her head like a jaunty beacon.   

       But before she could think much 

more of it,  Mom’s arm wrapped 

around 

       her shoulder 

       bumped another boy’s as he 

dashed by.  Other kids ran past,  

shrieking at the top of their lungs, 

streaming past her as she stood at 

the edge of the playground. 

       “Go play, honey,” Mom said.  “I’ll  

be right here.” 

       Play.  Sona hadn’t played in a long 

time. She took a tentative step 

forward.  And another.  Play.  It  wasn’t 

so hard, was it? The wood chips 

crunched underneath her feet.  Oh, 

what the hell,  she had twelve hours,
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right? She arrowed for the tire 

       swing 

       her arms, hands raising up to 

clench each rung of the monkey bars.  

Blisters formed and 

       burst 

        through the trees that lined the 

edges of the park, her lungs heaving, 

heart beating in 

        t ime to 

       go home?” her mother called.  Sona 

slumped into a heaving pile of 

exhaustion at Mom’s feet.  The sun 

had started to set,  soaking the faint 

clouds in shimmering oranges and 

reds and every shading in between. 

       “Home?” Mom repeated, peering 

down at her with a wry smile.  

       “Yes.” 

       Sona couldn’t remember the walk 

back, her entire focus on the sweat 

drying clammy on her back and her 

mother’s hand gripping hers,  wrist 

encircled with her trusty gold 

       watch   

       Mom putter around the kitchen, 

pots clanging and steam clinging to 

the windows. Heat kindled inside of 

Sona’s ribcage.  And with each bite of 

rice she swallowed, the heat only 

expanded. Each tick of the hallway 

clock seemed twice as loud as Sona 

remembered it  to be,  the seconds 

dissolving away, too fast,  crumbs 

catching and then falling between her

fingers,  except this time she would 

be leaving her mother instead of the 

other way around. 

       “Time for bed, honey,” Mom said.  

       And suddenly, Sona couldn’t hide 

it  anymore.  She reached out to grab 

for her mother’s hands, damp and 

vital  between the press of her palms. 

“Mom,” she said.  “I’m a time 

traveler.” 

       “Is that so?” Mom’s eyes widened, 

and her mouth formed into a mock-O. 

“From the past or the future?” 

       “The future.” Sona frowned. “I’m 

serious.” 

       Mom’s features sobered, though 

the creases at the corners of her eyes 

said she was still  playing along. “And 

in your time, what am I like? Am I 

different? Am I still  beautiful?” 

       “You—” Sona paused, knowing 

Mom would never believe her,  but 

needing to say it  anyways.  “In my 

time—” she stopped again.  

       “Wait.” Arms squeezed tight 

around Sona.  “No, I  don’t want to 

know. Just tell  me if  you’re happy, 

my silly girl .  In this future of yours.” 

       “I’m happy here with you.” Sona’s 

breath shuddered in her chest.  “I 

missed you.  I— I—” A whine built  at  

the base of her throat.  

       “Shh, it’s ok.  How can you miss 

me if  I’m here right now?” 

       “Yes,” Sona said.  “You’re here
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now.” Her eyelids drooped. “I love 

you, Mom.” She wrestled to stay 

awake, clenching her hands tightly,  

but the pain of her blisters had faded.  

Into nothing.  

       “I  love you more, Sona.” She felt  

herself  being lifted, weightless and 

safe.  “Sleepy time.” 

       “Don’t go,” Sona forced out,  

words heavy against her tongue, each 

breath in and out slower than the one 

before it .  Don’t go.  Don’t go outside 

tomorrow. Don’t step into that man’s 

car.  Don’t go away. Don’t.  “Don’t.” 

       The warm darkness of sleep 

muffled the last word between her 

lips.  

       Through the disguised one-way 

window, two men watched Sona sag 

in the chair,  the lines on the small  

monitor displaying her vital  signs 

smoothing out.  Pietr reached out to 

begin the sequence of steps to 

properly dispose of the body.  A small  

red plastic barrette clattered to the 

ground and tipped over into the 

widening maw opening up 

underneath the chair.  

       The other man, Robbie,  hunched 

forward and squinted.  “Hey, she’s 

not supposed to bring in anything 

from the outside.  I  hope that doesn’t 

gum up the machinery.” 

       “It  doesn’t matter,” Pietr said.  

“She’s the last one today anyways.

The janitors will  clean everything out 

by tomorrow morning.” 

       “Still,” Robbie insisted.  “How’d 

she get that by you?” 

       Pietr shrugged. “I was kind of 

concentrating on, I  don’t know, the 

lethal injection, rather than fiddling 

around with what she had in her 

pockets.” 

       “She doesn’t have any pockets in 

that paper gown of hers.” 

       “It’s always kind of sad to me,” 

Pietr said,  instead, “that moment 

when it  ends, your story, and 

everything goes to black.” 

       “You’re such a sap,” Robbie said, 

leaning back in his chair.  “It’s not 

like you haven’t seen the same sort of 

thing every day for three years now. 

That’s how long you’ve worked for 

Population Control,  right?” 

       “Still .” Pietr leaned against the 

wall,  gesturing to the large screen 

set-up beside them, “I watch these 

memories that people choose.  I  watch 

their reactions, whether they choose 

to drift  through like a dream, or 

whether they take control and change 

what used to be.  There must be a 

reason why each of these people 

volunteer,  and I  keep watching and 

trying to figure out what it  is.  I’d 

never volunteer,  that’s for sure.” 

       Robbie cracked his knuckles and 

shook out the stiffness in his 
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shoulders.  “I wish they’d institute 

something like a statute of 

limitations on how far back these 

people want to go back in their 

memories.” 

       Pietr shook his shaggy head.  “You 

know they’d never do that.  That’s 

practically the only incentive PopCon 

has going for it,  that people can 

relive any twelve hours in their life 

they want to.” 

       “Yeah, I  know.” Robbie sighed. 

“But it’s hell  to try to piece together 

something from a few memories 

stored in the brain from decades back 

and whatever public domain files 

PopCon has access to,  and then have 

to compress it  into ten minutes of 

story good enough to fool the brain 

into generating what feels like hours 

worth of its own sensory 

stimulation.” 

       “That’s why you get paid the big 

bucks.” Pietr leaned forward, peering 

at the body sliding out of sight.  “You 

ever feel  guilty? Promising someone 

that they get to go back in time and 

really all  they get is essentially some 

ten-minute movie you play in their 

heads?” 

      “Why should I?” Robbie stood, 

stretching his arms and cracking his 

neck.  “They don’t care in the end.” 

He headed for the door, pulling his 

jacket around his shoulders.  “All  

right,  I’m headed home. Coming?” 

       Pietr followed in his wake.  He took 

one last look at the room beyond, 

now pristine, empty, floor closed up.  

He made a mental note to double- 

check that the machinery was still  in 

good working order tomorrow 

morning.  He’d have to be more 

careful in the future about the little 

things people snuck in sometimes.  

Pietr flicked the lights off  and let the 

door swing shut behind him.
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I BREAK THE WITCH'S 
HOURGLASS

The novelty of wearing sparkly stilettos 
To spite an absinthe-faced witch has worn off 
My shins are suffering spasms from supporting muscles walking miles of yellow brick 
 
While I wait for the witch’s envy colored face 
To storm up cement steps and claim my soul for some shoes, 
She clouds outside in a storm of fur torsos and wings 
 
I pace, and rain runs down my cherub cheeks 
This ruined castle temporarily holding me 
As the granules of sand slip through the glass waist of an instrument 
 
Measuring time to mock my final moments of safety 
When I can only think of a paint-chipped home is too much to bear 
I gather my courage and hear a ticking in my heart 
 
Brandishing my tears with the backs of my wrists, 
I heave the ancient wooden hourglass up to my darkening face 
And splay my fingers apart, dropping the invention 
 
Watching the sand, wood, and glass explode 
At my sparkled feet 
                                        I decide when my time is up 
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TIME OF SAND
        I  put colorful daisies in a vase, 

made up my bed with white sheets,  

and savored the fragrance of basil  in 

pouches I  kept under the pillows.  

After lighting blue candles,  I  opened 

my windows to hear the wind sing.  

       Determined to wait,  I  read a note 

that accompanied the old sand clock, 

a gift  from him: “When the last grain 

falls,  I  will  be close to you.” 

       Excited, I  watched each grain slip 

through the hourglass,  unaware that 

it  contained the sand of the seven 

seas.  

T R A N S L A T E D  B Y   T O S H I Y A  K A M E I
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       Dispuse margaritas de colores en el  

jarrón,  tendí la cama con sábanas 

blancas,  disfruté el  olor de la albahaca 

que en pequeñas bolsitas guardé entre 

los almohadones.  Después de encender 

las velas azules,  abrí  las ventanas para 

escuchar música de viento.  

       Decidida a esperar,  leí  la nota que 

acompañaba el  antiguo reloj,  obsequio 

de él :  “Al  caer el  último grano de arena 

estaré cerca de ti .” 

        I lusionada miré deslizarse el  caudal 

de piedrecil las,  ignorante de que aquél  

era el  contenedor de la arena de los 

siete mares.
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THE TIME 
TRAVELLER

A hush fell upon the excited crowd 
of awed faces lit by gaudy glow sticks, and 
battery powered lamps clutched in sweaty hands. 
6 o’clock, the allotted time. The fireworks’ 
operator flashed a glance at a thin woman 
in a black plastic headset biting her lip. 
Beside the tall glass portal a mother 
and three young children trembled with excitement, 
their eager faces framed with flame red hair. 
 
Faded paper streamers lay strewn 
over the paving stones of the Southbank 
from a fortnight before when Neville Thomas 
became the first person to attempt time travel, 
stepping boldly in a silver raincoat 
through the almost invisible arch, smiling 
with a glint in his emerald eyes, red hair 
gleaming in the morning light … suddenly gone. 
A nation gasped and held its breath. 
 
6.15, still no flash of light and mischievous grin. 
The crowd began to murmur and shift about. 
8 ‘clock, the mood was palpably dropping, people 
checked their watches, shook their soggy heads. 
It had begun to rain. By 10 o’clock the crowd was starting 
to disperse, the fireworks man gone home. 
A few persistent stragglers pitched their tents. 
At midnight, men in black suits gathered up Neville’s 
bedraggled family and escorted them away. 
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Days and weeks then months went by, 
the papers began to argue over what went wrong. 
Had Neville leapt too far into the future, found 
the entire earth ablaze, engulfed 
by the searing red giant of our sun? Had he been flung 
beyond into the chaos of a collapsing solar system? 
Was he floating somewhere alone at the end of it all? 
Had he been thrown back in time to a land 
of ancient monsters and met a sticky end? 
 
Some said it had been too dangerous: 
time was not linear but a labyrinth that 
could not be navigated without a map. 
He was out there somewhere desperately 
still trying to get back. Others thought 
he had somehow slipped between a crack 
the way small change slides down the back of a sofa. 
That there exists corridors between now and then 
which he roams forever only able to look in. 
 
He might travel anywhere in time and space, 
but never touch just stand and stare. In this limbo, 
timeless place, he dangles like a mosquito 
caught in amber. The odd-sock density 
of such corridors, they said, was dangerous. 
Serious fans began to hunt for Neville 
in old photographs, insisting they had found 
his face gazing through antique mirrors and windows 
and once from a piece of toast. 
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At first the claims were mocked as false, 
then as more evidence came to light 
scientists conceded that it was him. 
In each photo he never aged, his wiry frame 
still wrapped in the silver raincoat. 
Strange expressions on his freckled face. 
A monument was built, memorials held, 
a set of silver stamps released, pop songs sung, 
films made before he was forgotten. 
 
Yet a few loyal fans stay true to him, 
hold a constant vigil at his concrete feet, 
lighting incense, singing songs, swearing 
never to forget his sacrifice. 
To them he is the eternal watcher, 
sealed inside the walls of time, 
a beneficent deity witnessing everything, 
a caretaker behind the scenes. 
Praise be to Neville they incant in times of need. 
 
To others his plight speaks of a deeper truth. 
How many of us have slipped out of time, 
become frozen in our lives through 
illness or circumstance, 
disappeared or been forgotten, 
fallen from the timeline we were on 
in the midst of some epic adventure 
and can’t get back? How many of us 
gaze in on life from that far off place? 
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VISUPADA 
B Y   S R I V A L L I  R E K H A

      The magic of the Visupada* 

(autumnal equinox) was in the air.  

Trees danced in the breeze, birds 

chirped from their nests,  stars 

sparkled in the inky sky.  Dressed in 

dark robes, a woman rushed through 

the woods to the tree that carried her 

child.  

        It  was a strange land where 

humans mated under a tree they 

chose.  The tree would then conceive, 

nurture and deliver their child in the 

form of a fruit.  Of course, there were 

too many rules to avoid confusion 

and maintain harmony. But,  women 

like Kamana still  existed.  

       On reaching the mothering tree,  

Kamana saw what she knew all  

along- the fruit  wasn’t ripe yet.  

Taking the dagger from her robe, she 

looked up at the sky.  In the other 

hand, she held a phial  of red liquid.  It  

was time; the magical moment of 

Visupada night.    

        In one practiced movement, she 

cut the stalk.  The fruit  fell  to the 

hard ground and cracked open. Inside 

it  was a baby the size of her palm. 

Kneeling, Kamana fed the liquid to 

the blue child,  watching him (Oh, it  

would be a him) turn bigger and pale.
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He let out a wail  loud enough to scare 

the animals around. A black, squiggly 

tattoo decorated his right wrist.  It  

was shapeless.  Kamana wasn’t 

bothered.  So what if  her son did not 

have the stamp of his mother tree on 

him? He had to be different from the 

others.  

       Kamana felt  a sense of 

exhilaration watching the child kick 

his feet.  She was successful in 

achieving something no one ever did.  

The child from a forcefully cut fruit  

never survived.  It  was just one of 

those various rules to keep humans 

from acting out on their greed.  

Picking him up, she walked away 

dreaming about the day she would 

own the land, Guhya.  Her son, she 

decided to call  him Dahana, would 

conquer Guhya.  The curse of the man 

whose blood flowed in the veins of 

her son was forgotten.  

       Far away, on the other side of 

Guhya, a lush fruit  gently fell  onto 

the soft grass below. A middle-aged 

couple stood nearby weeping with 

happiness.  They finally had a child of 

their own. After years of expecting in 

vain for any of the trees to give them 

a baby, they visited the local sage 

who advised them to request the 

Sarga* (Nature) for a boon.   

       “Do you know what this means?” 

Ganith asked his partner.

       She nodded and kissed the soft 

curls on the baby’s head.  “He will  

have magical powers.  We only wanted 

a child,  Sarga blessed us with a great 

one.” 

       “It  is  a responsibility,  Pankti.  

Remember, he belongs to Sarga.” 

Ganith told her.  

       A sigh escaped her lips.  The boy 

waved his tiny arms at them, drawing 

attention to the star-shaped tattoo 

on his right wrist.  He blinked and 

stared at them with emerald eyes that 

shone with intelligence.  

       “Let’s call  him Sirak,” Pankti  

whispered.  

                                        ----- 

Five years later… 

        It  was the longest day of the year.  

Sunsets on the Uttarayana* (summer 

solstice) evening were mesmerizing.  

Almost everyone stood outside their 

modest homes or at the hilltops to 

watch the sky turn golden red.  In the 

vana* (forest),  a tree gave birth to a 

baby girl  ( it  would be a girl) as the 

last rays of the sun bathed her in 

golden light.    

       No couple was present to claim the 

baby.  She cried, her sweet voice 

rising an octave higher each minute.  

Minutes passed into hours.  No one 

appeared.  It  was rare that people did 

not pick up their children.  In a world 

where birthing was not a common
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phenomenon, people hoped to have 

their share of time under the trees to 

produce a child.  

       A child born in the days of the 

equinox or solstice were gifted with 

powers that made couples yearn to 

have such a baby.  That was why every 

tree had a different time period for 

conceiving and delivering the baby 

(one of  those rules again).  

       An old man walking that way heard 

her cries.  He squinted to take a look 

at her when she tugged at the end of 

his robe with her tiny fingers.  

       “Arika, you decided to be my child,  

didn’t you?” He whispered, the 

wrinkles of his face curving into a 

smile.  With the stick in one hand and 

the child in another,  he started to his 

hut,  two cats and three dogs 

following him.   

                                        ----- 

Ten years later… 

       The unconscious body of a young 

boy lay on the ground. A well-built  

teenager kicked it  in disgust.     

       “Dahana! We need his blood.” 

Kamana snapped from behind. 

       He resisted the impulse to wring 

her scrawny neck.  Of course, she’d be 

tracking his every move.    

       “Sorry, maa* (mother).” He lifted 

the body in his arms. They would 

carry him to their home where the 

blood transfusion would take place.

His usually pale skin was turning 

blue by the minute.  

      “Be careful,” Kamana said, urging 

him to walk faster.  

       Why did they have to wait till  the 

last minute? Oh, yes.  His mother was 

searching for the person with 

magical powers so that he, her son, 

would be free of the curse.  Imagine a 

father cursing his unborn child.  

Dahana knew it  was because of 

Kamana. 

       She followed, noting the angry 

carriage of Dahana’s shoulders.  

Kamana wished he’d stop hating her.  

Was it  wrong of a mother to want her 

son to become the ruler of Guhya? So 

what if  a few people lost their lives in 

the process? People die someday or 

the other,  don’t they? 

       No, Kamana wasn’t wrong. She 

mated with a visupada born man. She 

wanted his powers for their child.  

Then, she stabbed her lover in the 

heart and used his blood to revive the 

son she forcefully hacked the fruit  

from the tree.  

       With the dagger in his heart,  he 

cursed her and the child.  “Your wish 

will  not be fulfilled.  My blood will  

poison his body inch by inch.”   

       She laughed it  away, not 

bothering, until  Dahana started to 

turn blue when he was six months 

away from his fifth birthday.  He
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began to grow weak and slept most of 

the time. Frantic,  Kamana searched 

for ways to keep him alive.  She 

couldn’t take him to the healers.  One 

look at him, they would notice he was 

a force-born. It  meant death for her 

and Dahana. She was not going to die 

until  she achieved her goal.  

       “Maa, open… the… door.” Dahana’s 

grunts brought her back to the 

present.  

       She rushed into the room and lit  

the lamps. Dahana placed the body on 

a bed and went to lie down on the 

other.  He knew the process by now. 

Kamana gave him a potion.  He gulped 

it  and drifted into sleep.  

       Kamana attached a hollow stem to 

the dead body’s arm with the help of a 

wooden needle.  The tube was

connected to a jar.  Through it,  the 

blood flowed from the young boy to 

her son. It  would last for another four 

and a half  years.  She was going to 

have to find a boy born on the 

Visupada and use his blood.  Until  

then, Dahana would have some of his 

father’s blood in him. The curse 

would continue to loom over his head.  

                                        ----- 

Fourteen years and eight months 

later… 

       The birds chirped, monkeys 

squealed, squirrels squeaked, and 

rabbits danced.  In the center of the 

circle was a young lady, her long 

ebony hair adorned with fragrant 

flowers.  She wore a top and a dhoti  

that allowed her to run and climb the 

trees.    

       Searching for some tasty Rasbhari,  

Arika filled the basket she carried in 

her arms. Arika skipped home on the 

usual path, hoping she wasn’t going 

to be late for lunch. Baba must be 

waiting for her.  Halfway, she heard a 

cry for help.  Closing her eyes,  Arika 

focused on the sound. She sprinted, 

racing faster than a gazelle through 

the thick vegetation.  A lion cub was 

wounded by falling from a tree.  

       “Oh, you poor little thing.” Arika 

cooed, cradling the cub.  She used the 

leaves from a medicinal bush to make 

a paste and applied it  on the wound.
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With one last pat on its head, Arika 

started for home the second time. By 

the time she reached, Baba was in 

conversation with a stranger.  

       “Come, my child.  Meet Pankti.” He 

gestured.  

       Arika bowed to her in respect.  

       Pankti  smiled.  “Maggalam 

Bhuyat* (God Bless you).” 

       Arika noticed the agony in her 

eyes.  

       “They killed Ganith, my partner.  

Sirak, our son, vowed to take 

revenge.  Now, he is in danger too.” 

Pankti  sobbed. Baba consoled her.     

       “What danger?” Arika asked.  

       “His life is  at risk,” Pankti  

replied.    

       Baba spoke.  “You have to find 

Sirak and save him.” 

       “I  can’t leave you alone, Baba.” 

Arika hesitated.  

       “I’ll  be fine.  It’s your destiny, 

Arika.  Go.” He urged her,  knowing it  

was time for Arika to take up her role 

as a protector.  She too was the 

Sarga’s child.  

       “How does he look, maata* 

(mother)?” She asked.  

       Pankti  gave her a rough 

description of Sirak and told her 

about the star tattoo on his wrist.  “I 

promise to stay here and take good 

care of Baba.  Please bring back my 

son to me.”

                                       ----- 

        It  was night by the time Arika 

reached the center of the vana.  Baba 

told her it  was where she would find 

the answers to her questions.  The 

moonlight guided her,  its rays 

playing hide and seek through the 

trees.  

       Arika thought about the time she 

met five siblings from the same tree.  

The tattoo on the wrist was an 

identification.  The relationship 

between people was based on the tree 

they were born rather than the 

parents.  It  was an easy way of 

identification.  

       Arika had a lotus on her wrist,  

which glowed. Baba told her it  was 

because she was a blessed child.  It  

was a powerful gift.  Suppressing a 

sigh, she halted under the tree 

hidden by the thick bushes.  There 

was a red tattoo on the trunk that 

indicated the tree was nurturing a 

life inside.  Arika knew she did not 

have a sibling.  

       “Sirak, where are you?” Arika 

whispered, knowing she wouldn’t get 

any response.  She would continue her 

search the next day.    

                                        ----- 

       The morning sun peeped through 

the treetops, gently kissing Arika’s 

soft skin.  Her hair,  which was twisted 

into a bun came loose.  The strands 
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teased her face, dancing in the warm 

breeze.  Arika sighed, stretched and 

slowly opened her eyes.  She could 

never wake up in an instant.  

       Yawning, she felt  something wet 

touch her feet.  It  was a rabbit,  

playfully nibbling her toes.  

       “Aww, my cutie.” Arika 

murmured, rubbing her nose on its 

silky fur.  “Take me to a lake.” 

       The rabbit clucked and wriggled 

free.  Arika followed, brightening up 

as the deer,  porcupines, and monkeys 

darted around her.  The vana was her 

love.  Nothing made her happier than 

roaming with the animals and treated 

the wounded ones.  Baba told her the 

importance of letting Sarga run her 

world without interference.  The life 

cycle and food chain had to be 

balanced.  

       Arika saw a disheveled young 

couple laughing and walking away 

from a tree hidden in a small  groove.  

Smiling, she hoped they would be 

blessed with a baby.  When she was 

young, Arika wondered why some 

trees were protected by thick 

vegetation.  When she asked a couple,  

they blushed. The woman told her 

that it  was to ensure privacy to the 

mating couple.  They had their own 

homes, but if  they wanted a baby, the 

couple had to take a bath in the lake 

and find a tree to bless them with a 

child.  

       Arika was fascinated by the 

wonders of Sarga.  Growing up in the 

lap of the vana was a gift.  Not once 

did she regret staying from the small  

colonies that surrounded the vana.  

She frequently met people,  made 

friends and had fun playing with the 

other kids.  It  was rare for any animal 

to attack a human, especially a child.  

       For Arika, Sarga was one big 

family with few shadows lurking 

around. Baba made sure she 

understood the presence of evil .  As a 

gifted child,  she would soon be part 

of the teams which worked round the 

clock to keep Guhya free from 

darkness.  

       A quick wash in the pleasant lake 

rejuvenated her.  She found some 

berries for breakfast and gobbled 

them up. It  was time to search for 

Sirak.  Half an hour later,  Arika was 

scanning the ground in excitement.  

Beside a bush, she found signs of a 

struggle and drops of blood.  Nearby, 

there was an irregular track of 

broken rice.  The ants were devouring 

the rice when Arika followed what 

looked like a clue to her.  

       She found herself  in the darkest 

corner of the vana.  Arika plunged 

into the thorny plants noticing blood 

drops at random places.  Whoever it  

was, did not surrender.  Despite   
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being morning, there was hardly any 

light for her to see and gauge her 

surroundings.     

       Depending on her instinct,  Arika 

reached a wooden cabin.  It  was the 

size of her home- a ten by a twelve- 

foot rectangle.  A sudden sound made 

her dive into the bushes.  Dressed in 

black robes, a person walked out of 

the room and went into a bigger 

house a few feet away from the cabin.  

Arika released the breath she was 

holding.  The presence of evil  was 

strong. 

       Arika tiptoed into the cabin and 

shut the door.  The sight shook her.  A 

large man lay on a bed while a 

teenager and a young man were on 

the floor.  Stems were attached to all  

three of them. The smell  of blood 

overpowered her senses.  

       As she went closer to the young 

boy, her foot hit  the man on the 

floor.  He stirred.  The faint glow from 

the earthen lamps helped her identify 

him. 

       “Sirak!” She whispered and shook 

him. “Wake up!”   

       He groaned. Arika covered his 

mouth with her palm and pulled out 

the wooden needle that was bleeding 

him. The action jerked his body in 

pain.  

       “Shhh! I  am here to help you.  Can 

you stand?” Arika whispered.  

       He nodded and took her help to 

stand. Pain exploded in his head and 

his right arm. Blinking, he saw a 

beautiful young woman with concern 

etched on her features.  

       “Who…” He trailed off  when she 

glared to be silent as she checked the 

pulse of the teenager.  “He is no more.  

We have to leave.” 

       Sirak tried to pull  his sword from 

the hilt .  He would kill  the man who 

was responsible for ruining many 

lives.  Taking a step forward, he 

swayed. 

       Arika caught Sirak before he could 
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crash to the ground. He was heavier 

than she expected.  Shaking him did 

not give her the required result,  so 

she decided to drag him one way or 

the other,  away from the dark place.  

       “Bhalu, help me, please!” Arika 

called.  

        In less than five minutes,  a bear 

arrived and picked Sirak’s 

unconscious body.  It  hefted him onto 

the shoulder and nodded at Arika.  

       She smiled.  “Thank you.”   

                                       ----- 

       Arika sat on the floor beside Sirak.  

He lay on a straw mat with a wet 

cloth to his forehead. Outside, the 

sky was filled with dark clouds.  

Pankti  cooked them a simple meal of 

roots and leafy vegetables.  They ate 

in silence.  

       “There’s a storm brewing,” Baba 

said.  

       Arika nodded. “Sirak is going to 

wake up any time now. Maata, please 

keep the broth ready.  He had a 

significant amount of blood loss by 

the time I  reached the place.  He will  

need to regain his strength.” 

       She looked at the star tattoo on 

his wrist.  It  had a faint glow while 

her lotus shone brightly.  As he 

recovered, the tattoo would regain its 

lost shine.  

       “Baba, will  he lose his powers 

because of the blood loss?”

       “Why do you ask?” 

       “His tattoo is dull .  It  indicates his 

powers, right?” Arika replied.  

       Baba shook his head.  “No, vatsa* 

(child/dear).It’s not his blood that 

has magic.  Every cell  in his body is 

equally powerful.  Also, he is training 

for the Rakshak* (Protector) team, 

according to his mother.” 

       Arika was curious.  “What’s that,  

Baba?” 

       “It  is  one of those teams that keep 

the criminals under control.  After 

your twenty-fifth birthday, you will  

get to meet the leader and train for 

one such team.” He explained.  

       Before Arika could ask more, Sirak 

moaned. The three of them moved to 

his side checking his pulse and 

keeping his hands warm. 

       “Sirak, vatsa…” Pankti  whispered.  

       He slowly opened his eyes.  “Maa… 

Sorry…” 

       “You are alive.  That’s enough for 

me.” She turned to Arika and gripped 

her hand. “Thank you, vatsa.” 

       Sirak’s gaze slid from his 

mother’s face to her hand. He noticed 

the tattoo on Arika’s wrist.  “Lotus 

girl .  You…” He gulped.  “Help.” 

       Baba decided they had enough 

conversation for the time being.  

“Pankti,  feed him the broth and go to 

sleep.” 

       Arika had a lot of questions, but
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she knew she had to wait till  the next 

day.  

                                       ----- 

       “Dahana stabbed my father in the 

border of the vana.  He found out that 

Dahana was the witch Kamana’s son 

and they were killing young boys for 

some reason.” Sirak was still  a  bit  

pale.  

       Pankti  added. “I asked Ganith why 

he was worried.  He was adamant to 

tell  only Sirak.  Our son rarely gets to 

come home.” 

       Arika wanted to know why Sirak 

did not ask for the help of his team. 

       “This is my revenge.  It  took me 

three months to find their location 

and observe their routine.  Our Guruji  

found me lurking around the dark 

vana and warned me not to go in 

alone.  I  do not have enough training, 

he said.” Sirak replied.  He regretted 

losing conscious when Arika saved 

him. Maybe, it  was time to admit 

needing help.  

       Turning to Arika, Sirak spoke.  

“Guruji  told me I  wouldn’t be able to 

defeat them without the help of a 

lotus girl .  I  was too arrogant and 

angry to heed his advice.  Now, I  

realize the truth of his words.  The 

mother-son duo has to be stopped.” 

       Arika wasn’t sure.  She was a 

novice.  He has had four years of 

training.  “How do you know it’s me?” 

       Sirak pointed to the tattoo on her 

wrist.  “You may not be aware, but 

you are the only one alive with that 

tattoo.  Guruji  keeps track of all  the 

children… He looks a lot like Baba.” 

       Baba said in a soft voice.  “Arika, 

healing and protecting animals is 

just a part of your responsibility.  Go 

with Sirak.  The thunderstorm will  

help you win.” There was a spark in 

his eyes.  

       Sirak offered Arika his sword.  “We 

always carry two of those for tricky 

situations.” 

                                       ----- 

       Kamana was fuming. How could 

the man escape? She tried to get his 

blood directly into her son, but 

Dahana’s body withered in agony. 

 She was forced to use the teenager’s 

blood to dilute the power and 

moderate it .  As ever she left  to bring 

the special  concoction for Dahana to 

drink after he woke up.  By the time 

she arrived, the man was gone.  

       “First,  he attacked me. Now, he 

escaped.” Dahana glared at his 

mother.  “I will  kill  him with my bare 

hands.” 

       Kamana paid no heed.  A sudden 

thunder shook the house.  She looked 

at the sky through the window. The 

storm has arrived.  She had another 

plan ready.    

       “Dahana, we need a young girl  for
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sacrifice.  It  should happen exactly 

when the sky and the earth are 

connected by the longest lightning.” 

She ordered.  

       “That man…” He stopped midway 

and walked out of the house when she 

threw a pot at him. Once she got him 

the powers, he’d snap her bloody 

neck.  

       Now, where was he going to find a 

young girl  immediately? The 

lightning began to strike with 

increased frequency.  No one would be 

roaming in the vana.  And, he was 

forbidden from entering the colonies;  

another curse because of his mother.  

That woman was evil  through and 

through. 

                                       ----- 

       “Shhh! That’s him.” Arika 

whispered, pulling Sirak behind a 

huge tree.  They were soaked by the 

lashing rain.  Each flash of lightning 

and the following thunder resonated 

in the vana.  They reached the 

clearing when Arika spotted Dahana 

stalking.  

       “Where’s the woman?” Sirak spat.  

He toyed with the small  ring he found 

beside his father’s body that day.  No 

one wore gold jewelry except for the 

witches.  

       “Wait.  They are up to something.” 

Arika insisted when Sirak took a step 

ahead.  Just as she spoke, Kamana 

arrived dressed in white robes.  Her 

hair hung loosely over her back.  

Dahana removed his tunic and placed 

it  on the ground. He managed to find 

a little girl  who was rushing home.   

       “A child sacrifice!” Arika gasped 

and rushed forward with Sirak at her 

heels.  

       Dahana saw them. Pulling his 

sword from the hilt,  he raced to meet 

Sirak halfway.  Arika ran towards 

Kamana who was casting a spell  and 

held a dagger in one hand. Her head 

was thrown back in concentration.    

       Arika raised her sword high when 

the lightning struck, blinding 

everyone.  A stark white line 

connected the earth to the sky.  She 

felt  the sword in her hands vibrate
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with energy.  

       Kamana opened her eyes and 

stared.  She paused a split  second, 

horrified at the power radiating from 

Arika.  It  was a fatal  mistake.  Arika 

plunged the sword through the 

woman’s body.  A shrill  cry shook the 

land. Mixed with the rain, dark blood 

that was almost black in color formed 

a puddle on the ground. 

       Dahana and Sirak were engaged in 

an intense battle.  Dahana did not 

even turn to look at his dead mother.  

He wasn’t bothered.  Arika lifted the 

little girl  and laid her under a tree.  

She noticed Sirak’s slowing 

movements.  He wasn’t fully 

recovered and needed help.  

       “Sirak! Take this.” She threw the 

sword at him. Dahana tried to 

intercept and snatch it .  But,  he 

miscalculated the distance.  The 

sword went right through his throat.  

His face contorted with horror.  

       Sirak pulled it  out and stabbed 

Dahana’s heart.  The man collapsed to 

the ground, his body turning blue as 

the blood drained from him. Sirak 

raised his sword again when Arika 

stopped him. 

       “Your father is avenged. He is 

dead.” Sirak stared at her.  He then 

threw the gold ring on Dahana’s 

lifeless body.  

       “Your tattoo is glowing in green,”

Arika told him. He carried the little 

girl  while she walked beside him 

holding both the swords.  She wanted 

to carry the girl,  but agreed when 

Sirak insisted he’d do it .  He was 

simmering with rage and holding a 

child would calm him. 

       “Yours is red.  It  looks like an 

alipriya* (red lotus).” He murmured. 

       They handed over the child to her 

worried parents.  Arika made sure the 

girl  was conscious before leaving for 

home. Baba and Pankti  would be 

anxiously waiting for them. The 

storm continued to lash, though the 

two were not bothered by it .  Sarga 

always protected its own.   

                                       ----- 

On Uttarayana evening… 

       “We welcome you to the team, 

Arika.” It  was none other than her 

Baba who blessed and gave her the 

sword.  

       She was stunned to realize that he 

was the Guruji .  Sirak grinned. He 

guessed it  some time ago.  Arika was 

happy as she could continue to live 

with him and make new friends.  Her 

birthday gift  was the same sword 

which killed Kamana and Dahana.   

       Sirak did not want his mother 

living alone.  So, Pankti  decided to 

live at the sage’s ashram and care for 

them. 

       “Go. Start practicing.” Baba, the 
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Guruji  ordered Arika.  He would train 

her to be his successor.  

       Arika smiled at Sirak and the 

others.  She was a part of the Rakshak 

team and the Ausadha* (Medicine) 

team. Arika loved every second of it .  

She would safeguard Guhya under the 

guidance of Baba and with blessings 

from Sarga.    
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MYTHOLOGY
B Y     C H R I S T I N A  S T R I G A S

I’m half-poet, half-moon. 
The mythology of women. 
I’m half-poet, half-sun. 
The mythology of men. 
 
I wanted to be a poet 
since I first read Shakespeare. 
 
I wrote poems for dead poets 
knees deep in other’s words 
it’s not so much a dead poet’s society 
but more of a cult following 
for the living. 
 
I found another muse— 
myself. Followed and unfollowed 
known and unknown writers; 
C’mon poetry, I need you 
It’s Friday night: be my date night. 
 
Have you imagined your own funeral yet? 
The old photos, the melancholic music of Florence 
the red carnations 
the self-published poetry books; 
we are so morbid 
writing our own eulogies 
sharing our poems to strangers 
hiding from loved ones. 
 
The darker the poetry, the better 
dig a grave of dead poet’s flowers 
watch us poets disintegrate into words.  
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THE TIMEKEEPER
If  you could see my memories 
You’d see a toddler pointing at a cloud 
That doubles as a bird in flight;  
A soldier falling, 
Flying from a whirlpool off  the bridge; 
 
Cars crashing, 
Crashing, 
Smashing; 
Cloud of smoke 
Clearing like a deer on the run; 
 
Polka dots and tight 
Peach pants;  
A cherry cough drop 
Resting on a pillow top; 
Blue-tinged mushrooms 
On a damp, too-small  bed; 

B Y     S A R A H  E T L I N G E R
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A tiny shoe; 
A felted sheep; 
A floating peace; 
Serenity;  
 
Narcissist,  
A loaded gun, 
Sniping from a tower 
Beyond the sea; 
 
Hallways; 
Closed doors; 
Nightmare scenes; 
 
Crimson stains in 
Seas of white;  
Windows billowing 
on Stratford streets;  
Dreamscapes twisted; 
Misremembered or 
Blocked from memory; 
 
Purple scars 
In blood-red lace; 
Bruised neck; 
Mascara streaks; 
 
And other things too dark 
For anyone to see.    

Juliette Sebock is the author of Mistakes Were Made and has work forthcoming

in a variety of publications. She is the founding editor of Nightingale &

Sparrow and runs a lifestyle blog, For the Sake of Good Taste. When she isn’t

writing (and sometimes when she is), she can be found with a cup of coffee and

her cat, Fitz. 

T W I S T  I N  T I M E   |   5 0



TICK TOCK TIME
B Y  K A R R E N  L A R S E N

       Climbing the stairs within a 

minute, Jacinta wonders if  it  really 

was a minute, exactly what is a 

minute, sixty seconds of space.  What 

is a second, the clicking of a finger or 

some unforeseen force, seconds turn 

into minutes which turn into hours as 

they become days, the continuum 

goes eternally on.  Yet once time is 

gone is it  really gone, does it  l inger 

in some sublime interpretation of the 

past.  

       Where does it  go?   

       Pondering towards the uniqueness 

of time, we are caught between 

reality and the disciplined makings 

of society.  Time rules all,  yet as 

Jacinta knows time is ethereal,  never 

being where it  should be, never being 

anywhere at all,  yet ruling with an 

indomitable power.  

      Time tantalises,  teases,  and 

enslaves, while governing eternity.  

What is eternity if  we cannot know 

what time is.  Jacinta knows no 

barriers,  she has never been 

shackled, yet should she appear there 

is no way to know what humanity will  

make of her.  Flowing within all,  

touching everything, Jacinta is the

driving force that makes time. We 

live through seasons, birth, and 

death.  All  are ruled by an unseen 

equilibrium of unforeseen forces that 

is known as time. 

        Is  time the collective ruler,  does it  

tick tock.  How does time become a 

measured thing within the universe 

when we cannot see it  as a tangible 

force.  Jacinta knows time is not for 

measuring, nor is it  a measurement.  

Her spirit  has freedom, she travels
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between reality and dimensions that 

hold her as neither here nor there.  

       Time slips into all  human 

existence, never announcing its 

intention to age everything, yet it  

makes and takes life.  Do we call  it  

time or actuality.  Can you feel  it  or 

touch it,  Jacinta knows there is no 

way to quantitate time, it’s a cycle,  a 

new beginning, or a long goodbye.  

        Is  she lost,  can she know the 

continuum? Jacinta is a breath of air,  

a spirit  of perplexity,  she gazes 

towards the sky.  Ripples of light 

dance across the deep dark canvas, 

forming pin pricks of sparkling white 

against an endless backdrop. 

 Freedom is hers if  she can break the 

modern shackles of her existence 

and drift  towards the nothingness 

that calls to embrace her.  Is she a 

timeframe or living within an idea 

that tries and succeeds in making the 

unreal real.  

       Time is hated, loved, and 

regimented, yet is  time real? The idea 

of time has been handed down in 

humanity through many millennia.  

 Has Jacinta made a place for used 

time, is it  recycled and made 

available,  or do the forgotten and 

unforgotten frames live in a place 

that is hidden from people,  or does 

time live in memories only.  Is time an 

infinite tangle of unforeseen events

that continue to play out in some 

undefinable place that only Jacinta 

can enter.  

       To desert time is to waste 

something, what are you wasting? 

Can you discard something that 

cannot be seen, we want to turn back 

the clock, to live in a time when we 

were happy, yet how can we turn back 

something that is intangible.  

 Humanity is ruled by a clock, a man- 

made invention that emulates 

continuation on some plain of 

existence.  Why do seasons and 

circumstances change, why do things 

and people die… this can’t be 

perpetuation, can it  be time? 

       There is a huge conundrum within 

the meaning and understanding of 

time. Jacinta smiles at the very 

thought of time and how people use 

and abuse it,  time is Jacinta and 

Jacinta is time.   
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LAND ARMY 
CAMOUFLAGE

she seeks refuge in pastoral,  
promises of a safer passage 
where planes still  fly over– 
but this time, the target doesn’t 
include her.  still  there’s no 
solace, not for a woman with 
a sweetheart left  behind in secret.  
 
she pines in whipcord breeches, 
hands blistered from a harvest 
pulled by the root for winter,  these 
women strong, not as bitter as the 
cold– yet.  they’re suck in the muck 
that creeps over sturdy brown shoes 
onto woolen socks– stuck.  
 
when tea is called, tools thunk in 
fields and even the horses snort their 
relief in clouds of wet vapor.  her eyes 
still  fly to the sky overhead, looking– 
always seeking a sign, always knowing 
it  won’t be there this time. 
 
spoons clanked, sugar lumps dumped– 
one? two? hands cupped around nothing 
dainty like they’ve known before.  there 
are no pinkies crooked, no watercress or 
sponge.  teeth pressed to biscuits,  not too 
much sugar,  sweetness is rationed now. 

B Y   J U L I E T T E  V A N  D E R  M O L E N
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spoons clanked, sugar lumps dumped– 
one? two? hands cupped around nothing 
dainty like they’ve known before.  there 
are no pinkies crooked, no watercress or 
sponge.  teeth pressed to biscuits,  not too 
much sugar,  sweetness is rationed now. 
 
land army ladies chatter about anything, 
arrived strangers,  now fast friends– 
hard work binding more than crops together.  
she has nothing to say, until  they demand, 
friendly fire,  to know. no woman is a blank 
page, but this story isn’t one they’ll  want 
to hear– is there a man? 
 
there is someone, her tentative voice breathes 
over warm brown liquid until  it  ripples,  this 
pronoun game is hard.  yes,  her someone is serving, 
a pilot– a pilot!  ravishing RAF, i  bet!  while 
indeed this is true, they demand a name. do you 
miss him terribly? do you write to him daily? 
 
she writes and misses just like the others,  
for just a moment wonders,  if  it’s safe– 
here at pastoral rest,  with women doing work 
they’d never thought they’d do, in men’s breeches 
heave hoeing.  their wide questioning eyes and pale 
lips wait in anticipation, and she remembers quick, 
that she is unnatural and secret for a reason, 
her sweetheart Amy, turned George.  

Juliette van der Molen is a feminist writer and poet living in the Greater NYC area. She is a 

contributing editor for Mookychick Magazine. Her books include: Death Library: The Exquisite 

Corpse Collection (Moonchild Magazine, August 2018), Mother, May I? (Animal Heart Press, May 

2019) and Anatomy of A Dress (Hedgehog Poetry Press, 2019). Twitter via @j_vandermolen. 

Instagram via juliette.writes. Website: www.JulietteWrites.com 
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A LAND GIRL LIAISON
B Y   J U L I E T T E  V A N  D E R  M O L E N

War torn world— stripped of men- stockings turned wool with 
whipcord breeches— muddy brown brogues— rooted earth.  
Your forest eyes fell  me– tree at your feet.  But 
Land girls know their place.  
 
Hands calloused— fields tilled by feminine strength.  Still  
l ipstick stains your coffee cup.  My thumb brushes 
A wandering wish I  don’t understand. But,  
Land girls know their place.  
 
Stolen moments behind a barn— under stars 
shining watchful eyes,  a voyeur unbidden. 
Night flight risque raid,  lips on lips bomb kisses— 
Now I know my place.  

Juliette van der Molen is a feminist writer and 
poet living in the Greater NYC area. She is a 

contributing editor for Mookychick Magazine. 
Her books include: Death Library: The Exquisite 
Corpse Collection (Moonchild Magazine, August 
2018), Mother, May I? (Animal Heart Press, May 
2019) and Anatomy of A Dress (Hedgehog Poetry 

Press, 2019). Twitter via @j_vandermolen. 
Instagram via juliette.writes. Website: 

www.JulietteWrites.com 
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Tomorrow, A 
Physicist Sat On 

Your Sofa  
B Y   J O N A T H A N  P A Y N E  

       Tomorrow, a physicist sat on your 

sofa.  He sipped politely the tea you 

had made for him, and nodded sagely 

to acknowledge your many questions.  

These were, he said, quite normal for 

someone hearing his ideas for the 

first time. His own students raised 

similar queries.  He had no doubt that 

you would get your mind around it,  in 

time, given that you were clearly an 

intelligent person. Perhaps, if  the 

opportunity arose, you would like to 

attend one of his classes,  where such 

questions often turned into a 

stimulating debate.  Sometimes, the 

debate was so lively that the class 

adjourned to the bar,  where the 

conversations began again with 

renewed vigor.  In the meantime, it  

was his pleasure to leave a copy of 

his new book, The Order Of Time;  it  

would probably be best to read it  in 

full  before attending class.  And, no, 

the students would most certainly 

not object to the presence of a 

journalist.  

       Later,  as you sipped your own tea, 

the physicist expounded some of the 

key tenets of his thinking, while 

rotating his hands around one 

another expressively in front of his 

chest.  It  seemed to you almost as 

though he was creating a bundle of 

energy with his fists and fingers;  a 

miniature galaxy of motion to 

provide a counter-weight to the 

invisible industry of his gray matter.  

       The smile of the physicist was 

both kindly and wise: here was a man 

who understood the mysteries of the 

universe so much better than anyone 

you could remember having met 

before.  The graying of his hair could 

not hide the boyish delight on his 

face at the opportunity to teach a 

willing student about his favorite
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subject.  Although distinctly tenor in 

pitch, his voice was nevertheless firm 

and quietly authoritative.  The 

theoretical  flourishes and metaphors 

that tripped easily from his tongue 

suggested that you were far from the 

first person to enjoy this particular 

lesson. 

       The jaunty sound of the doorbell  

caused you to leap up and straighten 

your cardigan in the long mirror,  

before opening the door.  It  was 

already evening, and there was no 

mistaking the rush of frigid air 

flowing into the relative warmth of 

the hallway.  You held out your hand, 

a little nervously,  to greet your 

distinguished guest,  who introduced 

himself as Signor Rovelli .  His wiry,  

weathered hand delivered an

unmistakably firm shake.  With his 

other hand, he pressed a darkly- 

covered book against the lapel of his 

jacket.  

       Today, you are reading the book, 

and indeed you have almost finished 

it .  You are finding that,  although it  is  

written with admirable clarity and 

even a touch of poetry, a good deal of 

concentration is nevertheless 

required to follow some of the 

professor’s arguments.  There are 

many ideas here that you have never 

before considered, and in fact you are 

still  unsure in some cases whether 

you have grasped fully what is being 

proposed.  No doubt the book is 

understood more easily by those who 

have a background in theoretical  

physics,  which you do not.  Having
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said that,  you have read Professor 

Hawking, and some commentaries on 

Einstein, which means that you are 

better equipped than many lay people 

to appreciate at least the thrust of 

this work, if  not its finer points.  

        In the middle of the book, you are 

struggling to stay alert and so you 

rise often to make more tea.  While 

waiting for the kettle to boil,  you 

allow your face to be warmed by the 

mid-afternoon sunlight streaming 

into the kitchen at a steep angle over 

the garden wall.  The neighbour’s 

ginger cat,  a regular visitor,  

announces his arrival by marching 

proudly along the window ledge.  The 

careful pouring of boiled water is 

accompanied by the welcome waft of 

honeysuckle through the open 

window. Returning to your reading 

chair,  you position your feet 

comfortably on the stool before 

launching into the next chapter.  

        In the morning, you open your new 

book with considerable enthusiasm. 

You have, after all,  been awaiting its 

publication for some time. Finally,  

now that the moment has arrived, you 

feel  a distinct sense of excitement – 

like the thrill  of a childhood 

Christmas morning – tempered by 

the inevitable pressure of a deadline.  

There is no doubt that,  for your 

review to be drafted in good time, you

will  need to read the entire book in a 

single day.  

       Yesterday, I  will  meet you at the 

bar.  Not for the first time, we will  

down too many whisky cocktails and 

talk into the wee hours.  By the end of 

the evening, I  will  convince you that I  

have fully understood the various 

theories of your eminent friend, but 

nothing could be further from the 

truth.  In fact,  I  will  not even 

understand the distance from my 

barstool to the floor,  and you will  be 

forced to help me into a taxi.  

       Before my brain becomes too 

addled, during our second round of 

drinks, you will  make a gallant effort 

to explain to me Professor Rovelli’s 

central  points regarding time: that it  

does not in reality flow from past to 

present;  that it  does not really flow 

at all;  that – in a sense – it  does not 

exist outside the mysterious 

workings of the human mind. The 

unexpected fact appears to be that 

the conscientious scientist who sets 

out to locate the simple, linear 

passage of time in the natural world 

will  find evidence of it  nowhere 

beyond his own imagination.    

       On arrival at the bar,  your 

excitement at having met one of your 

scientific heroes will  be uncontained.  

You will  recall  the meeting with such 

enthusiasm and at such length that I
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will  become thirsty and order drinks 

without interrupting to ask what you 

would like.  We have, after all,  known 

each other for many years,  and I  will  

be confident in the knowledge that 

you share my love for the Old 

Fashioned, provided that it  is  made 

with bourbon and not with scotch.  

The waiter,  when delivering the first 

drinks of a long evening, will  give me 

the slightest of knowing smiles,  from 

which I  will  infer his amusement at 

the verve of your story-telling.  

        In due course, a renowned Italian 

professor of theoretical  physics will  

hunch over a computer in his 

cramped office on a French university 

campus, writing and rewriting his 

labor of love.  This will  be the book 

that he has wanted to write for a long

time. He will  send whole chapters 

through the ether to the printer that 

sits on the shelf  under the analog 

wall  clock; it  ticks so loudly that 

spending time in the office is a form 

of torture, he often jokes.  He will  rip 

each chapter from the printer and 

pace to and fro along the corridor,  

much to the amusement of passing 

students.  But he will  not concern 

himself with the students or their 

reactions.  He will  read each chapter 

aloud, over and over,  to ensure that 

his prose has rhythm; that it  f lows .  

Inevitably,  in almost every case, he 

will  fling the entire chapter into the 

recycling bin and return to his 

keyboard to smooth things out,  

before resuming the reading and 

pacing process once again.
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       Eventually,  the physicist and a 

French colleague will  sit  together in a 

bar much like the one in which we 

often meet.  Perhaps it  will  be the 

same bar.  They will  go there at the 

end of the working day, and so will  be 

dressed in the type of sombre jacket 

that is the unspoken uniform of the 

serious male academic.  Because the 

Frenchman, a mathematician, enjoys 

smoking a pipe, the pair will  choose a 

small  table outside, overlooking the 

elegant square that is also home to a 

florist and a watchmaker, as well  as a 

small  fountain.  The two colleagues 

will  watch with amusement as 

passing adults toss coins into the 

fountain, and passing children fish 

them out again.  The physicist will  

hold forth passionately on his ideas 

about the nature of time and will,  

finally,  confirm his plans to write a 

book on the subject.  His colleague, 

deadpan, will  joke that it’s  about time  

his friend got around to writing the 

book that he has promised for so 

long.  They will  both laugh.
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THE LADY IN THE 
MIRROR

The lady in the mirror strokes back her hair. A dark sea swells 
 
between her fingers. She settles like snowflakes into stillness. 
 
Stillness aches before the dawn. The dissonant chink of an iron 
 
bell in the antique clock in the kitchen cleaves her thoughts in 
 
the falling, hammers iron to the bone. In the instant’s burning, 
 
in the slow turning, the lady in the mirror resigns herself to the 
 
falling, and the falling has no end.   

B Y  S C O T T  E L D E R
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WHERE JAM 
JARS LIE

Sometimes I lie awake at night 
thinking about that mountain. 
Where foxgloves sway and I could spend 
all day picking wimberries with the others. 
As butterflies pass like floating charms 
and crickets bounce from nowhere 
into anywhere. 
 
Lets leave our jam jars awhile, 
run like rats through the heather 
to the stile by the secret stream 
full of newts. Feel them pulse 
through our fingers then slide them 
back to glittering waters when someone 
finds a hole in the fence. 
 
Feed each other through pulled wire 
to lonely paths where sunlight 
rides on kestrel’s wings 
and I could see anything! 
Don’t go home. 
I’ll take you to the tree swing instead 
and push you to the moon… 

B Y   A D E L E  W I N S T O N
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A FUTURIAN 
ROMANCE

       The young woman walked away 

from Jarvis,  in the general direction 

of the editorial  offices of Astonishing 

Stories magazine, which in this year 

of 1940 had already established itself  

as a leading publisher of what would 

become known as science fiction.  The 

offices were in a fairly new building 

that had the plain, functional look of 

many Depression-era office 

buildings.  Jarvis knew the magazine 

would stay in that location until  the 

death of its editor,  who would go on 

to rank alongside John W. Campbell  

and Horace Gold as one of the greats 

of his field.  

        Jarvis focused his attention on the 

woman. She was the reason he was 

here, after all .  It  was times like these 

that Jarvis sometimes regretted what 

he had to do, which was difficult  to 

explain to those “outside the line.” If  

he was successful in his mission – 

and he usually was – then the world 

at large would never know about it .  

History would stay as it  was, and the 

line would remain undamaged. Even 

B Y   M A T T H E W   S P E N C E
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so, it  was an unpleasant,  yet 

necessary, duty.  

      Jarvis checked his embedded 

readouts one last time. The timeline 

was still  diverging, just as the 

simulations and the quantum 

observers had predicted, and none of 

the outcomes were positive.  In a few 

generations, one of her descendants 

would be responsible for something 

that would, at best,  return humanity 

to population levels only slightly 

higher than the early middle ages in 

many countries,  with worse to come. 

Of course, the woman herself  would 

have no way of knowing this,  but that 

wasn’t the point – her line had to 

end here, now…one way or another.  

Jarvis selected the most optimal 

scenario,  one that would attract the 

least amount of attention from the 

authorities,  and began walking 

forward… 

       That was when it  happened. The 

car came around the corner of an 

adjoining street – like many in this 

part of the city,  it  was curved, having 

replaced an ancient stream or Native 

American footpath.  Jarvis stopped, 

frozen as much by natural surprise as 

he was by his observer’s instincts.  

The car’s tires squealed, and the 

woman was knocked forward – 

clearly injured, but not fatally.  The 

driver,  his face flushed with fear,

scrambled out of the car and darted 

forward to help as a growing crowd 

surrounded them. Jarvis enhanced his 

hearing and switched to holographic 

vision to get a better picture of what 

was going on.  

      “Are you alright?” The driver bent 

down to help the woman up.  

      “I  think so,” the woman 

stammered. “That was so stupid of 

me. I  come to work this way all  the 

time, and I  never thought to look…” 

       “No, it  was my fault,” the man 

insisted.  “Here, let  me get you to a 

doctor…” 

       As he helped her into his car,  

Jarvis saw something he hadn’t 

expected.  It  was another timeline, 

branching off from the originals as a 

new line, a new history that was 

being created.  In this one, the woman 

had a different life,  with different 

children.  None of the earlier 

scenarios Jarvis had been preparing 

for happened. Well,  he thought.  It  

looks like I  did my job after all… 

without having to.  

       He pondered the meaning of that,  

as a quantum field surrounded Jarvis 

to pull  him back to his own time.
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ON LONDON BRIDGE 
ON HALLOWE’EN

I was being followed by The Ghost of Christmas Past 
Until I  turned and enquired ‘What are you doing?’ 
 
He shrugged 
                                 I  awoke  
                                                      (sound of twisting bone under his threadbare cloak) 
 
‘Now look here, my good fellow, 
you know it’s not even December.’ 
 
He said 
                   No, but it  will  be soon  
                                                                              (teeth grinning orange like a fat low moon) 
 
I thought of New Year’s Resolutions as I hobbled home 
Being followed by The Ghost of Christmas Past 

B Y   J . E . A .  W A L L A C E
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WASTE
One day they rose 
                up 
                        out of the primordial  ooze, 
the new primordial  ooze 
                of  the wasteland 
which we had left  
                strewn over the earth, 
from shiny tangled places 
                of  tin cans and value meal trays,  
slick with oil,  squelching 
                and rustling 
                                 over the carcasses 
                of  dead seagulls 
                                 and poisoned whales.  
Their claws the razor edge 
                of  rusted coke cans 
                                 sliced and shredded, 
their bottle eyes,  glassy and dead.  
                Their giant limbs lumbering 
and clinking, crackling and tinkling 
                 in the half-lit  chemical haze.  
They cared not for human life 
                except for the way it  tasted 
                as it  disappeared 
                                 down their twisting 
                                 toxic throats 
                warming their cold container 
                                 insides.  
We cowered in dread 
                at  the ultimate clean up job.  
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SHATTERBACK

B Y   G A R Y  P O W E R

       The first time the shatterback 

thing happened I  thought I  was 

having a seizure.  

        I’d just left  my flat in Chalk Hill  

road, Wembley.  I  used to live in a 

tower block until  they redeveloped 

the area in the nineties.  My new 

home was a street level apartment 

and it  was a lot safer and cleaner 

than the old place.  I’d turned the key 

in one of those awkward double lock 

things and walked down the path.  I
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       Shatterback is like putting your 

face through a pane of glass,  and 

then the stench of stagnant pond 

water fills  your lungs.  It  makes you 

feel  unreal,  as though nothing in the 

world matters,  l ike you’re balancing 

on a knife-edge of emotions, mainly 

despair tinged with utter desolation.  

And then darkness consumes you. 

       And then, of course there’s the 

time warp bit;  that’s why I  call  it  

shatterback.  



remember fumbling for my 

cigarettes;  I  needed that nicotine 

rush.  

        It  was a crisp morning; clear blue 

sky but bitterly cold.  The air was like 

ice in my lungs.  Everything seemed 

so sharp and clear.  I’d been thinking 

about my dad – more so just lately.  I  

hadn’t seen him since I  was a kid.  My 

old lady kicked him out in the 

Christmas of  ‘71.  Anyway, the 

shatterback thing happened and 

suddenly I  was back at my front door 

struggling with the lock again.  I  just 

stood there for a couple of minutes 

and stared.  

        I  was in a daze for a few hours 

after that,  and really tired too.  I  tried 

to work out what had happened. It  

was like I’d gone back in time…but 

just a few seconds.  I  didn’t think I  

really had.  I’d had some kind of fit;  

that was the only explanation.  

Nothing happened for a few days 

after that and the whole thing 

became a sort of vague memory.  

        I  thought about going to my 

doctor,  but what would I  say? Hey 

doc, I  think I  time warped the other 

day, a bit  l ike Doctor Who but 

without a Tardis.  Maybe it  was just 

all  imagination anyway. 

       Then it  happened again.  Some kid, 

probably 12 or 13 years old ran out of 

a local shop in front of me. He was

being chased by Ali  Arkwright;  we 

call  him that ‘cause his shop’s a sort 

of Asian ‘open all  hours’ and he does 

look a bit  l ike a well-tanned Ronnie 

Barker.  The kid had nicked something 

and he was off like a bullet.  He ran 

into the road, right in front of a car.  I  

heard his leg break like a branch 

snapping, and then he went flying 

over the bonnet,  onto the roof and 

into the road behind. There was this 

sort of soggy thud as he hit  the 

tarmac.  The bones in his leg were 

poking through his skin and blood 

spurting from the gaping gash.  The 

poor mite was out cold.  His head was 

twisted around too much for my 

liking.  

        I  couldn’t believe my eyes.  Ali  and 

me just looked at each other.  I  

thought I  was going to be sick; I’m 

not good with blood or accidents.  

That was when the shatterback thing 

happened again.  

       Anyway, suddenly I  was back 

outside Ali’s Emporium and the same 

kid is coming out of the shop, but 

this time I  grab him. I  guess it  was 

instinct.  Ali  appears and drags him 

back inside.  The kid swears at me and 

calls me every name under the sun. 

He even spits at me, the little 

bleeder.  He didn’t realise I’d just 

saved his life.  And then I  turn and see 

the very car that hit  him go by.  That
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was really spooky.  

       Now I really had something to 

think about.  Nobody would believe me 

if  I  told them. I  suppose a nutter 

would, or Derek Acorah, but a normal 

person wouldn’t,  and that’s what I  

considered myself  to be.  I  mean, I  

wouldn’t believe someone if  they told 

me what had just happened to me had 

happened to them – if  you know what 

I  mean. 

        It  got me thinking; how could I  use 

the shatterback thing to my 

advantage? It  was like discovering 

you were the invisible man. 

       Now there’s this bird, Lucy’s her 

name, Lucy Allcock…yeah, really.  

She’s got a Croydon facelift  and 

bottle tan; you know the type.  She 

works in the baker’s shop. She’s 

always giving me the come on, 

flirting with her eyes and leaving 

buttons undone on her blouse.  She’s a 

right tease but trying to get a date 

with her is useless.  Now I could chat 

her up as many times as I  wanted 

until  I  got a result.  

        I  was down the local one evening 

with my step dad Ken; we were 

talking hypothetically about this 

shatterback thing with the landlord.  

We call  him ‘google’ ‘cos he’s got an 

answer for everything and he wasn’t 

going to let us down tonight.  He was 

surprisingly knowledgeable about

time travel and started harping on 

about causality and conflicting 

paradox theories.  That lost us so I  

guided the conversation back to Lucy 

and her cleavage.  We chatted about 

all  the things you could do if  you 

could turn the clock back at will .  That 

was all  just speculation though. I  

didn’t have any control over it  – that 

was to come later.  

        I  thought maybe it  was linked to 

stress or some kind of hormone 

thing, maybe cancer in my brain.  I’d 

get up, wash, have breakfast -all  that 

stuff you do without even thinking.  

Then I’d go to work and suddenly 

find myself  getting out of bed again.  

What was that film…when the guy 

keeps reliving the same day? 

       Oh yeah, Groundhog Day.  Not 

everything was the same for me 

though. There were subtle changes; 

the weather might be different or 

maybe what people were wearing had 

changed. 

       Maybe stuff like this happens to 

everyone at some time in their lives.  

Like seeing ghosts or having 

premonitions.  You know, weird stuff 

that can’t be rationally explained.  

There’s this religious guy I  know, 

Cosmo, all  my mates have nicknames, 

he told me that it  was a spiritual 

experience, a miracle even, but I  said 

that was a load of crap.  I’m not
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saying I  don’t believe in religious 

stuff – I  just have my own opinions 

and I  guess I’m a bit  too vocal 

sometimes.  

        ‘Shatterback man’,  that was me. I  

could wear underpants on the outside 

of my trousers with SB emblazoned 

on them. When something bad 

happened, I’d turn the clock back and 

make it  all  better.  But I’m not that 

kind of guy.  I  don’t think too deeply 

and I  don’t want to save the world.  

I’m not green or politically correct or 

any of that rubbish.  ‘Keep life 

simple’,  that’s my motto.  ‘Live for 

the moment’;  that’s another of my 

mottos.  

        I’ve got lots of mottos.  

        I  had a moment of inspiration one 

night.  I’d had a few beers and a pinch 

of Bob Hope.  There was a spooky old 

black and white movie on TV, some 

monster chasing a bloke through the 

trees.  I  was comfortably chilled and 

gazing from the window of my flat.  It  

was raining and I  was wishing.  The 

sky was dark and moody, and the rain 

was hammering at the glass and 

melting the world outside.  The wind 

was howling and it  was sort of cosy, 

just lying there, tucked up under a 

snug duvet,  watching those big,  grey 

clouds drift  over London. I  found 

myself  thinking about my dad; he 

died from a head injury when I  was a

kid after getting into a fight.  He was 

mad about Marc Bolan and went to a 

legendary gig at Wembley Empire 

Pool in ‘72, the one Ringo Star made 

a film about.  Mum said he was 

fanatical  about the guy.  He even had 

a tattoo of him on his arm. More 

importantly,  I  had an exact time and 

place, and with shatterback I  could 

do time and places,  I  just needed to 

learn how to control it .  Apparently,  

he’d fought his way to the security 

barrier and been just a few feet away 

from his idol.  75 pence to see one of 

the biggest stars of the time, that’s 

all  it  cost him. 

       There was some kind of 

altercation at the gig.  He probably 

pissed someone off;  he was good at
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that the story was, they found him 

lying in a pool of blood.  My only 

legacy was a silk Marc Bolan scarf 

and the crumpled March 18th concert 

ticket.  

       Mike, that was my old man, was no 

more and the sad thing is we didn’t 

really miss him, especially mum. If  

dad wasn’t stoned then he was drunk 

and belting mum ‘cos she hadn’t left  

enough of the housekeeping for him 

to go to the pub.  The way he’d fly 

into a rage used to freak me out.  It  

was like he was possessed.  I  was just 

a kid but I  still  vividly remember the 

fights.  You remember stuff like that,  

especially when you’re a nipper.  

       He was a vicious, drunken bastard 

so it  would be easy to spot him, if  I  

ever got there.  He had a tattoo of 

Bolan on his left  forearm and a deep 

scar on his right cheek.  There were 

various stories as to how he got the 

scar.  Most likely it  was chatting up 

some bloke’s missus and getting the 

thrashing he deserved.  

       Mum chucked him out the day he 

cracked my head open because I  trod 

on his cigarettes.  It  was Christmas 

and I  didn’t have a present because 

he’d spent the money down at 

Ladbrokes investing it  on a better 

future for us all .  I  was upset and 

stomping around in a mood as any 

five-year-old would.  I  never even

saw his damned fags.  He grabbed me 

by my shirt and slammed me into the 

wall  l ike I  was a rag doll .  He was 

drunk, as usual,  and in a blind rage.  

I’ll  never forget the look on his face 

as long as I  l ive.  I  thought he was 

going to punch me. Instead, he 

walked out leaving me lying there.  

Mum slung his clothes onto the path 

after him, and that was the last we 

saw of him. 

       A couple of years later she met 

Ken. He was more like a father to me 

than my own dad.  But that’s all  in the 

past,  so back to the present.  

        It  was three in the morning and I  

was wide awake.  My head was filled 

with memories of mum, me crying 

and both of us wishing dad would 

disappear.  

       Lightning flashed and the clouds 

lit  up like they had neon lights inside 

them. A rolling rumble of thunder 

followed closely after.  The rain 

started up again with a vengeance, 

and then there was this splintering 

crack like the world had just split  in 

two. I  blinked hard and in that same 

moment, the room was filled with 

sunlight.  

       The clouds were gone and in their 

place was a blue, cloudless sky.  The 

television was on – one of those 

morning programmes with feuding 

chavs and a host who probably had
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more skeletons in his cupboard than 

Ted Bundy. I  brought up the date;  I’d 

gone back 3 days.  I  felt  great;  l ike I’d 

had the best nights sleep ever.  

       Something told me my journey had 

begun. 

        I  dressed and left  my flat with a 

destination in mind. Another attack 

was imminent; I  could feel  it  in my 

bones.  But somehow I knew I could 

hold it  off  ‘til  I  was ready.  My head 

felt  spongy, as though I  wasn’t quite 

in touch with the world.  My thoughts 

were confused but my objective was 

clear as day; I  was going to meet my 

dad.  Somehow I’d get back to that 

concert in Wembley and meet him 

man to man; I  had a few questions to 

ask and a score to settle.  

        It  was all  a bit  daunting though. 

 Half  a mile and thirty-five years was 

going to be one hell  of a journey.  

        I  was halfway down Chalk Hill  

road when it  happened again.  I  

recoiled as if  I’d been shot in the 

chest,  and the world shattered into a 

million pieces.  The fragments 

reconfigured before my eyes and I  

found myself  in the same place, 

except for some reason it  didn’t feel  

exactly the same; it  was like one of 

those parallax things Google had 

talked about.  

        I’d gone back even further in time. 

Not just weeks or months, but years.  

A car slowed up next to me at some 

traffic lights.  Its window was open 

and the radio blaring.  The DJ blurted 

something about Kylie Minogue being 

at number one for the fourth week 

running then he played ‘Can’t get you 

out of my head’.  That song always 

reminded me of a holiday I  had in 

Torremolinos, which meant the year 

was 2001.  I’d gone back maybe six 

years and I  felt  l ike I’d just been 

pulled through a gorse bush 

backwards.  I  was breathless and 

gasping like an old man but nothing 

was going to stop me now. I  

staggered forwards a few feet and 

then perched myself  on a wall .  

Shatterback happened again just as I  

turned left  into Bridge road.  This 

time it  was the worst ever.  I  found 

myself  lying on the pavement with 

people around me. I  was dazed and 

my heart pounding.  I  thought I  was 

going to hurl  as well .  Some guy 

pulled me forwards and asked if  I  was 

alright;  I  just stared at him; I  

couldn’t get my head into gear.  He 

was wearing a Metallica T-shirt.  

People looked at me like I  was an 

alien.  In a way, I  suppose I  was.  My 

mobile had fallen out of my pocket 

but nobody picked it  up.  They just 

looked at it  l ike it  was a bomb or 

something.  I  guess they’d never seen 

an iPhone before.  
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      A black VW Golf cabrio went by 

with a 1989 plate on it .  It  looked like 

new. I  overheard a couple of guys 

moaning about Maggie Thatcher and 

poll  taxes.  ‘She’ll  resign in November 

1990 and she’ll  snuff it  in 2013.’  I  

said knowingly.  I  was good at trivia.  I  

struggled to my feet and moved on.  

‘Stick your money on John Major,  

then Tony Blair after that.’  I  called 

out.  

       At times it  was like walking 

through a cosmic battlefield.  I  was 

trapped in a shatterback assault.  I’d 

stagger on until  another one hit  me. 

The attacks were draining me of 

energy.  I’d probably have a heart 

attack before I  got there.  It  was going 

to be harder work than I  thought.  I  

was becoming disorientated.  It’s like 

when people say they’re out of their 

comfort zone.  I  think I  was a million 

miles from mine.  I  was in a 

permanent state of deja vu.  People 

looked at me with this manic sort of 

stare,  like they could see inside my 

spongy head.  It  was as if  they knew 

about shatterback.  I  was becoming 

paranoid.  

       My focus was on my destination 

and date.  That was how I could 

control it .  So long as I  remained 

focussed, I  would get there.  With 

faith.  

        Just after the ‘Thatcher’ episode, I

found myself  suddenly plunged into 

the middle of a snowstorm. It  was 

bitterly cold, well  below zero for 

sure.  I  reckon it  must have been 2 or 

3 in the morning.  Everything was soft 

blues and stark whites.  There was no 

one else around; it  was like I  was the 

only person in the world.  The snow 

was driving into me and laying thick 

on the pavement.  The visit  was brief 

but so precious – like being in a 

fantasy world.  The weird thing was, 

I’d appeared out of nowhere like old 

Arnie in Terminator,  not in the buff 

though thank God. 

       Shatterback happened again, 

almost immediately and I  found 

myself  heading in the direction of 

Wembley Park tube station, only now 

it  was a gloriously sunny day.  I’d 

been walking headlong into the 

blizzard so when things changed I  

fell  heavily forwards onto the 

pavement.  Several people helped me 

up.  ‘He’s got snow on him.’ said one 

of the helpful Samaritans.  She was 

right;  I  was covered in the stuff.  The 

strange thing was, nobody seemed to 

have noticed that I  appeared out of 

thin air.  Maybe I  was lurching into a 

place where I  already existed.  I  

remember Google said something 

about that;  he called it  astral  

projection.  The best was yet to come 

though; I  recognised a couple of the
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onlookers.  It  was my own mother arm 

in arm with my stepdad, Ken. She 

could never have guessed it  was me. 

I’d have been about seventeen then; 

long hair and acne; she was looking 

at a spaced-out bloke in his early 

forties.  She looked really good, sort 

of youthful and happy. I  think I  

might have said ‘mum’ without 

thinking.  It  just came out.  I  was 

looking right at her when I  said it .  

She did stare though, like something 

registered.  

       Shatterback happened soon after 

that meeting.  I  was ready to move on.  

I  felt  good. No aches or pains.  Not 

hungry or thirsty.  Somehow I just 

willed it  to happen, and that was it .  

        I  found myself  amongst a slow- 

moving crowd. I  mean, literally 

thousands of people were surging 

from almost every direction.  They 

were happy, like something really 

special  was happening.  My clothes 

were bone dry.  That was a plus,  

although a little puzzling.  I  looked 

around. It  didn’t take long for me to 

realise what was going on.  I  knew the 

date immediately;  it  was July 13th, 

1985 – the day of Live Aid.  I  had been 

there in my teens and now I was back 

again as an adult.  I  wondered if  I’d 

bump into myself,  which would have 

been really freaky.  I  joined the crowd 

and made my way towards Wembley 

Stadium. I  could hear Status Quo 

playing ‘Rockin’ all  over the World’.  

That meant the event was just 

starting.  For a moment I  forgot I  was 

trapped in this fragmented, time 

warp thing.  Strangers became friends 

that day.  For one brief moment in 

time, the world became a united 

place.  I  could see the twin towers of 

Wembley stadium as we marched 

along Olympic way.  That brought a 

tear to my eye; I  never thought I’d 

see them again.  

        ‘Nice T-shirt?’  said a guy to my 

left.  I  was wearing a 2005 Oasis top 

from their ‘Don’t Believe the Truth’ 

tour.  Black and white fish-eye photo.  

Pretty cool.  But it  would be 20 years 

before he could get one.  

       There was a woman with the guy; 

she was really fit .  She looked a bit

T W I S T  I N  T I M E   |   7 4



like Lucy, cleavage and all .  I  smiled 

back.  ‘Haven’t heard of Oasis before; 

they good?’ he asked.  ‘Keep an eye 

out for them.’ I  told him. It  would be 

about 6 years before they played 

their first gig at the Boardwalk club 

in Manchester.  

       And then I  had an idea.  

        ‘Want to swap?’ I  asked.  

        ‘Yeah.’  he said eagerly and so we 

exchanged shirts.  His was a Live Aid 

top emblazoned with a multicoloured 

map of Africa in the shape of a guitar.  

Now he had something that would 

blow his mind in a few years time. 

‘Treasure it .’  I  told him. I  was really 

starting to enjoy myself.  It  was a 

‘feel  good’ day: the sun was blazing, 

people were happy and there was 

music in the air.  We filed past a BBC 

TV camera and I  suddenly had a great 

idea.  I  turned to my two new pals and 

said, ‘let’s be on the box.’  We jumped 

up and down, cheering and screaming 

until  the camera focussed in on us.  

We were like long lost friends getting 

high on the intoxicating atmosphere.  

We punched the air and tugged at our 

T-shirts,  and then his girlfriend 

lifted her top and flashed her tits.  

The cameraman beamed and gave us a 

thumbs-up. ‘That’ll  be on a DVD one 

day.’  I  said.  My friend looked 

puzzled.  

        ‘What’s a DVD?’ 

        I  just grinned. He looked back like 

I  was a bit  crazy.  

       There was a deafening cacophony 

in my ears,  the usual stench and 

suddenly I  found myself  transported 

again.  

       Live Aid was gone in a flash.  Pity.  I  

was having a great time reliving it .  

        In the blink of an eye, it  was 

nighttime and rain was sweeping 

down. Three figures were 

approaching and my instincts told me 

that suddenly I  was in big trouble.  

They were silhouetted against a hazy 

red glow of sulfurous streetlight.  I  

could just make out long hair and 

hungry feral  eyes.  They looked more 

like lycanthropic beasts;  maybe they 

were.  I  heard one them growl.  It  was 

deep, guttural.  I  thought I  could 

smell  them as well;  stale,  bestial.  One 

was holding a hefty stump of wood 

and pounding it  into his palm. I  

turned and ran fast as I  could.  I  heard 

a stampede of feet stomping heavily 

on the tarmac close behind. They 

sounded like cloven hooves stamping 

on sodden earth.  My heart was 

pounding.  If  ever I  needed 

shatterback then it  was now. I  tried 

to will  it  to happen. Maybe I  could.  

The ground was slippery with rain – 

or was it  the congealed blood of 

previous victims. I  nearly fell  trying 

to look over my shoulder.  I  thought I
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might be able to outrun them but 

they were fast and closing in.  They 

were like savages after my blood. I  

was being pushed to my physical  

limits;  stopping wasn’t an option.  I  

caught glimpse of a gap in the hedge 

and fought my way through it .  Rain 

was thrashing into my face and 

stinging my eyes.  My lungs felt  l ike 

they might burst.  I  nearly fell  over a 

tangle of stark white roots,  or where 

they bones sucked dry and scattered 

on the ground. I  knew Wembley well  

but this place was alien to me. 

shatterback had taken me somewhere 

else.  

       A terrifying howl brought me back 

to my senses.  

        I  turned briefly and in the incident 

light of the storm, I  saw their faces.  

They were the stuff of nightmares – 

monstrosities too terrifying to be 

given physical  form. 

        I  took a moment’s pause, gasped 

at the cold air and then crashed 

through another hedgerow. A gut- 

wrenching caterwaul cut through the 

wintry air and ran through me like a 

knife.  I  felt  sick from exhaustion and 

fear but still,  I  continued to weave 

through a labyrinth of bushes until  

eventually I  managed to throw them 

off my trail .  It  was a brief reprise.  

For a few precious seconds, I  cowered 

in the shadows, gasping for breath,

trying not to make any noise.  My 

pursuers weren’t difficult  to spot 

even in the poor light.  I  could see two 

of them searching for me but they 

were quite far off.  I  took my chance 

and broke away. The third one 

stepped out in front of me. 

       Shatterback came to my rescue and 

I  breathed a sigh of relief.  My head 

jarred sideways as the familiar sound 

of smashing glass filled my ears.  But 

something was wrong; my head was 

spinning and I  was lying on the 

ground. Through a haze of rain and 

tears I  saw three figures looking 

down on me. They were nothing more 

than long-haired thugs, not the 

monsters I  had imagined.  One of 

them had hurled a bottle at me and it  

had glanced off my head.  My body 

was broken and aching.  One of them 

bent over and with a gloating smile 

thrust something into my chest.  

Instinctively I  reached down. When I  

lifted my hand I  found it  covered in 

blood.  That was when the pain kicked 

in.  

       As I  watched them run away I  

realised that life was seeping away. I  

crawled from the bushes and 

staggered around aimlessly for a few 

minutes but my energy was spent.  

Exhausted and in agony, I  fell  to the 

ground. For a while I  just lay there 

listening to the patter of rain and 
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watching the way the streetlights 

reflected on the wet tarmac.  I  didn’t 

even have the strength to call  for 

help.  As the world slipped away I  

found myself  feeling curiously 

serene.  

        I  guess shatterback must have 

happened while I  was unconscious.  

When I  opened my eyes I  found 

myself  on the ground with several 

other people.  Some of them were 

smoking what my mother would have 

called, ‘dubious looking cigarettes.’  

One of them, a hippyish looking guy 

in an afghan coat smiled and passed 

me his joint.  

        ‘I  was dying just now.’ I  said to 

him as I  bathed my aching body in
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        ‘Me too man.’  he replied and he 

gave me a hang-loose handshake.  

        ‘No, I  really was.’  I  continued. I  

was barely able to contain the 

euphoric relief of still  being alive.  ‘It  

was nighttime. I  had the crap kicked 

out of me by three thugs.  One of them 

stabbed me between the ribs.  Right 

through the heart.  Right…here.’  

        I  looked down. The stab wound 

was gone.  There wasn’t even a tear in 

my shirt.  

       The hippie took a deep drag on his 

spliff .  

        ‘I  was on another planet.’  he said.  

‘There were all  these chicks.’  he 

added. He rested his head back and



closed his eyes.  

        ‘They were naked.’  

        I  wished I’d been on that planet 

instead my nightmare one.  

       Two funnels of smoke spiralled 

from his nostrils.  He looked at me 

and it  was like I’d known him all  my 

life.  

        ‘We made love man. All  of us.  It  

was a divine orgy of galactic ecstasy.  

Gonna make it  happen next week 

dude, gonna really make that party 

happen.’  

       Something told me he probably 

would.  

       Fascinating as it  was to hear the 

explicit  details of his drug-induced 

debauchery, I  had other things on my 

mind. 

        ‘So tell  me something, because I  

really need to know…’ 

       The joint was really chilling me 

out.  With a sanguine smile I  asked in 

my coolest voice,  which for some 

reason came out like Dirty Harry, ‘… 

what’s the date,  man?’ 

       That made him smile.  ‘Dude…you 

must have done some real heavy shit.  

This is the day…the day.  18th March 

1972.’  

       A shock wave rippled through my 

body.  I  was at my journey’s end.  The 

time and the place were spot on.  

        ‘What’s your name?’ I  asked.  

        ‘Sebastian.’  he said with a smile.

‘…but you can call  me Sebastion.’  

       All  his hippy friends whooped and 

cheered.  I  laughed with them. 

Everything’s funny when you’re high.  

        ‘I’m going to call  you Captain Jack 

Sparrow because you’re a dead ringer 

for this Captain Jack guy that I  

know.’ I  said.  

        ‘Is he popular with ladies?’ asked 

Sebastian.  

        ‘You could say that.  Just remember 

the name.’  He’d have to have a good 

memory though; it  would be almost 

thirty years before he’d hear that 

name again.  

       For a while,  the group of us just 

stared dreamily into space.  I  

wallowed in the atmosphere of the 

70’s.  Sebastian turned his head and 

squinted at my T-shirt.  

        ‘What’s with Live Aid 85?’ he 

asked.  

        ‘I  had a wild trip once.’  I  said 

coolly,  ‘…like a vision.’  I  sounded 

like a bad actor but they were all  too 

stoned to notice.  ‘In my vision,’  I  

continued, ‘all  these people get 

together.  Tens of thousands of 

people.  The year’s 1985.  There’s 

music and love and peace.  It’s the 

biggest gig ever and all  to feed a 

starving nation and help make the 

world a better place to live in.’  

Someone passed me another joint.  I  

took a deep drag and closed my eyes.
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‘Feed the world…’ I  tried to sing, ‘… 

fee-eed the world.’  

        ‘Far out.’  muttered Sebastian, 

‘Like Woodstock.’  

        I  wondered if  one day when they 

were all  corporate executives or IT 

consultants they’d remember my 

prophetic words.  But it  was time to 

move on.  ‘You want to swap T-shirts 

dude?’ I  said.  

        ‘Cool.’  he replied, and he deftly 

stripped to the waist to reveal a 

perfect,  skinny six pack.  The women 

with him were pretty things, 

certainly liberated in the way they 

dressed and probably even more 

liberated in their lifestyle.  

        It  seemed I  was destined to swap 

T-shirts and leave a trail  of clues for 

the future in my wake.  I,  in turn, 

received a garment emblazoned with 

a psychedelic headshot of Marc 

Bolan.  

       People began to move towards the 

huge concrete building that I  knew as 

Wembley Arena.  For the moment the 

threat of shatterback was gone and I  

was free to explore.  At that moment 

in time the arena was known as 

Wembley pool,  previously the Empire 

pool and sports arena.  Built  in 1934, 

it  hosted the Empire games and then 

in 1948 housed the summer Olympics.  

As a kid,  I  became obsessed with the 

place because of its association with

my father.  

        I  said goodbye to my trippy friends 

and reluctantly moved on.  Sebastian 

slipped something into my pocket but 

I  didn’t look.  My mind was elsewhere.  

I  was about to see not only a musical 

legend at the peak of his career but 

more importantly,  my own father.  My 

stomach cramped at the thought as 

violent memories flooded back.  I  

despised him for everything he’d 

done.  I  hated him with a passion for 

treating me and mum so badly but 

how could I  take my vengeance on a 

man who would have no idea who I  

was? Maybe he wouldn’t seem so bad.  

Perhaps I’d even like him. I  very 

much doubted that.  

       The atmosphere surrounding the 

venue was incredible.  The wide-open 

space in front of the building was 

filled with crazy kids.  There were 

scores of long-haired fans with silk 

T.Rex scarves wrapped around their 

wrists and necks.  Screaming 

hysterical  girls were everywhere; God 

knows what they’d be like when the 

concert started.  A couple of leather- 

clad guys on a motorbike cut in front 

of me as I  made my way to the north 

gate.  They carried on right through 

the crowd without a care in the 

world; nobody seemed bothered.  

        I’d almost reached the entrance 

when suddenly my head felt  l ike it
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was being slammed sideways against 

a wall .  I  started seeing double and 

the world started spinning about me. 

I  was having a shatterback attack, 

but I  wasn’t ready to go yet.  I  

crouched down and fought it  with all  

the concentration I  could muster.  I  

screwed my eyes tight and screamed, 

‘No!’ Nobody seemed to care.  I  

suppose I  was just another drugged 

up fan going to see his idol.  I  could 

feel  myself  being jolted through time 

but I  wouldn’t go; not just yet.  

Psychedelic lights assaulted my eyes.  

The splintered images spiralled 

through a black and timeless void: 

Lucy in the baker’s shop, the guy in 

the Metallica T-shirt,  the yobs 

attacking me, the bird flashing her 

boobs at Live aid,  Sebastian drawing 

deeply on a joint.  

       The attack passed.  Somehow I’d 

managed to fight it  off.  

        I  remained where I  was for a few 

moments, dazed and in a state of 

confusion. I  felt  l ike I  wanted to cry;  

it  was as though nothing in the world 

really mattered.  I  felt  hollow. 

       Some guy on the door said eighty 

thousand people were there, and I  

had to find my dad amongst that lot.  

Clutching the crumpled ticket stub in 

my sweaty hand I  blagged my way 

into the concert hall .  It  wasn’t at all  

l ike the concerts I  was used to.  There

were no intimidating doormen or 

security searches, just a small  army 

of aging, uniformed commissioners 

wearing peaked caps and solemn 

faces.  The despairing expressions on 

their faces as the long-haired hippies 

filed by said it  all .  

       The auditorium was like an air 

hangar and the stage area, massive.  

There was a standing area at the 

front and seating behind but it  was 

obvious that nobody would be sitting.  

It  was chaos in there.  
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       A disc jockey by the name of 

Emperor Rosko was whipping the 

audience into a frenzy.  He was 

leaping about the stage, waving his 

tasselled jacket arms around and 

screaming like the wild man of 

Borneo.  I  pushed my way through the 

crowd looking for my dad.  If  he were 

there I  would recognise him, no 

question.  

       Suddenly the lights lowered and 

the place erupted with a roar like I’d 

never heard before.  I’ve been to some 

amazing concerts in my life but had 

never experienced anything like this.  

The sheer wide-eyed, breathless 

exuberance of the audience was 

incredible,  and when the man himself 

hit  the stage the women especially 

went completely hysterical.  One of 

them grabbed my arm and just stared 

at me. She had golden stars on her 

cheeks and raw emotion in her eyes; 

she was in another place.  Marc Bolan 

struck a pop star pose mere feet away 

from us, and the next thing I  knew, 

she fainted and was being carried 

over the metal barriers in front of the 

stage.  

        I  feared I  might be next,  but for 

different reasons.  The earlier 

shatterback attack had taken its toll  

on me. I  felt  weak and drained of 

energy.  I  was finding it  difficult  to 

breath and the constant screaming

was becoming intensely 

claustrophobic.  The muggy, airless 

atmosphere was like syrup in my 

lungs.  I  fought my way to an exit  and 

wandered aimlessly in search of the 

toilets.  I  needed somewhere where I  

could be alone and out of the 

intimidating glare of the geriatric 

commissionaires.  

       The foyer was spookily deserted 

and a curiously surreal place to be.  

The music from the auditorium 

sounded distant and haunting.  

Occasionally a shrill  scream or wail  

of guitar would rise above the ghostly 

serenade.  I  closed my eyes and took a 

moment’s break from the madness of 

my time-defying journey.  Bolan was 

playing ‘Telegram Sam’; I  recognised 

it  from one of my dad’s records.  But 

there was another sound as well,  a 

sort of rhythmical cry was coming 

from somewhere in the closer 

vicinity.  With my eyes half  open I  let  

this new sound guide me to its source 

and found myself  opposite the ladies 

toilets.  One of the cubicle doors was 

flung open and a man staggered out 

followed by a giggling, drunken 

woman. 

        ‘C’mon Mike, we’ll  miss the 

show.’ she said.  She was hitching up 

her underwear as she spoke.  ‘Better 

get that lippy off your face or else 

you’ll  be in trouble,  not to mention
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my old man if  he comes looking for 

me.’  she said.  

      They carried on like I  wasn’t there.  

        I  couldn’t believe what I  was 

seeing.  

        It  was my dad; the face, the scar 

and most of all,  the tattoo.  Hearing 

his name was just the icing on the 

cake.  Something inside me snapped 

and I  lost it  big time. He had even 

lied about seeing the concert.  He was 

more interested in shagging some 

bloke’s bird in the toilets.  I  was 

fuming. Years of frustration were 

released in a few seconds.  I  called 

him every name under the sun. I  

threw punches at the air in front of 

his face.  He looked genuinely 

terrified; I  guess I  must have looked 

like a madman. I  pulled of my T-shirt 

and threw it  at  him telling him that 

was probably the closest he’d ever get 

to his idol.  The young woman 

screamed and ran back into the foyer.  

        ‘Who the hell  are you?’ he bawled.  

        I  told him I was his fucking 

conscience.  He was drunk and 

staggering about,  trying to focus his 

eyes and stay on his feet at the same 

time. 

        ‘There’s a kid back home who 

wants a dad he can be proud of.’  I  

yelled.  

       That really threw him. He just 

stood there swaying gently from side

to side pointing his finger left  and 

right as he tried to work out which of 

the two of me was the real one.  Then 

the drink took control again and he 

lost his cool.  I’d obviously touched a 

nerve.  

       That was when shatterback really 

kicked in.  Only this time it  didn’t 

take me anywhere.  It  was like I  was 

looking in on the world and not part 

of it .  

       There’s a commotion in the foyer.  

Some big bloke is having an 

altercation with a couple of the 

commissionaires.  He’s shouting a 

name and suddenly the woman my 

dad was with starts looking worried.  

Before she can make herself  scarce 

the bloke spots her and starts 

shouting even more.  

        ‘Angie…Angie!’  

       Then he sees my dad and he goes 

into this terrifying rage.  He tears 

over and with a single,  massive swipe 

sends my old man crashing to the 

ground. Dad just lays there.  A 

stunned silence prevails as a pool of 

blood spreads out from beneath his 

head.  

        It’s difficult  to say how I feel  at  

that moment.  Numb definitely.  Part 

of me feels sorry for him because 

he’s so hopelessly pathetic.  But then 

again he’s getting payback for all  the 

hurt he caused mum and me. I  want
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to help him. God knows why. 

       Suddenly I’m back in the show; 

now I’m just an onlooker.  The bloke 

that floored my dad is calling his 

women a whore.  It  sounds like 

they’ve been screwing around for 

some time. No ones paying any 

attention to my dad.  They’re all  too 

wrapped up in themselves so I  turn 

him onto his back and shake and talk 

to him. 

        ‘It’s me,’  I  say, ‘…Sam.’ 

       He doesn’t respond. He’s not even 

breathing so I  do the artificial  

resuscitation stuff I’ve seen on telly.  

You know, hand over his sovereign, 

30 pushes then a couple of breaths 

into his mouth, but it  seems useless.  

        I  watch the scene in a state of 

numbness.  My vision becomes 

blurred and distorted; voices slow 

and slurred.  My head feels light.  

Through a haze I  see a medic 

examining him. The man’s feeling for 

a pulse in his wrist and then his neck, 

then he shines a light into his eyes.  It  

all  looks a bit  desperate.  

       And then everything goes black.  

        I’m standing in front of the 

entrance to my flat in Chalk Hill  lane 

and to be honest,  I’m in a bit  of a 

daze.  Just a moment ago it  was 1972 

and I  was at a Marc Bolan concert.  I  

witnessed the death of my father.  

       Crazy.  

       Was it  all  a figment of my 

imagination? How will  I  ever know? 

        I  reach into my pocket and pull  out 

a crumpled spliff,  the one Sebastian 

gave me. 

        I’m poised to turn my front door 

key.  I  need to get inside and rest 

before I  collapse.  I  feel  sick and 

dizzy.  

       Someone calls my name. 

        ‘Sam….’ 

        I  turn.  There’s a man standing 

there.  Silhouetted at first,  but then 

he moves into the light and I  see him 

more clearly.  He looks anxious.  He’s 

smiling nervously.  There are tears in 

his eyes.  He’s got a scar on his cheek 

and a tattoo on his forearm. He’s 

holding a T-shirt up to his chest.
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        ‘Dad…’ I  say.  I  don’t feel  angry 

because there’s something different 

about him. ‘…it’s been a long time.’  

He sort of smiles but he looks really 

uncomfortable.  

        ‘You’re dead.’  

        ‘You’re mum wanted you to think 

that after she chucked me out.’  

       He stutters as he talks;  it’s like 

he’s making a confession.  I  think 

he’s worried I’m going to slam the 

door in his face.  He continues: ‘It  was 

best for you to think that and it  

suited me. I  was out of control.  You 

didn’t deserve a waster like me, but I  

changed.’  

       Everything was falling into place 

now. 

        ‘There was an incident at a concert 

back in ‘72.’  he explained.  ‘I  got into 

a fight and nearly died.  Some guy 

attacked me at a gig in Wembley.  I’d 

stopped breathing but someone 

brought me around again.’  

        I  wanted to tell  him that it  was 

me, about half  an hour ago.  Maybe 

not such a good idea.  

       We look into each other’s eyes,  

both searching for the lost years.  ‘I  

was in a coma for a while.  When I  

came around I  couldn’t help thinking 

about the things the guy who saved 

me said.  I  remember he flew into a 

rage, like I’d done something terrible 

to him. Whoever he was, he saved my

life.’  

       After that,  I  drifted and travelled 

abroad.  I  did voluntary work, helping 

in drug rehab centres – anywhere 

that put a roof over my head and food 

in my stomach. I  needed to feel  better 

about myself.’  

       He sort of chuckles and then looks 

down embarrassedly.  ‘I  came back a 

few times and saw you and your 

mum…and your stepdad. You looked 

like a real  family…you wouldn’t have 

wanted me back in your lives.  I  

thought of you all  the time though, 

Sam. I  cried heaps for you.  I’ve 

always been with you,’  he says, and 

then putting a clenched fist  to his 

heart he adds, ‘…and in here.’  

       Now it’s me who’s got tearful 

eyes.  

        ‘I’ve got this for you.’  He says and 

hands me a T-shirt.  I  hold it  up.  It’s 

the Marc Bolan shirt that Sebastian 

gave me. The same one I  threw at my 

dad in the toilets just half  an hour 

ago.  But now it’s old and faded and 

looks like it’s been worn a thousand 

times.  

        ‘It’s kept me going all  these 

years-a sort of reminder?’ 

        ‘I  can’t talk anymore because I’m 

too choked up.’  

        ‘Can we go in?’ he asks.  

        I  nod that we can.  

       Because it’s different now.
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       Because I’ve got a dad who I  might 

like.  

       He rests his hand on my shoulder 

and I  feel  l ike I’m going to cry which 

is mad because since the day he went 

I  vowed never shed a tear over him. 

        ‘Just one thing.’  I  say to him. 

       He looks back in trepidation.  

        ‘I  need to dig out my Live Aid 

video.  It’s difficult  to explain, but 

there’s a guy I  know who might be in 

it .’  
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21: ERIS BEARS A 
DAUGHTER, NAMES HER 

UNCERTAINTY
Yes, I was caught born, stumbling, wasn’t meant 
to gain the weight of my own feat, own toes 
were pigeoned, tumbling off the edge in throws 
toward what? to whom? & where again? The spent 
change clattered rust onto the floor, sky bent 
like matches washed of phosphorus. If snow’s 
might compass passed me hint of where it goes 
to autumn, I would stop counting each dent. 
 
Does where I ran rank more important? Not 
the strides I’d made between? Where’s hope when all 
my color drains, my purpose crazed & set. 
My situation rests on stirrups hot 
with oil & wicks. Their eyes, they don’t recall 
my candled soul: “She is one to forget.”  
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MR. EDWARDS' DOG
       His coat was a mix of yellow and 

brown, and he had eyes of two 

different colors,  one blue, and one 

darkish yellow. He had been Mr.  

Edwards’ only roommate and 

companion for the past seven years,  

attending to him in the mornings 

during walks,  which people around 

were never sure were for the dog or 

the human. The animal went 

everywhere with the old man, even 

riding happily in the truck a few 

times a week, each Friday to the 

grocery store,  and each Wednesday 

evening and Sunday morning to 

church.  

       Now he was on the porch with his 

head away from the sun, sometimes 

sleeping, sometimes looking 

forlornly at the empty, cold pickup in 

the driveway. 

       Mr.  Edwards’ neighbor, a widow 

named Stella,  brought food and water 

each day to the shady side of the 

porch.  Every other day, she called the 

man’s daughter,  hoping she would 

come and take the animal home with 

her,  each time stating that animal 

control could come any day, but that 

she’d hold them off as long as they 

could.  
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       The old man’s family lived in 

Oklahoma, some ways away, but they 

could take a day to get the poor 

creature, Stella reasoned. But they 

kept trying to put it  off  until  they 

would have to come for the old man’s 

things.  In the meantime, the 

daughter hoped the dog would run 

off.  She had two kids of her own, who 

would love a pet,  but her husband 

was allergic,  and the adults were 

trying to avoid the commitment.  

      The dog stayed mostly on the porch 

for two days after the funeral,  

nibbling the food, and gulping water 

when Stella came. He licked Stella’s 

hand each time she came, and then



would go to the shadiest part of the 

porch to resume his sleep and 

mourning.  On the third day, the dog 

entered the house through the dog 

door, ignoring the black and yellow 

crime scene tape.  

       He had sniffed the area where the 

blood had pooled after the old man 

was shot.  The dog whimpered as he 

remembered the noise:  the bang, the 

grunt of the man as he stumbled 

back, the thud of him hitting the 

wood floor.  He remembered the 

second bang, and could feel  again the 

bullet whizzing past as he raced to 

get away.  He managed to hide behind 

the sofa,  and while the intruder was 

making his way through the house, 

then slipped out the dog door, and 

under the house.  

       The creature sniffed along the 

trail  of where the drops had fallen 

after the intruder,  assuming the old 

man was dead, left  him, and the old 

man hobbled toward his phone and 

dialed the police.  The cops found him 

sitting in the chair by the landline.  

The EMTs were too late,  but one 

officer heard the man ask, “Where’s 

my dog?” 

       Now the dog was laying on the 

floor beside the chair,  where he’d 

slept or kept watch many times since 

coming to live with the old man. The 

house was getting darker,  as it  was

nearing sundown, and the smell  of 

dust and blood mixed with the 

familiar odor of the man’s scent on 

the seat cushion. The dog crumbled 

into a whimpering sleep.  

       He woke to the now familiar sound 

of the widow’s footsteps crossing the 

yards and stepping onto the porch.  

His ears rose, as he expected to hear 

the old woman dropping dry food into 

one bowl and then filling the other 

from the hose at the side of the 

house.  But she sat in the old man’s 

rocking chair and sighed sadly.  

       After a minute, the dog slipped 

outside and licked her hand. She was 

not rocking, but sitting back in the 

chair,  watching the sunrise over the 

cold truck.  When she felt  the tongue 

on her fingers,  she turned her palm 

to the dog without moving her head, 

and sighed, then cooed.  

       Once the sun had come up enough 

that the roof seemed to be shooting 

them in the eyes,  the widow stood. 

“Guess you gonna live w’ me, dawg. 

Ain’t nobody coming but the Lord, 

and I  reckon He’ll  be a few more 

days.”
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MORNING ROUTINE.
As I  sit  here 
 
on the front porch— 
 
 
I  drink a cup 
 
of coffee 
 
 
                  alone 
 
 
and stare 
 
at  the rocking chair 
 
your body 
 
used to fill .  
 
 
The sun is rising 
 
and the colors should 
 
make me marvel 
 
but everything seems faded now. 
 
 
This cup of coffee 
 
no longer tastes of 
 
strawberry and milk chocolate 
 
 
and your chair 
 
is  still  here,  
 
 
                  empty.  

B Y     T A R Y N  D I X O N
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and your chair 
 
is  still  here,  
 
 
                empty.  
 
 
It  rocks 
 
with the wind 
 
instead of to you humming 
 
your favorite country song 
 
 
                                    the one you know 
 
                                                               I  hate 
 
 
but would give anything 
 
to hear again.  
 
 
As I  sit  here 
 
on the front porch— 
 
I  drink a cup 
 
of coffee 
 
 
out of your favorite mug, 
 
the purple one 
 
with little white specks 
 
something I  never quite understood, 
 
 
                                    I’m here 
 
                                    without you.  

Taryn Dixon is a graduate student at Southeastern Louisiana University and

editorial assistant at Louisiana Literature Press. 
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MEMENTO MORI

B Y   M O L L Y  B R A I N A R D  

       The minute hand on the old 

grandfather clock moved sluggishly 

to rest on the 12 and the deep 

melancholy voice called out,  

announcing the arrival of midnight.  

There was a knock on the door.  The 

man in the faded blue armchair,  

who’d been intently watching the 

time, slowly stood up.  His usually 

tanned face was ghostly pale and his 

hands trembled ever so slightly.  He 

took a moment to collect himself,    

then started towards the door.  As he 

reached for the handle,  it  turned by 

itself  and the door swung open before 

him. 

       A tall  thin figure stood there, 

silhouetted against the yellow glow 

of the porch light.  

       “Hello,  Arthur,” it  said in a voice 

like silk,  low and smooth. 

       Arthur opened his mouth to reply,  

but no sound came out.  Instead, he 

reluctantly moved aside to let the
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silhouette in.  The shadowy figure 

resolved into a man as it  came into 

the light of the house.  He wore a 

sleek, well-tailored suit;  all  black 

except for the tie,  which was a deep 

red.      

       Arthur gazed forlornly into the 

man’s well-known face.  He had a 

shock of black hair that contrasted 

sharply with his alabaster skin, dark 

brows, and thick dark lashes.  His 

eyes were the color of ice.  

       But his visage possessed an odd 

quality.  The moment you glanced 

away, you immediately forgot what 

he looked like until  you turned and 

beheld him once again.  Then, he was 

so familiar that you felt  almost 

foolish for forgetting him. 

       Arthur was experiencing this as he 

looked at the man, along with a 

strong feeling of déjà vu.  The 

combination of these two sensations 

made his head spin and he sat down 

again, closing his bloodshot eyes.  He 

rubbed his temples slowly for a few 

moments until  he heard a quiet sigh.  

Opening his eyes,  he found the man 

leaning against the clock, watching 

him. His handsome face bore a 

curious expression; a mixture of 

sadness and amusement.  

       “We made-” he began. 

       “I  know!” Arthur snapped, cutting 

him off.  “I know. We made a deal.” 

       The man’s surprise at the outburst 

dissolved into a frown. “What is it,  

Arthur?” He already knew, of course.  

       Arthur stared up at him helplessly,  

spreading his hands on his knees.  “I 

have a daughter,” he said, and his 

eyes filled with tears.  

       “Yes,” the other muttered, almost 

to himself.  

       The man had always liked Arthur.  

He was a bookish, hopeless romantic 

with a good heart.  He remembered his 

first meeting with the poor fellow. It  

had been in a hospital  room, next to a 

bed on which Shannon, Arthur’s wife,  

lay dying.  They’d been in a terrible 

car accident.  Miraculously,  Arthur, 

who had been driving, walked away 

without a scratch.  Shannon had not 

been so lucky.  She suffered from 

severe head injuries and internal 

bleeding.  The doctors had done what 

they could, but there was no way to 

save her.  

       When the man arrived, Arthur was 

sitting on the floor against the stark 

white wall,  head in his hands, 

mumbling to himself.  “Don’t take 

her.  Not yet.  Not yet.” 

       The man went softly to Shannon’s 

side and looked down at her.  He 

watched her eyelids flicker and her 

mouth twitch, as if  she were having a 

bad dream. 

       Suddenly, Arthur’s head shot up,
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his eyes wide with worry.  “Please,” 

he said hoarsely,  getting to his feet.  

“We’ve only been married for ten 

months.  Please, I’ll  do anything.” 

       The man regarded him 

thoughtfully.  Against his better 

judgment, he was considering it .  He 

really did like the boy.  He’d only 

done this a handful of times and 

those were all  centuries ago.  Perhaps 

it  would be all  right.  

       “Very well,” he said finally.  “She 

will  l ive.” Arthur’s tired, tear- 

stained face lit  up.  “But,” the man 

raised his hand, “there is one 

condition.” 

       “No problem,” Arthur replied 

eagerly.  “Whatever it  is,  I’ll  do it .” 

       “The next time I  come for her,  you 

must come as well .  No matter what.” 

       “Done,” said the boy.  Some 

condition.  They would both go out 

together.  It  was perfect.  

       But the man had seen something 

that Arthur could not.  He had seen 

the end. Yes,  they would live happily 

together for some time. But the end 

was tinged blue with melancholy.  

       When they shook on it,  Arthur felt  

a brief,  sharp pain shoot through his 

hand. He gasped and drew it  back 

quickly.  There, burning on his palm, 

was the thin outline of an hourglass.  

He gaped at it  for a few seconds until  

it  disappeared, then looked up to

question the man. But he was gone 

and Shannon was waking up, and 

every other thought fled from 

Arthur’s mind. 

       Now here he was, eight years later,  

sitting at home in his armchair,  and 

he began to feel  a faint tingling in his 

hand. Already knowing what he would 

see, Arthur turned his palm up and 

looked through blurry eyes at the 

hourglass outlined there.  It  was the 

faded white of an old scar.    

       “You knew,” he said quietly,  

contemplating his hand. “You’ve 

known ever since that day.” 

       “Yes,” the man said solemnly, “I 

have.” 

       Arthur stood. “Why didn’t you tell  

me back then?” he asked, his fingers 

curling into angry fists.  

       “That was not part of the deal,” 

the man said, his voice stern.  Then he 

softened. “What good would it  have 

done you? You have lived a happy life 

thus far.  The knowing would have 

been in your thoughts at every 

waking moment and tainted that 

happiness.  Ignorance is,  after all,  

bliss,  no?” he added with a small  

ironic smile.  

       Arthur grimaced, knowing his dark 

visitor was right.  He had lived a 

happy life.  Happier than most,  

probably,  in the short time he’d had.  

       He remembered clearly the day
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Maggie was born and the pure, 

absolute joy that he’d felt.  She had 

cried nonstop for the first five 

minutes as he’d held her in his arms. 

And then, in one miraculous moment, 

her crying ceased and she simply 

stared up at him with huge 

unblinking eyes.  Gazing back at her 

in wonder, he’d felt  his heart was 

going to burst.  Cliché as it  sounds, he 

knew in that moment that she had 

him fully and completely wrapped 

around her tiny perfect finger.  

       The man cleared his throat 

solicitously,  breaking Arthur out of 

his reverie.  The smile that had crept 

onto his face at the memory faded in 

an instant.  He ran a hand through his 

disheveled hair,  trying desperately to 

think of a way to prevent the 

inevitable.  Or at least delay it .  

Nothing was coming to mind. 

       His visitor eyed him with 

mounting pity,  hating what he was 

about to do.  But what other choice 

did he have? This was his job and it  

had to be done.  Anyway, he’d gotten 

himself into this situation.  He would 

have to stop being so lenient.  All  

right,  enough stalling.  

       “Come, Arthur,” he coaxed softly.  

“Wouldn’t you like to see Shannon 

again? Don’t you want to be with 

her?” 

       Arthur stared at him with

something like horror.  But this 

quickly subsided as images of his 

wife flashed through his mind. Not as 

she was during her last couple 

months, but before, when she’d been 

healthy.  Green eyes sparkling 

brightly,  blonde hair falling about 

her shoulders,  and a smile that could 

light up a room. She hadn’t been gone 

long at all,  but already his chest 

ached when he thought of her.  

       “That’s it,” he vaguely heard the 

man say in a saccharine voice,  lulling 

him into a daydream. “Remember her 

as she was.” 

       Arthur, in subconscious 

acquiescence, thought of the day he 

and Shannon had met.  It  was late 

July;  the 23rd to be exact.  8:30 in the
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morning and already 80 degrees.  

He’d taken a walk down to the lake to 

watch the loons and cormorants dive 

for their breakfast.  It  was cooler by 

the water.  When he first saw her,  

he’d thought she was a little girl  

from the way she was sitting; 

crouched on the soles of her feet in 

that position only children can 

manage.  As he approached he saw 

that she was not a child at all,  but a 

beautiful young woman. He stopped a 

moment in surprise.  Then he noticed 

the loon on the grass in front of her.  

The creature had somehow gotten 

itself  all  tangled up in a fishing line.  

Shannon was murmuring softly,  

trying to soothe it  as it  struggled.      

       “What’ve you got there?” 

       She jumped a little and had to 

steady herself  with a hand on the 

ground to keep from tipping over.  

Arthur reached out reflexively,  not 

quite touching her.  

       “Sorry,” he said quickly,  “didn’t 

mean to scare you.” 

       She gave him a once over,  one 

eyebrow raised suspiciously.  “You 

know, you really shouldn’t sneak up 

on people like that.” 

       He shrugged, giving her an 

apologetic half  smile,  and her 

expression softened considerably.  

She stood up and offered her hand. 

“I’m Shannon.” 

       They’d ended up freeing the loon, 

with the help of Arthur’s pocket 

knife,  and spending the rest of the 

day talking and strolling round the 

lake.  And he fell  a little more for her 

every time he looked into those green 

eyes.  

       They never lost that sparkle.  Even 

at the end, after her hair had fallen 

out and her smile had weakened, her 

eyes never changed. In a way, that 

made him sadder.  Made it  worse, 

somehow. After she got sick, 

Shannon’s eyes were the only thing 

about her that stayed the same. 

Everything else – her lack of hair,  

her body, even her voice – none of it  

was her.  But those eyes…they were 

always Shannon. Perhaps if  they had 

changed as well;  if  he hadn’t been 

reminded each time he looked into 

them that she was still  in there 

somewhere inside that frail,  skeletal  

body, it  would have been easier to 

watch her die.  Like watching a 

stranger die.  

       But they were always her.  And she 

would never be a stranger to him.   

       Arthur came back to reality with a 

jolt,  as if  he had been startled awake 

from one of those dreams in which 

one is falling and wakes up just 

before the impact.  He blinked and 

looked around, his eyes almost 

instantly locking onto the man in
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black’s.  Something passed between 

them; some unspoken 

communication.  He could not 

describe it,  but he knew what it  

meant.  It  had the feeling of finality.  

       He stood up on shaky legs, feeling 

like he was in a dream. That one 

where he was falling.  Only,  this time 

he knew he wouldn’t wake up before 

the impact.  Instead, it  would take 

him somewhere else.  Somewhere 

good, he hoped. His head was full  of 

colors he’d never seen and sounds he 

could not identify.  

       And of Shannon. She was 

everywhere, not just in his head.  She 

was in his arms and his fingertips.  

With every unsteady breath he took 

she filled his lungs.  

       He walked towards his guest,  who 

was now holding the front door open, 

smiling encouragingly.  He beckoned 

to Arthur, pulling him along gently 

with an invisible but irresistible 

force.  

       Arthur stopped in the doorway. It  

was filled with light.  Not the bright 

white light at the end of the tunnel,  

but the dull  fuzzy light of a March 

morning in England. The light was 

not what had made him pause, 

however.  It  was that he suddenly had 

the strange notion he was forgetting 

something.  Just a tiny nagging itch in 

the back of his mind. What was it?

       He thought he’d nearly put his 

finger on it  when he made the 

mistake of looking into the man’s 

eyes.  Immediately,  the thought was 

lost in those endless icy depths.  Once 

again, his only focus was Shannon 

and the doorway in front of him. It  

drew him in, like a moth to the flame. 

       The man watched gravely as 

Arthur walked forward and was 

swallowed up by the muted light.  He 

sighed wearily and was about to 

follow when he heard a small  noise 

behind him. Turning, he found a little 

blonde-haired girl  in a pink 

nightgown standing at the foot of the 

stairs.  He marveled at how much she 

resembled her mother.  

       “Where is Daddy going?” Maggie 

asked.  

       “To see your mother,” the man 

said, tilting his head to the side.  

       He stepped closer and knelt down 

in front of her.  She met his gaze 

boldly.  “Can I  go too?” 

       “Not tonight,  my dear,” he 

replied, tucking a strand of hair 

behind her ear.  “One day you will,  

but I’m afraid you’ll  have to be 

patient.” 

       “Okay,” she said simply.  

       “Go back to sleep now,” he said, 

getting to his feet and gently turning 

her around. 

       He watched her climb the stairs,
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knowing her aunt would stop by for a 

visit  in the morning and, finding her 

alone, would care for Maggie as her 

own child.  

       The grey light was familiar and 

welcoming as the man stepped 

through the door and disappeared.  

The old grandfather clock called out 

its last chime, the minute hand still  

resting on the 12.
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BLUE

They say the blue is underneath the brown 

That the brown is only a covering 

Is it true that the warm soup within your eyes 

Is sky 

Amidst the wilderness of the universe, 

Do they notice if a star is less milky 

                    Or does its destination lie 

Beneath the dark, 

To the wolfs of the blue. 

B Y   A G A M P R E E T  K A L R A  
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DARK COAT AND 
SMOKE RINGS

B Y  R A C H E L E  S A L V I N I

        It’s him .  

        I  know it’s him. I  don’t know why, 

but I’m sure.  His hair is  combed back 

and he’s smoking a cigar,  blowing 

out smoke rings.  He has big,  black 

eyes, as I’ve seen before in my 

mirror.  

       He’s young, around thirty maybe, 

wearing a long, dark coat,  and he 

seems to know what he’s doing.    

        I  don’t.  I’m only a 10-year old 

living in an orphanage and waiting 

for a freak like Johnny the Madman to 

kick by butt.  In front of him .  

        I  don’t know what he’s doing or 

what I  should do, but I  know he’s 

here for me, I  can tell .    

       But I  have to fight now. Johnny the 

Madman is getting ready.  Mr Morris 

explains the rules again, since 

Johnny is a bloody freaky fighter.  He 

always starts blowing and striking 

like crazy, no matter what.  It’s like 

he’s angry all  the time, from the 

beginning to the end of the fight.  He 

broke some chaps’ noses (including 

mine) and he smashed someone’s 

cheekbones once or twice,  so Mr 

Morris looks into his eyes as he goes 

over the rules.  Still,  I’m not sure if  

I’ll  end up with both of my nostrils 

still  working today.  

       They didn’t tell  me anything about  

him  coming today, but I  knew. Some 

days ago, Mr Morris told me to “fight 

well  on Sunday.” This morning he 

made sure I  washed my face and wore 

clean trousers.  That’s when I  knew 

that something was happening.  I  

tried to ask him, but he didn’t 

T W I S T  I N  T I M E   |   9 9

Photograph taken by Rachele Salvini at Foundling 

Hospital in London



answer.  He handed me the blue 

trousers,  which had just been washed 

for the first time in months, and 

scratched his moustache.  “Just do 

your best,” he said without looking 

at me. Then he went out of the room. 

        I  put on my trousers and took a 

deep breath.  It  was the Sunday 

boxing match, which was always a 

special  occasion for us.  I  stuck a hand 

under my old, yellowy mattress and 

took my good luck token. I  carefully 

wrapped it  around my wrist.  The 

worn out woollen scrap tickled my 

skin.  It  wasn’t a bad sensation.  Just 

familiar.  And I  longed for anything 

familiar.  Before leaving me, my dad 

told Mr Morris the scrap was all  I  

needed to be identified, one day.  

       Mr Morris’s voice brings me back 

to the boxing ring.  “Johnny, Stephen. 

Get ready to fight.” 

       He  is  still  there.  I  feel  his gaze on 

my nape, so I  turn to look at my 

enemy. I  wouldn’t say “enemy” about 

anybody else,  but Johnny has such an 

evil  look in his eyes.  I  have to end 

this fight without breaking any body 

part of mine.  Mr Morris clears his 

voice,  and I  touch the woollen scrap 

tied around my wrist.    

       “Go!” 

       As I  expected, Johnny towers over 

me and doesn’t wait before pouncing.  

He grabs my shirt with his left  hand

and raises his right fist.  It  happens in 

half  a second and I’m already up to 

surrender,  but Mr Morris stops him. 

       “Johnny, please, stick to the 

rules!” 

        I  hear the other boys screaming 

and insulting Johnny. For once, 

they’re supporting me. Everyone is 

united by their hate for The Madman. 

Everyone hopes he’ll  be defeated one 

day, but since he’s just pushed me on 

the ground and is about to give me 

his famous “nose-breaking kick”, I  

guess that day is not today.  

       “Johnny! Stick to the rules! I’ll  

kick you out!” 

        Johnny stops, panting loudly.  

       Bloody hell,  he’s a freak.  

       He looks at me like he wants to 

destroy me. I  bet his family used to 

beat him before leaving him here.  I  

don’t know, but maybe it’s true.  

       Lying down in the boxing ring, I  

glance at him .  I  catch a glimpse of his 

dark coat and the smoke rings 

coming from his cigar.  I’m sure he’s 

watching me. I  am sure he’ll  make 

something out of this fight.    

        I’d like to say I  won’t lose this 

match.  Not today.  Not now.  But I  know 

I will .  

       Mr Morris also knows. He didn’t 

tell  me to win; he told me to f ight 

well .  He knew something was 

happening, that he was going to be
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here.  But he also knew that it  is  

impossible to fight well  with Johnny 

the Madman. 

        Johnny is panting again.  Mr Morris 

is  shouting something at him, but 

I’m sure he’s not listening.  If  I  get 

up, he’ll  crush me. If  I  stay down, I’ll  

be called a craven until  the end of my 

life.  And he  will  see.  

       “Get up, lurid piece of shit!” 

Johnny shouts.  I  try to get up slowly, 

feeling my bones aching and my guts 

shaking.  Johnny grabs my arm and 

pushes me on the ground again.  He’s  

laughing .  He’s insane, towering over 

me and waiting to finish me.
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        I  can’t see anything.  I  try to open 

my eyes and catch a glimpse of the 

dark coat.  He’s surrounded by a cloud 

of smoke that penetrates into the 

boxing ring and makes my eyes 

water.  As I  l ie there, I  feel  a droplet 

of saliva land on my forehead, right 

from Johnny’s mouth.   

       He kicks my knee.  It’s so bloody 

painful I  could cry,  but I  try not to 

scream. This is not the right moment.  

Not now. Not in front of him .  Please .  

       “Johnny, you’re out!” 

        I’m desperately trying to avoid 

tears spilling out of my eyes when I  

see Mr Morris grab Johnny’s shoulder 

to take him away from the ring.  

       “You’ll  never fight again! I  

promise! This was the last time!” 

       The other boys all  look at me. I  

hear nurses approaching, but I  try to 

get up by myself.  I  gaze up at Mr 

Morris and then at him .  

       But my father’s dark coat and 

smoke rings are nowhere to be seen.
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HER LEFT EYE
Would always tear.  
In moments 
Of subtle joy, 
Or ecstatic hope.  
A slow rolling tear 
Creating a single make-up 
Line smear 
That only I  knew. 
 
After an erotic 
Sexual release, 
Her right eye 
Would sparkle glow 
Creating the 
Magical oxymoron 
We became. 
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THE 
ACCOUNTANT

B Y   C H R I S T I E  B .  C O C H R E L L

       Once upon a time (though he 

couldn’t have said which, anymore) 

there was an accountant,  much like 

any accountant anywhere, from the 

days of the ancient Chinese with their 

beaded abacuses and nimble fingers 

to the futuristic post-postmodern 

age where sleek uninteresting 

machines take care of all  those 

numbers for you.  But this accountant 

didn’t see himself like all  the others,  

in their gray ranks, in their cold gray 

institutional halls,  stretching from 

one millennium to one far distant.  He 

was unique among the men of 

numbers, the numberless men.   

       He paraded his difference through 

small  defiances, doing things 

contrary to how others did them. He 

rolled his shirt cuffs inward, not out.  

He sold Amway, instead of sitting 

idly at Starbucks with a laptop and 

whey latte or whatever trendy thing 

the Silicon Valley droves—drones—
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were drinking these days.  He ate a 

liverwurst sandwich every lunchtime 

in his blue Pontiac sedan, alone, in 

the soothing half-light of the 

Forsythe parking garage, instead of 

walking over to the bookstore or to 

Jamba Juice like everybody else on 

campus.  He got to the office extra 

early to beat the worst of the traffic 

swarming over the Dumbarton from 

Milpitas,  while all  his coworkers 

including his malicious boy assistant 

dribbled in at nine o’clock or later.  

Slackers and losers all!      

       And after lining his ledgers up 

exactly with the left  edge of his desk, 

and highlighting the most interesting 

numbers on the daily sales printout 

in a nice cheerful yellow, ignoring 

the view out his corner windows of 

Stanford’s dime-a-dozen red tile 

roofs,  he’d sit  back with a little 

flounce of derring-do, and with a 

smile no one who worked with him 

would ever in a million years have 

recognized, let  himself think back to 

the day in 1493, on the rain-worn 

banks of the Arno River just beyond 

the bridge of the gold merchants’ 

shops, when he first set eyes on the 

love of his life—of all  his lives to 

come, in fact—the pasta-maker’s 

second-oldest daughter,  Linda.  

       A sighting no less momentous than 

that in May, 1275, when in that same

City of Flowers what’s-his-name, 

that Alleghieri  fellow, espied his 

Beatrice for the first time—typically 

claiming all  of the attention.  

                                           ___ 

       He had been so near the verge of 

greatness in those days, of achieving 

lasting fame as an accountant’s 

accountant,  a Renaissance Man’s 

Renaissance Man. He was thirty-five 

again, in love, with most of his lives 

still  ahead of him, and no 

premonition of the ignominy that lay 

in wait for him millennia later in that 

monotonous place, the so-called New 

World, which that Genovese nobody 

Cristoforo Columbus had discovered, 

purely by accident,  the previous year.  

        Just months before his heart’s 

fatal  piercing by Cupid, he had stolen 

a peek at some fragments of an 

account book of a Florentine banker 

nearly two hundred years dead, which 

offered wondrous things—much more 

so than the alchemies others were 

practicing, or the flying machines 

that Leonardo the crazy vegetarian 

had been drawing for some years 

now. A revolutionary system of 

bookkeeping that would astonish the 

world! It  was rumored that one 

Benedetto Cotrugli,  a Ragusan 

merchant,  one of those smarmy 

diplomats in the Kingdom of Naples,  

had been sitting on an unpublished
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manuscript on this double entry 

system for decades, but Carlo (as our 

accountant was called then) was 

feverishly working on his own book, 

scribbling nights with the ink of a 

hundred squid—taking the calamari 

out of the mouths of babes, he told 

himself with his god given gift  for a 

colorful phrase—and was determined 

that he’d publish first,  by means of 

that marvelous recent invention of 

the German’s,  moveable type.  What 

an age he lived in,  this time! How 

proud of him bella  Linda would be 

when he joined the ranks of the 

great,  i  grandi!  What a fine spaghetti  

feast would be had! 

       Little,  alas,  did he know of the 

twist of fate that would make Luca 

Pacioli,  the upstart friar from Borgo 

San Sepulcro, famous forever after— 

and Carlo himself not the Father of 

Double Entry Bookkeeping, but the 

Cuckolded-Lover of Double Entry 

Bookkeeping, cheated out of his 

legitimate offspring.  And,  as a 

consequence, of the woman he loved.  

                                          ___ 

        It  had, of course, been ever thus.  

Why was he doomed to oblivion in 

every one of his lives,  to being not 

the one to make history but the one 

to have missed making history by a 

damnable hair’s breadth?

 

       Back in the Middle Pleistocene it  

was his—Bogdan’s—boyish love of 

chasing after wooly mammoths that 

cost him his immortality.  He had no 

hand in the first instance of human 

counting that the archaeologists 

would someday uncover,  amazed. 

While everybody else there in Siberia 

was busily making notches on bones, 

Bogdan couldn’t be bothered.  He 

found it  exceedingly boring to make 

notches, and would always be 

running off instead in heady pursuit 

of those big captivating creatures 

that seemed not to want to stand still  

to be petted.  So nothing of his agile 

mind, well  advanced for its time, 

survived beyond prehistory.  

 

        In Mesopotamia 10,000 years ago, 

it  was witchcraft that did him in.  The 

son of a Sumerian turnip farmer, a 

dreamy boy more interested in 

decorating pots with cedar oil  paint,  

he—Akalamdug—died tragically early 

when a demon became trapped in his 

body and tried to eat its way out.  As 

was the practice then, a lamb was 

placed next to him in hopes that the 

demon would be enticed into the 

lamb, which they would then butcher,  

but the cure didn’t work—and the 

very next week the Sumerians were to 

announce they had developed the
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first system of abstract numerical 

representation.  Young Akalamdug 

and his friends had been playing 

around with possibilities all  summer, 

trying to keep track of all  those 

turnips.  Of course the friends got the 

credit.  

 

       During the First Dynasty of 

Babylonia his chance at fame was lost 

thanks to a pigheaded old man. In 

that second millennium BC he— 

Nigsummulugal—had been a 

dedicated scribe in the great center 

of commerce and banking between 

the Tigris and Euphrates Rivers,  but 

his Uncle Puzur-Ishtar,  in one of his 

monumental snits,  refused to take 

him with him the day they were 

codifying the renowned Code of 

Hammurabi.  Nigsummulugal had to  

follow  the code, sure, whenever he 

was sought out at the gates of the 

city to record important 

transactions, since it  had made 

recordkeeping a legal requirement 

(unbreakable not just for the rulers 

but for the gods themselves).  But 

every day he fumed and glowered as 

he molded the moist clay for 

recording whatever stupid agreement 

the contracting parties reached, 

taking an imprint of their amulets as 

signature before drying the tablet in 

his kiln.  He was only a glorified   

potter,  while the real glory and the 

line in Wikipedia again went to 

others.  

 

        In 640 BC, when Indians were first 

using the glyph “0,” he—Aapo— 

found himself living in northeastern 

Finland, so his contribution to the 

invention of zero  was just that.  

 

        In 1130 AD, having been born 

under a fractionally luckier star,  he 
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He highlighted another number with 

his usual incisive show of character,  

and thought how he was going to 

show them all  this time. How he 

would rise,  triumphant, above the 

petty minds and indignations he was 

being forced to suffer in this 

benighted lifetime (like having his 

liverwurst sandwich pounded to a 

pulp by his scoundrelly boy assistant 

Julio when the rapscallion didn’t 

think he was watching).    

       Across campus the famous 

Stanford Yacht Scandal was being 

uncovered, dollar by dirty dollar,  by a 

bevy of overpaid auditors;  and here, 

in the fusty air of the Language 

Institute Press,  where he’d found an 

insultingly underpaid job a month 

ago, Cyril  was singlehandedly 

preparing to bring to the light of day 

an even more heinous fraud—one 

that would rock the centuries of 

scholarly publishing.     

 

        If  only he could keep his mind on 

his books!     

       He’d called a meeting on Tuesday 

at 10:30 with the Italian Studies 

editor,  just back from a four-week 

business trip to Italy.  He was ready to 

question her severely about her 

expense reports,  and several 

outrageously high advances to 

authors and translators of such
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first surviving accounting record in 

the English language, the Great Roll  

of the Exchequer.  His handwriting 

was so bad, though, due to a grouse- 

hunting accident outside Hexham in 

his early teens, that Ealdfrith’s 

sections were all  excised from the 

roll  and reassigned. 

 

       Another accident in ancient Peru 

in the 15th century left  him— 

Aucapoma—unable to knot the 

strings of varying colors and lengths 

known as khipu, the ledger books of 

the Inka Empire,  and the khipu- 

keeper of the palace had him 

executed with a flint axe.  

 

       When the Chartered Accountant 

was initiated in Scotland on July 6,  

1854, our Crannog was conspicuously 

absent from the proceedings.  Still  

reeling from the loss of his Linda in 

his previous, Florentine incarnation, 

thanks to that damnable Pacioli,  he’d 

defiantly studied instead to be a 

whiskey brewer, and spent his whole 

adulthood feeling properly dour 

amidst the misty peat bogs of the Isle 

of Islay.  

                                  ____ 

        It  was a sad account,  but the 

accountant presently known as Cyril  

Ames refused to let it  keep him down. 



marbled silk scarf.  Deep blue, Linda’s 

favorite color.  How could he say that 

in her Italian absence he’d been 

suspecting her of fraud? How could 

he accuse his newly re-encountered  

inamorata?     

       He must have been mad even to 

think that there was something 

underhanded going on.  The 

discrepancies he’d found between the 

published books and the advances 

(sometimes paid two or three times) 

could surely be explained some other 

way.  And certainly one could not 

skimp on a business trip to Italy.  One  

needed  150,000 l ire  bottles of 

prosecco, and to replace one’s shoes 

with fine leather to meet important 

Milanese philosophers.  One obviously 

couldn’t stay in fleabag pensioni,  or 

refuse to eat at l’Enoteca Pinciorri  on 

the ancient Via Ghibellina (which 

Carlo had walked so many times) or 

to take side trips to the Amalfi  Coast 

to chase down a recalcitrant indexer.  

Though he had to admit that she had 

kept her fawn brown eye 

determinedly out for golden 

opportunities when they’d last met in 

the City of the Medici,  Linda in her 

present incarnation as the bookish 

Ellen Arthur was clearly only 

hardworking and dedicated to her 

job.  

       So it  made perfect sense that she
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works as The Use of  Commas in Dante’s  

Later Work  and Papal Bull :  Popes of  the 

Counter-Reformation and Their  Boasts .  

But questions and severity were not 

to be.  The minute he walked into her 

office,  a sea of manuscript boxes, he 

reeled—recognizing the strapping 

young editor as none other than his 

lovely Linda, at last reborn.  He’d 

looked for her fruitlessly in Scotland, 

and then during another uneventful 

stint keeping the books for a fly-in 

safari  company in the Okavango 

Swamps of Botswana in the years 

leading up to World War I,  and had 

been devastated not to find her.  Now 

here she was, sitting in front of him 

in Palo Alto,  California,  looking 

quizzical!  

       “Linda!” 

       “Ellen.  Ellen Arthur.” She 

appeared not to recognize him. The 

light of love did not kindle in her fine 

brown eyes as it  did in his myopic 

ones (for which he wore corrective 

lenses).  

       “What did you want?” She tapped 

a pile of papers impatiently—as was 

his Linda’s wont—with a pencil .  

       Cyril  stammered something 

incoherent,  gazing like a spaniel  into 

her lovely frowning face, and sinking 

helplessly into a manuscript-free 

chair beside her wildly cluttered desk 

on whose back was tossed a luxurious



should hurry him out of her office,  

embarking brusquely on a search for 

her phone amidst the admirable 

clutter—o bello disordine!—that was 

her desktop.  He had to rush off to a 

tedious book launch in any case, so 

he just wiggled his yellow-tipped 

fingers at her coyly as he left  the 

sun-drenched realm of joy for the 

dim, dreary halls of academe. 

 

       Finding Linda again completely 

changed Cyril’s life,  his lives.  

       He took to wearing a jaunty mauve 

Camiceria Etrusca sportshirt.  

       He bought a marbelled 

Montegrappa pen to replace his 

yellow highlighter (only sorry he 

couldn’t on his Stanford pittance

afford the sterling silver Thrilla in 

Manilla fountain pen set).  

       He peppered his presentations at 

launch meetings with Italian 

aphorisms. Mysterious profundities 

like “A carne ‘a sotto e ‘e maccarune 

‘ncoppa” (Meat goes underneath and 

macaroni on the top);  or “A cervella è 

‘na sfoglia ‘e cipolle” (The brain is 

the peel of the onion),  which made 

his colleagues gaze at him with 

wonder, even if  Linda—“Ellen!”— 

frowned at him distractedly over her 

book plan and said nothing more to 

him than to demand that he price the 

forthcoming Gerolamo Emilio Gerini:  

 Diplomat,  Geographer,  Orientalist ,  

Archaeologist,  Ethnologist,  Linguist,  

and Historian  under $24.95, so as not 

to discourage the general reader.  

        Instead of his lunch in the parking 

garage he zoomed off every day on a 

little red vespa he’d spotted on 

Craigslist  to A.G.  Ferrari,  where he 

bought assorted pastas to woo his 

refound darling with—quill  shaped  

penne  rigate,  straw-like fusil l i  

Napolitani,  l ittle curled riccioli,  

farfalle  l ike sporty bow ties,  hollow  

bucatini,  and of course his favorite,  

strozzapreti—the “priest chokers.” 

(If  only he could have choked that 

wicked priest-substitute Luca Pacioli  

back in Florence!) And tempting 

sauces, from pesto to porcini to
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crema  with the aroma of truffles.  

       But the change was not all  happy.  

Bit  by bit  Cyril,  who’d been for all  his 

lives the honorable man of numbers, 

living proudly by the golden code, 

was persuaded after much soul- 

searching and tormented nights 

without sleep to leave aside his 

convictions, to look the other way or 

turn a blind eye as he’d always 

scorned others doing.  Before the 

summer was over he had become 

consenting partner to the irresistible 

young editor’s deceptions, her 

extravagant—even breathtaking— 

abuses of the Language Institute 

budget,  which he couldn’t dream 

anymore of disclosing to the world 

with a dramatic flourish.  He was 

determined he would keep her lovely 

name from scandal—however often 

she denied it  was Linda! 

       And in the new fiscal year,  

convinced that he would win her love 

this time, by proving his deathless 

devotion (unlike that flighty friar 

with the short attention span she’d 

left  him for in Florence!),  he turned 

his uncommon talents to abetting 

and concealing.  He felt  unfamiliar 

and unholy delight at the delicious 

thought of drawing the porcine minds 

of the university accountants and any 

potential  auditors off  after red 

herrings—aringhi rossi—though of 

course every auditor in the greater 

Stanford area was tied up with yachts 

and cottages at Tahoe for the 

foreseeable future.  

       He kept Julio,  his annoyingly 

curious assistant,  constantly 

occupied with busy-work, with 

photocopying and filing invoices and 

petty cash disbursements, so he 

wouldn’t find his keen young mind 

wondering at those cooked or 

undercooked numbers in the editorial  

expense accounts.  So he wouldn’t 

notice that they were overpaying 

their Italian translators thousands of 

dollars,  millions upon millions of  

l ire,  paying for translations that 

somehow never happened, and 

making bimonthly trips to Italy to 

meet with nonexistent authors and 

high-flying series editors.  

       Cyril  burbled with optimism, with 

Faustian self-confidence.  He would 

become famous at last.  Not,  as he’d 

hoped misguidedly before, for his 

ability to lead, to head the dogged 

pack that nipped forever at his tender 

heels,  but for his ability to mislead!   

 

       He rose at dawn one joyful 

Tuesday in November, the Year of our 

Lord 1991.  Linda had just returned 

again from Milan, and would be back 

in the office later that morning.  Cyril  

would leave a package of artisan
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squid ink linguine on her desk, atop 

the highest stack of manuscript 

boxes, and a 28-piece box of Baci 

(kisses in their silver and deep blue 

foil,  the colors of a Florentine night 

sky).  He would sidle in a few minutes 

after she found them, and declare his 

love—show her the quarterly 

accounting statement that was its 

finest demonstration, the exquisitely 

terrible betrayal of his time-honored 

ideals.  He’d be wearing his jaunty 

mauve shirt,  smelling deliciously of 

Acqua Di Parma Colonia Assoluta.  He 

knew he couldn’t lose.  

       Arriving even earlier than usual on 

the still-deserted campus, the 

students all  off  in their gruesome 

little dorm rooms sleeping the 

untroubled sleep of the entitled rich, 

he let himself into the silent 

Language Institute building, and 

glided down the hall,  laden with 

gifts,  to Linda’s office.  He slipped 

open the door with a key that he’d 

had made.  Then—oh, astonishment! 

oh, horror!—dropped everything with 

a tremendous clatter just inside the 

door, physically stunned and 

emotionally reeling.  He’d caught his 

delicate flower of womanhood with 

his unspeakably common assistant 

Julio,  in f lagrante delicto  as they say 

in Italy—have said since the time of 

the Romans.

       “But you don’t understand, damn 

you–” he howled in agony at the 

young man who grinned up hardly 

flustered from the rug at him, the 

hand-knotted silk Roubini rug she’d 

brought back from a recent trip (and 

he had entered in the books as 

“corrections in typesetting”).  “She is 

my Linda!” The tears burned hotly in 

his eyes,  blurring though not enough 

the sorry, seamy scene of the before- 

hours tryst.  

       “Yours,  you say?” the shameless 

fellow mocked him. “How do you 

figure that? You’ve rather grabbed 

the wrong end of the stick—ha capito 

fischi  per f iaschi—non è vero?” Linda 

—Ellen—was struggling into her 

skirt  and merino sweater.  

       “What do you know, you miserable 

lackey?” Cyril  howled again, in his 

agitation not stopping to wonder why 

his assistant was quoting Italian at 

him. “What can you know of love that 

overleaps the ages? Love that is a 

mighty flame, that followeth a tiny 

spark?” (Dante would have to do; he 

couldn’t be expected to be a word- as 

well  as number-smith.) 

       “What indeed, Carlo mio?” said the 

boy, laughing as he lazily drew his 

Stanford “The Farm” t-shirt across 

his nakedness, flaunting his youth, 

his perfection.  “Have you really not 

recognized me, all  this time? It
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seems you’ve gotten a bit  

nearsighted, my friend. Maybe the 

face is blurry, but you surely can’t 

have forgotten the name I  went by 

last—it’s famous, after all .  Shall  I  

remind you? Con piacere,  padrone .  

Luca, at your service.  Fra Luca 

Bartolomeo Pacioli!  Great to see you 

again.” 
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ENIGMA
B Y     G R O V E  K O G E R

Having arrived at last 
you will  never have left,  
 
will  you? 
 
And those spires 
dancing in the afternoon heat 
are the spires of 
the palace of dreams, 
 
aren’t they? 
 
And the deserted quay, 
and the empty sky, 
and the boats drawn up 
in the sand, 
 
the gale forever 
threatening, forever receding— 
 
they all,  all  appear 
on the stamp on the letter 
you mailed yourself  
last night in your sleep, 
 
don’t they? 
 
Didn’t they? 
 
Won’t they? 
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POINT BLANK

B Y  P A I G E  B A G B Y

 

 

       After a lengthy application process 

that involved background checks 

spanning lifetimes he had never 

experienced, Cal received his license.  

This took the form of a device that 

appeared to be a white pocket watch 

with no discernable features on the 

face whatsoever.  With some time, he 

learned how it  worked, mostly by 

reading the little instruction manual 

it  had come with.  He was a rare 

fellow in that way.  With that license, 

Cal would be allowed to travel 

through space and time and 

experience all  the wonders that such 

a privilege incurs.  

       His first jaunt through time was to 

discover whether or not his 

childhood dog, Gooey, had, in fact,  

gone to live on a farm while Cal had 

been in school one day or if  he’d died 

in a bloody heap on the side of the
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after failing to step out of the path of 

an oncoming tractor.  

       He did not delve into the secrets of 

his past after that.  

       When his work as an IT 

professional at a local advertising 

firm proved to be too dull,  he would 

take a break out of his day to stroll  

through a Civil  War battlefield in one 

plane of existence or another.  Or he 

would go investigate the newest 

happenings in the Amazon. The 

evenings he spent on his own were 

passed watching the robotic Old West 

unfold before him or a particularly 

entertaining battle among the Greek 

islands.  

       When he was not alone, he was in 

the company of his beloved girlfriend 

with whom he had a pleasant and 

healthy relationship.  

       Shortly after he received the 

license, on the twenty-third of June, 

thirty-four minutes past five in the 

afternoon, she was struck and killed 

by the truck of a local beet farmer.  

       But I  digress.  

       At this point,  Candace Styles was 

cowering in the middle of Pike Street,  

screaming a shrill  scream while the 

man who had dragged her to her 

death stood over her.  He still  had her 

arm clutched firmly in his hand. 

       As she cowered and screamed, the 

logical  part of her mind, which had

been shoved quite unceremoniously 

to a lesser region of her conscience, 

was struck by the lack of noise 

around her and the unsettling 

amount of time between her noticing 

the truck and the truck’s inevitable 

contact with her body.  The illogical  

part of her mind in charge of 

panicking during dangerous 

situations continued its job with 

aplomb. 

       During one of those brief pauses 

when Candace took a breath, Cal took 

the opportunity to speak.  

       “Will  you stop screaming? There’s 

nothing here.” 

       Candace, who’d closed her eyes to 

avoid witnessing her own limbs 

flying around her during the impact,  

was struck with the desire to inform 

this stranger that screaming was the 

proper response to her situation.  

However,  when she looked up at him 

to point this out,  she noticed that 

instead of five-thirty-four (or about 

that time, she was certain) in the 

afternoon, it  appeared to be closer to 

nine or ten o’clock in the evening.  

       With this revelation, she stopped 

her noise-making and inspected her 

surroundings.  It  was then that she 

realized there was no longer a truck 

rushing toward her.  In fact,  the 

streets were quite empty at this 

point.  She yanked her arm from of
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Cal’s grasp and stood so rapidly that 

she was struck with the sensation 

that maybe she was the one spinning 

and the earth beneath her was quite 

still .  

       “What’s happening?” she 

demanded once her inner ear 

regained control of the situation.  

“Where’s the truck? Why is it  dark? 

Who are you?” 

       Cal  was uncertain whether 

answering any of those questions 

would do any good. Having 

accomplished his fool’s errand, he 

realized that perhaps Brigstein had 

been right and that he should have 

abandoned his journey long ago.  Now 

that Candace stood before him whole 

and well,  he realized he didn’t know 

what to do.  He started by looking 

down at his watch.  

       Ten-thirteen in the evening, June 

the twenty-third.  

       The time and date were not the 

only pieces of information he 

gathered from the device.  He felt  it  

vibrating in the sort of way that 

suggested he ought to do something 

with it .  

       “Stop looking at your watch and 

tell  me what’s happening,” Candace 

demanded. 

       Cal  ignored her and set the watch 

flat on his sweaty palm, pressing the 

button at the top which normally

would open the door.  Rather than it’s 

original purpose, the button served 

to activate the device’s holograph 

system. The system projected a 

miniature version of a man, 

Brigstein, just above the white 

surface amidst a tiny, self-contained 

cloud of particles.      

       “Hello,  Cal,” Brigstein said.  

       His smile was no longer present.  

       “Hello,  Brigstein,” Cal said.  

       Both men ignored the fresh wave 

of noise that came from Candace.  

       “That was an interesting thing 

that you did back there.” 

       “Yes.” 

       “This is already quite the mess.” 

       “I  don’t doubt it .” 

       “They’ll  be after you 

momentarily.” 

       “They’re right to do so.” 

        In this instance, “They” is more 

commonly known as the Protectorate,  

at  least amongst time and space 

travelers.  Johnny Law. Time police.  

Hardly the people to irritate by 

disrupting the flow of time and 

exactly the people that Cal had 

crossed.  

       “You should bring her back now 

while you still  have time.” 

       Cal  hesitated to respond. He 

looked through Mini-Brigstein to 

Candace, who was staring at the 

hologram with the kind of bemused
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expression worn by most children 

when they’ve violently sneezed or 

hiccoughed for the first time. 

       “Cal,” Brigstein said.  

       Cal  did not respond. He had a live 

Candace at last,  but one that was 

supposed to be dead.  She was in the 

wrong timeline.  She didn’t carry a 

license.  And now she was screaming 

at him, demanding to go home, to 

have this whole terrible situation 

explained to her.  The noise was 

making it  far more difficult  for Cal to 

do any thinking.  

       Brigstein’s pacing resumed. He 

had an urgent expression, but before 

he could disclose whatever 

information he held, a sudden 

whoosh and crackle from behind 

distracted Cal even further.  

       Then another voice made up his 

mind for him. 

       “Calvin Brigstein, don’t move.” 

       Cal’s heart sank.  No good ever 

came from an order like that.  

       Candace looked at the person 

behind Cal.  Her expression fell  before 

she could heap any abuse upon that 

person however.  Once again, Cal felt  

the stirrings of an incredibly stupid 

idea within him, and unable to see 

any good coming from doing as the 

scary person ordered, he acted upon 

it .  

       Cal  snapped his fingers shut over

the watch, sending Brigstein fizzling 

away in a haze of pale blue light.  

       “I  said don’t move.” 

       He moved. 

       Candace babbled something as Cal 

scooped her up and ran.  He activated 

the watch.  Just before the void 

engulfed them, Cal looked over his 

shoulder and saw the Protectorate 

Officer,  a wall  of a man in a dark gray 

uniform, aiming his unreasonably 

sized weapon at Cal.  
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       “Great,” Cal said.  

       And the officer shot him.   

 

 

 

       Calvin Brigstein was thrilled to 

have lived a fairly normal life up to 

this point.  He was fine with people 

calling him Brigs as a nickname. He 

reveled in the ordinary little 

apartment he shared with his 

considerate roommate, although the 

fellow had recently fallen into a sort 

of depression due to the sudden 

passing of his beloved girlfriend. 

That would pass with time. 

       Brigs was not,  however,  okay with 

someone knocking on his door at 

around ten-thirty on one June 

evening.  He was still  awake, and he 

had no problems with late visitors as 

long as they didn’t overstay their 

welcome. This time was different 

since he found himself covered in his 

own blood. 

       Brigs stared at the offending 

version of himself.  They were both 

identical  except for the one standing 

outside his door had an unpleasant 

chest wound–judging from the 

location, it  was accompanied by a 

punctured lung–that was bleeding 

profusely.  As if  coughing up blood 

onto one’s host were all  the 

invitation needed, the ruined Calvin 

hobbled into the apartment with the 

help of a wide-eyed brunette.  There 

was something familiar about her to 

Brigs.  

       She led the injured Calvin to a 

chair and deposited him there.  

       “What on Earth do you think 

you’re doing?” Brigs demanded. 

       “Guns!” the woman shrieked.  

“Guns, and blood, and that truck!” 

       “Coherently,  please.” 

       “That maniac kidnapped me!” 

       Brigs glanced at the bloody Calvin 

and rolled his eyes.  

       “He’s not the maniac, ma’am. I’ve 

seen this one before.  The only person 

he can hurt is himself.” 

       This observation served to 

reinforce Candace’s firm belief that 

she had somehow fallen into the 

presence of insane people or that she 

had gone insane herself.  How else 

could she possibly find herself  

surrounded by copies of the same 

person? 

       “What do you call  yourself,  

again?” Brigs asked, addressing the 

fellow in the chair.  

       “Cal,” he spluttered.  A fresh 

rivulet of blood dribbled from the 

corner of his mouth to the floor.  

       “Oh gosh, I  really wish you’d put 

him on the linoleum. I’m never 

getting this out of the carpet.” Brigs 

shook his head and rolled his eyes.
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“Fine, Cal.  I’m Brigs.  Now why are 

you here?” 

       “Got shot,” Cal replied.  He used 

the sort of tone that suggested his 

intent should be fairly obvious.  

       “And you came to my apartment 

instead of going to a hospital?” 

       “In the neighborhood.” 

       “Naturally.”   

       Brigs looked at Candace.  She had 

retreated to a corner where she was 

muttering to herself.  He was about to 

move on to the unpleasant task of 

removing the bloody Cal from his 

apartment when is gaze landed on a 

picture on the wall .  It  was of his 

mourning roommate’s late girlfriend. 

He felt  an eyelid twitched at the 

sight.  

       “Get out,” Brigs said.  His voice 

was that dangerous sort of calm. 

“Now.” 

       “I  need help.” Every word Cal 

spoke was ragged. 

       “Then tell  me who shot you.” 

       Cal  chose that moment to fall  

silent,  partially because he was 

struck by the sudden whim to expire 

on Brigs’s carpet and partially 

because he knew that Brigs wouldn’t 

like the answer.  He was under the 

impression that few people liked his 

excuses these days.  

       Candace didn’t share in Cal’s 

desire for self-preservation.

       “This guy appeared out of 

nowhere,” she said.  “His gun was 

gigantic.  And he pointed it  at  us! And 

then .  .  .  and then. .  .  .  We wound up 

here somehow. And the guy was gone.  

And that one was bleeding.” 

       Brigs shuddered.  “The 

Protectorate,” he said.  “Absolutely 

not.  I  will  not harbor fugitives.” 

       “Can’t find me,” Cal said,  

slumping a little lower in the chair.  

       “Of course they can find you.  The 

only way they couldn’t is  if–” and 

then Brigs fell  silent.  He gave Cal a 

searching stare.  “You tampered with 

your license.  I  ought to report you 

right now.” 

       Brigs reached for his own faceless 

watch when a clipped, slightly British 

accented voice made him pause.  

       “I  would appreciate you not doing 

that.” 

       At this point,  Cal was seeing 

multiples of everything, so when he 

tried to focus on Brigs,  he thought he 

was seeing four or five different 

versions of himself standing there.  

For a brief moment, his sight cleared 

enough for him to make sense of the 

image: Brigstein holding a gun to 

Brigs’s head.  Then the sight split  

back into an orgy of confusion. 

       “There are three of you now?” 

Candace said.  

       “How did you get in here?” Brigs
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demanded. He pulled his hand out of 

his pocket,  devoid of watch.  

       “That’s a ridiculous question, and 

you know it,” Brigstein replied.  

       “Found me,” Cal said.  He looked at 

Brigstein with the sort of grateful 

expression that the mostly dead wear 

when they still  think they have a 

chance.  

       “Be glad it’s only me,” Brigstein 

said.  “You,” he said, looking to 

Candace.  She had once again fallen 

into a state of bemused staring.  “Take 

this gun and blow his head off if  he

does anything scary-looking.  

Especially if  it  involves his watch.” 

       Candace moved in slow motion, 

like she was expecting Brigstein to be 

pulling a trick.  Brigs made no 

attempt to move in this time. He felt  

the barrel  of the gun shaking against 

the back of his head.  He found it  

prudent to remain still .  

       Brigstein then took the liberty of 

inspecting Cal.  “My, this looks 

painful,” he said.  He prodded around 

the wound on Cal’s chest,  resulting in 

a pitiful  gurgle from Cal.  “I suppose 

if  you’d listened to me, this wouldn’t 

have happened.” 

        If  it  weren’t for the large hole and 

his inability to speak, Cal would most 

likely have responded with some sort 

of snarky comment, but since he 

lacked any such capability,  he had to 

be satisfied with a faint,  pleading 

wheeze.  

       Brigstein smiled.  “You act as if  

you’re dying.” 

       Brigstein pulled out his watch and 

pressed a small  button on the side of 

the device.  Rather than the hologram, 

this button created a green light 

which bathed Cal’s oozing wound. 

There was a small  puff of dust from 

the watch that seemed drawn to the 

hole.  Some minutes passed, during 

which the wound started to shrink.  

The skin seemed to mend itself,  and
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the large bruise beneath faded.  The 

rattle in Cal’s breathing disappeared, 

and he coughed the little cloud from 

his rusting mouth. The cloud returned 

to its hidden compartment without 

further action.  

       “There,” Brigstein said, stowing 

the watch.  “Now will  you stop being 

so dramatic?” 

       “Of course,” Cal said.  He shot a 

dark stare at Brigstein and struggled 

to his feet.  

       “That’s what I  l ike to hear.” 

Brigstein’s toothy smile returned, and 

he looked around the room. “Now, we 

ought to go before you get shot again.  

Candace, darling, if  you’ll  return my 

gun, I’ll  take you home, and we can be 

done with this whole debacle.” 

       At the mention of Candace’s name, 

there came a frantic shout from 

somewhere else in the apartment.  

Surprised, Cal jumped and collapsed 

onto Birgstein’s shoulder,  his face 

twisted with pain.  

       “Mark, you boob, you were awake 

this whole time?” Brigs shouted.  “Call  

the police!” 

       Startled by the sudden shouting, 

Candace followed Brigstein’s 

instructions and pulled the trigger.  

Brigstein, however,  had neglected to 

mention to anyone at all  that the 

safety was on, so she did no more 

damage than to bruise the inside of

her finger from pulling so hard.  

Brigstein leapt forward and tackled 

both Candace and Brigs to the 

ground. Cal,  who had not regained his 

footing by that time, flopped over.  

      “I  thought I  was dreaming when I  

heard your voice again,” the absentee 

roommate called.  “Candace, where 

are you?” 

      Mark, draped in an untied bathrobe 

and wild-eyed, staggered into the 

living room. He found nothing but a 

nasty blood stain on the carpet.  

 

 

 

       Due to the relative fragility of time 

and space as well  as the minute 

complexity of the device itself,  a 

traveler’s license only allows the 

holder to travel across one plane of 

existence at any given time. In 

essence, one can move about in time, 

or one can move about in space, but 

one cannot,  which scrambling his 

own atoms or potentially tangling 

timelines, do both at the same time. 

It  is  for this reason that the four 

removed themselves from Brigs’s 

apartment to another nearly identical  

living space, sans Cal’s blood.  It  was, 

however,  the same time of night,  so 

the unexpected appearance of four 

beleaguered time travelers was met 

with surprise from the two additional 
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versions of Calvin Brigstein who 

found their evening suddenly intruded 

upon. 

       The first version, who preferred to 

go by Kal,  stood from the sofa,  her 

hair disheveled and her eyes blazing.  

“The hell?” she demanded, glaring at 

the several masculine versions of 

herself.  

       The second, Calvyn, remained 

prone and wore the kind of expression 

one normally wears after being caught 

doing something shameful.  

       “Pardon the intrusion,” Brigstein 

said.  In a neat motion, he plucked 

Brigs’s license from his hands and 

slipped it  into a pocket.  “We’ll  be out 

of your hair in a moment.” 

       Brigstein then removed the gun 

Candace was still  cradling with 

shaking hands and aimed it  deftly at 

Brigs.  Staring down the barrel  of a 

.45, Brigs decayed into desperate 

pleading.  

       “Hold on,” Cal said,  grabbing 

Brigstein’s arm and thrusting it  down 

toward the floor.  “You can’t just kill  

him.” 

       “I  assure you that I  can,” Brigstein 

replied.  

       “Uh, no,” Kal said,  advancing on 

Brigstein.  “No one’s shooting 

anyone.” She yanked the gun from his 

hand and backed away, glaring around 

at her unwanted guests.  She stared at

Candace for a moment before a look 

of shock finally manifested itself  

upon her face.  “Candace!”   

       Candace, who had been in the 

process of raising her hands and 

backing away from Brigstein, blinked 

at the mention of her name and 

seemed to come to terms with the 

ever-growing gang of identical  

kidnappers she was surrounded by.  

She gave Kal an empty sort of look 

until  recognition slapped itself  

across her face and she lunged, 

wrapping her arms around the other 

woman. 

       “Oh my gosh, is it  really you?” 

Candace said.  “Kal,  what’s going on 

here?” 

       At this point it  will  be helpful to 

mention that Kal is  from this 

particular Candace’s timeline and 

happened to have taken the day off 

from work at a particular advertising 

company to visit  with her,  ahem, 

traveling companion. 

       “No, the question is what are you 

doing here?” Kal said.  She glared 

accusingly at the three guilty 

versions of herself  as she tried to 

calm the still  frantic Candace.  

       “These criminals did it,” Brigs 

said.  His voice was frantic as if  he 

had only recently been threatened by 

several people with a gun. “They took 

that girl  from her timeline.”
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       Kal narrowed her eyes further,  if  

that were possible,  and fixed what 

remained of her glare on Cal and 

Brigstein.  “You’re why I  got kicked 

out? You pissed off the 

Protectorate?” 

       “Ah, no,” Brigstein said, taking a 

step back and glancing at Cal.  “That 

would be him. Now if  you’ll  kindly 

return my weapon. .  .  .” 

        Instead of kindly doing anything 

of the sort,  Kal raised said weapon 

and alternated between pointing it  at  

Cal and Brigstein.  “Do you know what 

kind of trouble you’ve caused me?” 

       Brigstein looked over at Calvyn, 

whose hands were positioned not so 

subtly over himself as he stood in 

great discomfort to one side.  “I don’t

imagine the trouble was that 

unwelcome.” 

      Kal’s face turned a rather 

unpleasant shade of red at this.  She 

chose to brandish the gun more fully 

in Brigstein’s face.  “Shut up.  Shut 

up!” 

       “Oh, please just take me home,” 

Candace wailed.  “I don’t want to be 

here anymore.” 

       “Please, do oblige her,” Brigstein 

said.  His ever-present smile was 

taking on a forced sort of appearance 

as he returned Kal’s stare.  “Allow us 

to leave and we’ll  return her to her 

own timeline.” 

       “I’m afraid you can’t do that,” 

Calvyn said.  His tone was reminiscent 

of the shy child in a class who
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consistently knew the answers to 

questions and yet could never find 

the courage to raise his hand. 

       “Why not?” Brigs demanded. 

“They made this mess.  They should 

fix it .” 

       “That timeline’s blocked off,” 

Calvyn replied.  His voice started to 

diminish into a mumble as all  eyes 

turned to him. “To stop more damage 

to it .  Our licenses can’t get access.” 

        It  was Brigstein’s turn to narrow 

his eyes.  “And the only way to fix the 

timeline is to?” 

       “Go through the Protectorate,” 

Calvyn whispered.  

       Brigstein barked with laughter and 

swiped his gun from Kal’s hands in 

the same moment.  He replaced it  in 

his hoodie and crossed his arms. 

       “No,” he said.  

       “What do you mean, ‘no’?” Brigs 

said.  “You’ve got to fix this.  So fix 

it .” 

       “I  mean exactly what I  say.  No.  

I’ve managed well  enough without 

bothering the Protectorate.  This can 

be done without them just as well .” 

       “And how are you going to do 

that?” Kal said with a rather nasty 

sneer.  “You going to attack the block 

or something?” 

       Brigstein’s smile took on a dark 

twist.  “Precisely.” 

       Brigs barked with the sort of

laughter that usually comes from a 

madman who has just heard a 

particularly humorous spurt of 

nonsense.  “You can’t do it .  

Destroying a time block is 

impossible.” 

       “Not necessarily,” Calvyn said.  

His voice was so riddled with stutters 

that his statement took considerably 

longer than usual to say.  “It’s just a 

matter of breaching the code.” 

       “Precisely,” Brigstein said.  “And 

I’ve even found someone to help me.” 

       “No,” Kal said,  stepping in front 

of Calvyn defensively.  “We’re not 

getting involved in your mess.” 

       “But you already are.” 

       With those last sinister words, 

Brigstein pulled out his license and 

inspected it .  After gleaning what he 

could from its face,  he replaced it  in 

his pocket and motioned to Candace.  

       “In a few moments you’ll  be 

charged with harboring fugitives and 

a missing person. Either you can get 

arrested and spend an eternity in 

limbo or you can offer us your 

services in return for protection.” 

       Kal snorted in disbelief.  “You’re 

going to keep us away from the 

Protectorate?” 

       Brigstein twirled his license on its 

fob chain.  “I have my ways.” 

       During the process of this whole 

discussion, Candace had been
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shifting amongst several different 

emotions, varying from confusion to 

frustration to unabashedly desperate 

hopefulness.  Sensing that the 

discussion was drawing to its 

inevitable conclusion, she reached a 

hand out to Kal.  

       “Please,” Candace said, her voice 

just shy of a sob.  “I just want to go 

home.” 

       Kal’s expression fell  from cocky 

defiance to something grim. “I know, 

Candace.” Kal hesitated, having a 

clear internal struggle before she 

finally forced the words out of 

herself.  “Fine.  We’ll  get her back, but 

if  the Protectorate says word one to 

us,  I’ll  end you all .” 

       “I  accept those terms,” Brigstein 

said with a triumphant smile.  

“Gather what you think you might 

need.  This could take some time.” 

       Calvyn let out a frightened sort of 

noise and disappeared into a 

different room of the apartment, 

presumably in search of a bag to fill  

with an unnecessary amount of 

clothes and traveling goods.  Kal 

remained where she was, glaring 

around at the intruders.  Cal had yet 

to move or speak since arriving.  

       “Don’t be so glum,” Brigstein 

said, clapping Cal on the shoulder.  

“We’ll  simply fix this mess you’ve 

created, and then you can go on with

your bad habits as you please.” 

       Cal  gave Brigstein the sort of look 

that suggested he was still  

considering another,  far stupider 

path of action, but was refraining 

from fulfilling that desire on account 

of the room of very angry people 

surrounding him. Brigstein narrowed 

his eyes slightly and squeezed Cal’s 

shoulder.  

       “Perhaps if  you behave I  won’t put 

a leash on you either,” he said, his 

voice nearly a hiss.  

       When Calvyn finally reappeared 

with an overstuffed duffel  bag 

dragging on the ground behind him, 

the tension in the room had reached 

such levels that one could almost feel  

the slap to the back of the head that 

so many clearly wished to deliver Cal.  

Or perhaps that was the sound of 

interdimensional portals popping 

open around the apartment and 

armed men and women leaping into 

the current time space.  

       With a defiant little smile,  

Brigstein clicked a button on his 

license, and the party flickered away. 
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CREATIVE STUDY
F A B R I C E  P O U S S I N   O N   P H O T O G R A P H Y

 

       Any artist should always look for what others may not be able to see. They may 

not enjoy the time to walk around the world and admire the details that surround 

them wherever they go. They may not have the luxury of days on their own when 

they can just take it all in. It is thus the duty of those who do possess this ability 

to document and share what they see and feel with others, so they too can 

appreciate the beauty of this universe in an otherwise hectic life. Perhaps so, 

many more will slow their pace and seek similar reasons to wonder at all things 

near or far. 

       I, therefore, search for those things. Every winter, for example, I anticipate the 

low temperatures which make people invariably shiver and complain as they long 

for the warmth of the hearth. I do so because I am aware that the cold will play 

with water and create beautiful ice structures. 

       Under different light and colors, it is amazing to observe the shapes that water 

takes. While I may see children proud to merely rush at the structure and destroy 

them in a game-like behavior, I too hurry, but to preserve what will be gone 

within a few hours. Whether a viewer will enjoy the image or simply walk away 

without a second thought, some will stop and ponder, perhaps only for a few 

seconds. But their lives will be enriched as they may be with a song, a novel or a 

film. As R. Barthes once said when speaking about photography, something points 

at the photographer as he presses the shutter release, it establishes a relationship 

which will endure, not unlike that of a mother with a child. As it is true in writing 

when a book is given to the public, it becomes its propriety to explore, understand 

and enjoy as it pleases. It is so with photography and art in general. 

       The purpose of these images thus, is to speak to the viewer in hope hat he will 

sense the same tension, passion and attraction which brought me to snap the 

photo. 
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