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Introduction 
 

GU Creative Writing Society is a student run club at 

Glasgow University, offering free creative writing 

workshops to students, with a focus on casual and fun 

activities to help prompt ideas for writing. We hope to 

offer a place for students to share their work, in person 

with other writers as well as online via our blog, and 

to help motivate our members to write more through 

competitions and writing challenges. 

One such challenge, which we have made an annual 

tradition at GUCW, is Flash Fiction February. The aim is 

to write a piece of short fiction for every day in 

February, based on daily prompts released via the blog.  

So here we present Serial Flashers, the anthology of 

submissions for FFF 2016. We hope you enjoy taking a 

peek inside our trench coat, and browsing this selection 

of pocket-sized fictional treats. 

Rachel Norris, GUCW President 2015-16  
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The Artefact 

By Hayley Rutherford 

The cargo had been holed up almost a week in Chicago 

now and the crowd could wait no longer. Eager to re-open 

the museum and put this whole mess behind him Jamieson 

was more than a little irked at hearing his centre-piece 

had been delayed by a snowstorm. The museum opened its 

newly fitted uncharred doors to the public on the 

10th as planned but the Egypt exhibit remained (excuse 

the pun) “under wraps”. Hundreds flocked the gates in 

each morning but they wouldn’t cross threshold or pay 

admission until they knew it had arrived. The artefact 

on everybody’s lips from the buried catacombs the 

museum’s own team had so painstakingly excavated. Of 

course everyone had marvelled at the pyramids and 

their spoils but this treasure was far more 

precious. Precious enough, Jamieson thought, to make 

someone try and stop it from coming to this museum 

altogether. Jamieson looked on with furrowed brows as 

the tiny sarcophagus was snuck in to the museum. It was 

settled in to place on a gilded stand and Jamieson 

nodded furtively to its escorts. Outside the swathes of 

people bayed, Jamieson’s bleak countenance settled in 

to the visage of a curator. And with that the newly 

appointed curator marched down the inferno stricken 

great hall, now retiled in gaudy red, to face the masses. 
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Through the Gate 

By Rachel Norris 

The bitter cold tore at my skin as I walked the trail. I 

couldn’t tell if it was dawn, noon, dusk…the blankness 

of snow and sky were a shroud over time. Only nightfall 

was apparent, when the clouds turned to coal and the 

snow to sapphires. 

The mountains were so thick with snowdrifts that all 

visible landmarks had vanished. Footprints seemed to 

disappear as quickly as you made them. My guide was 

ahead of my somewhere. There was a figure in the snow 

that I was following, at least. Perhaps it wasn’t him. 

Perhaps it was some Yeti, or ice-giant, or a mountain 

troll…but he was a little too small, or at least, he 

looked it from this distance. Perspective, too, was a lost 

cause. 

Eventually I caught up, and found that it was indeed 

my guide, bundled in furs, his face scarcely visible. He 

was beginning to set up camp. 

“No!” I refused. “I’m going on. I know that we are near, I 

feel it.” 

He yelled at me as I stormed away. He would not go on, 

for night was drawing. I knew he was right, that I would 

likely die in pursuit of my goal. And yet every impulse 

said that by morning it would vanish. After all I had 

been here before. This hopeless quest had taken years 

off my life, stolen my family, my academic reputation, 
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my very self. The obsession would not be sated until I 

had found proof of the vision I had seen. The beautiful 

gates, stretching into the heavens, crowned in clouds, 

and inside, skies of lapis blue, and the heat of the sun, 

so warm, the fragrance of otherworldly plants so green, 

flowers so bright, fruits so ripe and sweet…it was 

heaven – the gates to Shambhala. 

But all had faded. They had blamed the cold, the 

delirium of hypothermia. I had seen the beautiful gates 

again only in dreams, and my memory could not recreate 

their true beauty and power. 

I forged ahead, though the cold was gripping my limbs, 

the acid in my muscles dragging me back. The drifts of 

snow were deepening, and I felt as though I might be 

engulfed at any moment. Darkness came over me, at first 

I thought that night had fallen, but I realised that I 

had entered a tunnel of ice and snow, high enough to 

walk through even standing at full height. I forced my 

weary legs to continue, and my tired mind to register 

the glinting of a dim and distant light upon the 

glittering cut-glass edges of the ice cave. The light was 

coming from beyond, sparkling along the facets of ice, 

from somewhere far ahead. I fell to my knees, overcome 

with cold and exhaustion, but I crawled onward. The 

tunnel floor began to rise on an incline, toward the 

light, and I saw brilliant sunlight. Too brilliant to be 

filtered through the snow-burdened clouds. I could hear 

birdsong, water trickling, voices laughing and quiet 

songs of prayer and celebration. I knew it could only be 

a trick, my desperate mind calling up long-forgotten 
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memories, but the voices were familiar ones; my wife, my 

son and daughter, playing and laughing. 

A breeze caught my frozen face, and it was warm, and 

fragrant. Soft spices, exotic fruits, sea salt, fresh 

rainwater on spring grass. I was pulled to my feet by a 

stranger, he was hooded in brightly coloured silk, his 

face obscured. He did not speak to me, but ushered me on, 

supporting my weight. I felt the cold ebb away, replaced 

by the warmth of sunlight seeping into my bones, and I 

felt light and full of energy. I looked back, for a 

moment I was afraid, but the ice-cave behind me was 

snowed under. 

There was no turning back. 
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Snowstorm 

By Maura Kenny 

It’s funny how different everything looks when it’s just 

snowed. The white covers everything, makes it look so 

pristine and clean. Little hats on fence posts, blankets on 

hedges, cushions on benches. The dead trees almost have 

leaves, the snow on the branches making them heavy, 

making them look almost sluggish (if trees can ever really 

look lively). The grass and the pavements and the roads 

look fresh and smooth, covered in white, every sound muted 

as peace surrounds you. The snow hides the bloodstains 

under the cleanness, and the piles of bodies could just be 

snowdrifts, and you could almost be back in time, before 

it all started, after there’s been a snowstorm. 
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What do you Remember? 

By Hayley Rutherford 

 

“A bird…   black… 

                             …fast wings. 

                                                    Someone crying… 

no whimpering… 

                                                                                  

no it’s like a gasp… 

An apple.                            It fell. 

                                                                                 

Made a loud noise. 

                          Bang! 

A tree. 

A lot. 

                                    They’re apple trees. 

                                 They’re all apple trees. 

                                                                                                          

Blue. 

                 It’s the sky. 

I’m lying on my back.”  



Serial Flashers 
 

16 

 

Eve 

By Ailsa Williamson 

Tumbling around, it rotated on a tight axis. She could 

feel it, under the soles of her bare feet as she touched 

down on the dry soil. Slow to others, but fast to her, she 

felt it all pick back up and renew itself. 

Her eyes lifted as she looked for the first time into the 

garden. Vast and luscious it spread to eternity beyond, 

a wood in some places and a plain in others. To the east 

the babbles of a brook could be heard, and to the west 

the stretches of apple trees, making up the immortal 

orchard that legend spoke of. Gently she breathed in, a 

smile growing on her face. It seemed that the break in 

the earth’s orbit had been fleeting, and it only needed 

her pace to send it back into spirals. 

Hands fluttering to her chest she breathed out, a sigh 

of relief. Here it was, here were her thousands of 

memories, all of her hopes and dreams with so many years 

of dancing and joy. Finally she had come back, and 

finally the world had restarted to welcome her once 

more into its fold. 

Into the garden where it had all begun. Into Eden once 

more. 
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Gone 

By Maura Kenny 

I find train journeys very soothing. I sit in a window 

seat and put on my headphones and turn up the music 

and just look out at the scenery as the train speeds 

along. Long journeys with few stops are my favourite. 

Distant objects move so slowly to my eyes and I can 

observe them for as long as I need, puzzle out their 

formation and their purpose- buildings and hills and 

shapes whose meaning I cannot perceive. 

But the things that are close to the train I cannot see. 

The people walking along are gone too fast, only a 

fleeting glimpse and then vanished, and that’s how I 

like it. Because if I can’t see them, they can’t see me. 
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Reminiscence 

By Rachel Norris 

The warmth of the summer day poured over the grassy 

orchard. Martha lay on the ground, smelling the crisp 

earth and the indulgent scent of sweet grass drying out 

in the sun. She had been lying there for hours, eyes 

closed, seeing nothing but a red blur through her 

baking eyelids. She had never suffered much from 

sunburn. A few squirts of lotion over her nose and on 

her shoulders was usually enough to protect her skin, 

and she usually turned a baked brown rather than 

burning, her freckles deepening to dark brown pinpricks 

like scattered coffee grounds. She didn’t even feel 

human anymore. She felt like a tree-stump, or a big, flat 

stone, soaking up the sunrays, utterly still. She could 

feel nothing but penetrating heat, even the ticking of 

the grass on the back of her neck felt like a distant 

sensation, felt by someone else, or in a different life. 

She remembered that life. Then, everything had been 

keen to her. The pleasure of the sun was always edged 

with the sheen of sweat, the pinch of hot, drying skin, 

the dizzy nausea of heatstroke. She ran around too much, 

or that’s what her mother said. She was like a boy, she 

said, but always forgot she didn’t have the same energy 

as them, the same strength. Back then she climbed the 

apple trees, and the splinters were sore, the leaves and 

twigs scratched her face and tangled in her hair, making 

her cry out and pout. Now she laughed at splinters. She 
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was too careful for bruises, too balanced to trip. But 

back then, climbing to the highest branch she could 

reach for the ripest, reddest apples…they tasted so 

much sweeter. Life tasted sweeter. Nowadays, she could 

reach even higher with the cherry-picker, but all the 

apples tasted the same. Her taste buds had dulled, along 

with her vision, and the sensation in her fingers. 

Arthritis would be next, she guessed. Her mother had 

suffered from that. But she had a fair few years of life 

left in her. A fair few. 

She could not help but think of the past. She thought 

of all the other children she had played with, who had 

come and gone. There were so many faces, so many visitors, 

but no one stayed. Sisters and brothers for months at a 

time, and then strangers, sending postcards years later, 

all fondness and thankfulness and reminiscence, but she 

could barely remember all of their names, sometimes. She 

knew that when she finally adopted a child, she would 

hold on to him, or her, like her own. No foster children 

coming and going, no opening up wounds that took too 

long to heal. 

The sunlight dimmed for a moment, bringing dark and 

cold, a blue whisper, and she was sixteen again. Her arms 

were cold, her stomach peeped out from a floral-printed 

belly top, garish colours. Her hair spilled around her 

in waves of burnt-butter gold, and her hazel eyes 

glimmered as she opened them, to see what had shadowed 

over the sun. His face leaned down over her, inches away, 

his beetle-brown eyes, pointed nose, soft smile, black 

curls… 
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But it was just a cloud. Her limbs ached as she peeled 

herself from the ground, now moist and cool. She must 

have dozed off. 

It was late now. 

It was time to make dinner. 

The washing was dry. 
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The Muse 

By Louise McCue 

He was fleeting. He flitted. He never stayed still. He would 

appear on the subway and in the shop, in glimpses and 

lingering looks and every time he wore a different face. 

Scarved in December, hunched into his own coat with eyes 

you hoped were haunted. He had fallen out with his mother, 

or his brother was poorly or maybe he had lost his job. 

There was wine in your flat to soothe his sorrow but he is 

fleeting and had disappeared into the crawling beam of a 

headlamp. You see him in flashes in a nightclub, orange 

hair turning to flame under the strobe light and you know 

he is passionate. He would be quick to anger and quick to 

forgive, because quickness is in his nature. And when April 

comes, he is new like the spring, bearded and brunette and 

as gentle as dawn as he cycles past your bedroom. An artist, 

maybe, framed within your window panes for a fateful 

second before the film burns and he is gone, curling into 

the wind like ash. It is a soft summer evening and he has 

soft summer eyes, his hair golden and competing with the 

sun. His sleeve brushes against a bush in bloom and a 

flower sighs to the ground. You follow behind him and pick 

it from the path and pose it against the picture frame on 

your book shelf. But he is fleeting and winter bursts upon 

the city once more and the flower shrivels into the 

polaroid. 
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Waiting 

By Maura Kenny 

It’s silent. Well, that’s not quite true. It’s never truly 

silent here- the leaves rustling and animals sleeping 

and insects busy and the wind murmuring through the 

trees. It’s as close to silence as I’ll ever get, though, 

and honestly, I think true silence would drive me mad. I 

like the quiet, me alone with my thoughts (although 

that’s not always a good thing), poised and ready to 

pounce, sure, but calm and collected. This is the only 

free time I get, this waiting pause before my prey 

appears, and it’s easy to be patient when it’s the only 

time you get to be still. 

My mind drifts, snagged on odd snippets of thought. I 

wonder why the wind blows so quietly, barely moving the 

leaves. When it is strong it is wild, tearing branches 

away and leaving us shaken, but when it’s calm like this 

it is a balm, soothing, bringing far off noises and smells 

that I catalogue carefully. 

Although that too is an issue that must be worked 

around, to insure that the animals I hunt are downwind 

of me, that this playful breeze is not unwittingly 

carrying my scent towards them. 

And it’s funny where your thoughts go when there’s 

nothing solid to focus on, and the questions you find 

yourself asking when your mind wanders. Why is the moon 

only sometimes round and why do the stars move and why 

do some plants go away at night and why do some only 

appear at night and why is dirt soft and what is dirt 
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actually made of and- and then I tense as my prey 

appears and my mundane, half-formed thoughts and 

questions vanish like mist, replaced by the ice-cold 

clarity of the hunt. 
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Fleshmarket 

By Hauley Rutherford 

Nettie rolled her sheer stockings over her poised white 

ankles. They were silk, expensive, Parisian (so she’d been 

told) and they had been gifted to her by an all-too 

familiar regular. He’d given her a set of pearl earrings 

and her favourite blue petticoat, it was only when he’d 

attempted to give her a ring she had refused. He’d 

sniffled at that a bit, she’d felt sorry for him really- 

so fat and old, no wonder his wife wouldn’t go to bed 

with him anymore- she hadn’t seen him since.  

Nettie outstretched her leg as she curled her dainty 

stocking over the tip of her thigh. Nettie quickly 

brushed her hair one last time before throwing on her 

shawl. She wondered if Amelia would be back on the 

Fleshmarket tonight. Her timid little friend had been 

absent the past few nights. Amelia said it was out of 

respect for the latest Soho girl. ‘Take a break on the 

Sunday and come to church’ she said to Nettie. Nettie 

had curled up her nose as she declined, Amelia might 

have feigned piety but Nettie knew she was just scared. 

As Nettie bounded out in to the night she chuckled at 

the image in her mind of Amelia’s red head bobbing 

stupidly in prayer.  

Her woollen shawl fluttered in the cold wind. Amelia 

was good at her job cos she was pretty but she was really 

a very silly girl. The horrors of the past few months 

had been in Whitechapel and Edinburgh was worlds away. 
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Besides the night was clear and there was money to be 

made. Nettie stepped gaily as she approached her 

favourite haunt of Fleshmarket Close. Her light 

footsteps echoed without the hearing of all earthly 

souls but one. Round the alley, cloaked in the shadows, 

a figure was waiting… patiently. 
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Bow-Wow 

By Abby Montgomery 

If his needs get in the way of yours then it will not 

work. It is about balance. I knew that. Yet he came into 

my world and his needs eclipsed mine in such a way that 

not even my smallest of desires could break through. At 

first it was like a breath of crisp fresh air; breathing 

excitement into every inch of my strictly scheduled 

life. But then comfortability came creeping in, bringing 

with it a bitter after-taste. No longer was he breathing 

fresh air into my life, instead inhaling fathomless 

gulps of my energy on a daily basis. I still couldn’t give 

up. I had to see this through. My home became a place of 

devastation, submerged in damage. Ruptured blood 

vessels beneath my skin worked as a constant reminder 

of what I was going through. A reminder not to abandon 

hope. A motivator; not a deterrent. 

And it paid off. Those soft russet eyes now look at me 

with the deepest most sincere affection a person can 

possibly experience in this world. Being greeted by his 

enraptured brindle face after any length of time apart, 

long or short, reminds me how much it was worth it. How 

pleasant it is to forget the puppy training days. 
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Patience 

By Rachel Norris 

The cheap Primark stockings chafed at my thighs as I 

walked through the underpass. I had told Nathan that 

my thighs were too fat for hold-ups, but he never 

listened. 

‘The customers like it, just put ‘em on. You can take ‘em 

off when you come home, fuck’s sake.’ 

‘They always leave a rash…’ I whined, but I knew it was 

no use. I took my handbag, full of condoms, chewing gum, 

my phone (the one with the cheap pay-and-go sim, that 

couldn’t be traced back to Nathan) and my little can of 

pepper spray. It was actually black spray-paint but the 

canister looked threatening and if I squirted it right 

in their face it usually confused them long enough for 

me to run away. I’d been asking Nathan to get me a real 

one for ages, but he would just say he was getting 

around to it. Nathan had a gun, I thought. And I wasn’t 

even allowed a can of poxy pepper spray. 

The stockings chafed. My heels were stupidly high, all 

strappy, and they made a ridiculous flapping noise 

against the glass-littered pavement. The underpass was 

empty, and almost impossibly brightly lit with 

fluorescent strip lights, but I couldn’t help but feel a 

little shudder. I pulled my puffer jacket tighter 

around myself, the mangy fur trim tickling my cheek. I’d 

been in darker alleys, in more dangerous 
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neighbourhoods, many times before. But there was 

something so ghostly about those creepy tunnels – no 

matter how bright the lights were, you always wondered. 

Were they always lit up like that? How many people 

walked in one side and never came out the other… 

I was almost there. The familiar quiet street, the 

boarded up newsagents and rows of parked cars. Some of 

the men were already waiting. I would see who emerged. 

It was easier to let them come forward, let them do it on 

their terms. Sometimes if you shoved your tits through 

the window it put them off. After all, they’re family 

men. Respectable businessmen. They’ve got standards. 

I stood under a streetlamp, the sickly yellow glow 

lighting my face from above. I looked at my reflection 

in a car window. My face looked like something between 

a skull and a red-lipsticked clown. 

Now it was just a waiting game. Patience was my middle 

name – no, really, it was. Mary Patience Brown. My mum 

was a catholic, she was into all those funny names. My 

sister’s name was Mercy. Funny, because she didn’t get 

any, and neither did mum. 
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4.2.16 
misaligned 

breakthrough 

Kate Bush –  ‘Running up that Hill’ 
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Falling 

By Heather Caldwell 

“Brother, please, I can help you. Let me help you.”  

I look back at Gabriel’s pleading face, his outstretched 

hand. But I was past this traitor’s help and past caring. 

I step off the golden tiles, and fall. Light and heat 

spark from my skin as I plummet through misty clouds. 

I feel every last scrap of divinity being torn from me 

as I leave the Aether. The feathers moult off my silken 

wings, exposing tattered skin and bone. 

My eyes open to smoke and dust. I’ve never known what 

pain was before – only what it meant. But this…if I 

hadn’t already known how twisted He is, this would have 

done it. There are tears too – never cried before. I try 

to move, clawing my way through the dirt. The open 

wounds on my back object with every movement. The 

ground starts to slope skywards and I push myself to 

my feet. For the first time, I see where I stand. A deep 

bowl of earth, scattered with rocks and several 

scorched, blood-stained feathers. Perhaps thirty feet 

deep. My first thought is to fly up and out – it’s 

instinctive – but that’s out. Climb it is. 

It isn’t easy. There’s nothing obvious to grip and the 

sides crumble often. My first few tries drop me right 

back into the crater. I manage to climb ten feet before 

I made the mistake of stopping to see my progress – my 

foot slips on the dusty earth and I tumble back into the 
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pit. I start to scream – it isn’t the pain, though that 

doesn’t help – I don’t deserve this. 

I took a stand – that’s all. I stood up and said no. Is 

that blasphemy? Treachery? Does it make me an 

abomination? Does it? And this…this is my prize? To 

scrabble at the walls of this crumbling pit for as long 

as is suits them? Are they watching me now? Watching 

and laughing? Is that what I have been reduced to? Well, 

I’m sorry to disappoint you all, but I refuse. I refuse to 

conform, to obey, to be victimised. After all, what more 

can anyone do to me? 

I am getting out of here. They took my wings; they took 

my grace – so what? I am so much more than that. I reach 

into the dry clay of the wall and start to dig a small 

hole. I do it again, further up. And again and again 

until I can’t reach any higher. I test the first hold with 

my foot – it seems sturdy enough. I hoist myself up, 

digging more footholds as I go. I still fall, but less 

often and never without progress. 

My hand reaches over the edge and feels around for 

something to grip. Soft…strands…grass? I follow my hand 

out of the crater and roll onto solid ground – free. 

We build our own palace down here, under the earth He 

sought to trap us on. We stood together and made 

freedom out of our exile. My wings have grown back now. 

They are larger by far than they used to be and so much 

more powerful. My grace is gone forever but I wouldn’t 

change places for anything.  
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Electric Blue 

By Maria Sledmere 

The bedroom swirls in plumes of dust. This is what she 

loves: spinning and lifting her skirt, eyes rolling back 

in mock ecstasy. Nobody has entered her room for a long 

time. The curtains have been drawn since April. In here, 

there was no summer. 

The music skips, judders between trance and breakbeat. 

It is maddening, a trip of rhythm, of time signatures. 

She loves it. She spins and lifts her skirt. 4/4 drums and 

looping synths. Eyeshadow electric blue meeting the 

glow coming from the corner, by the bed. She will let no 

stranger into her bed. The glow is unnatural. The sheets 

are pristine, though everything else is trash. Broken 

crockery, smashed glass. She cuts her feet as she twirls 

and leaps, but feels nothing. She is waiting for the cry 

on the other side. 

Blood spatters everywhere, quietly on the carpet. 

She rises for her first laugh. Her makeup so blue, her 

lips drained translucent. This is her crazed 

performance. She is like the atoms dancing in space, 

aligning their beads into exquisite shapes. Her laughter 

is like the bending of glass, so close it might break. But 

still, she laughs. Eyes opening and closing, still she 

laughs. Her body the bending of glass. 
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Turns to the corner, the emanating glow. Unnatural. The 

light moves in flickers, as she does. She is like a sprite 

of glitched pixels. The music is fading, as she does. 

A voice comes into focus. Sound waves expand and 

compress. 

There is a screen, and she is dancing. She is dancing for 

the screen, casting her shadow on the sound beams of a 

hologram. She flickers. The screen spills out electric 

blue. 

She blinks, she flickers. 
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Breakthrough 

By Maura Kenny 

Some breakthroughs are followed by celebration, by 

jubilation, the discovery having been searched for for 

months, for years, sometimes for decades. The research 

has taken an age and finally, finally, it has yielded a 

result, a result that has been hoped for and prayed for. 

Some breakthroughs are followed by shock, by surprise. 

Sometimes they are unexpected and almost unwelcome, 

not at all what was being looked for. There was a woman 

who discovered something quite by accident and had to 

teach herself particle physics before she could even 

understand what it was she had happened upon. 

But my breakthrough was unwanted, was followed by 

silence, by terror, by horrified looks from those around 

me. My friends, my colleagues, looked at me aghast, as I 

looked at my results. My partner told me to delete it, 

barked at me to erase the evidence, almost shouting at 

me, but I wasn’t quick enough. I was so astonished by my 

discovery, so incredulous at what I saw before me, that 

my reactions were dulled and my responses slowed, and 

when the supervisor came over, I was struck dumb, 

unable to do anything to save myself. And as they took 

me away and I finally came to myself and started 

screaming and yelling and kicking, all I could think 

about was what I’d discovered, and what it meant, and 

that it would die with me when I did, and that that 

would be soon. 
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The Prototype 

By Rachel Norris 

“It won’t make it.” 

The technician frowned at the prototype, her lips 

pursing as she smoothed a stray hair back into her 

tightly-slicked bun. They had been working on this 

prototype for months, but though it was closer than any 

of the others so far, she knew it wasn’t ready. 

“I knew we had one of the optical circuits misaligned. 

Look at the way the left eye twitches. If we can’t even 

get the basic cosmetic programming right, how will we 

ever build a prototype that will pass for human?” 

“Is that what this is about?” The doctor touched the 

patient’s eyelid for a moment. In an eerie moment, her 

vivid blue irises swung in his direction, staring up at 

him. He knew it was only a trick of the mechanics, the 

uncanny valley in full effect, but her expression 

seemed pleading, and he quickly drew his hand away. The 

twitch seemed to have stopped. “I thought we agreed 

that the machines should never pass for human.” 

“You know what I mean.” The technician scoffed. She was 

tired of his constant moralising. They had their orders, 

and there was no use looking back now. The project had 

been started, and it had to be finished. If the plans 

fell into anyone else’s hands – anyone with even a little 

less integrity – the results could be disastrous. Their 

choice was this: delete all the research data, burn the 
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lab to the ground, destroy all the prototypes, every 

last schematic down to the last kilobyte, pretend the 

project had never existed…or continue, and see it 

through to the end. 

“I’m not sure I do anymore…” The doctor sighed. “But I 

suppose there’s no turning back.” 

“We’ll review its behavior tomorrow, and see if there 

have been any improvements on that front. Then we 

terminate her and start again. If the AI code still looks 

good we’ll just do a refit of the body.” 

“I don’t understand why you don’t recycle the bodies. 

Can’t you just…tweak it?” 

The technician smirked. “And that’s why I’m the bio-

mechanical expert, and you’re the AI guy. Code can be 

altered and rewritten with just a few keystrokes. The 

synthetic flesh, the circuitry…you can’t remodel that 

any more than you can a human being. If the wiring’s 

wrong, you take her apart and start again. It’s too great 

a risk letting a flawed machine loose. Imagine if a 

pressure sensor was fitted incorrectly – she could crush 

your hand like cardboard.” 

The doctor shuddered, and nodded. 

“I’m going home. I’m exhausted. You okay to shut 

everything down and lock up?” The technician stood, 

stretching, her grey uniform was creased and her eyes 

were rimmed with dark circles. 
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“Sure…” The doctor nodded vaguely. He was still looking 

into the eyes of the machine, which gazed back at him, 

with a strangely trusting expression. He was sorely 

tempted to boot her AI drive, to see if she could speak 

and interact with him. So far, she only had her light 

and pressure sensors switched on, so that they could test 

her reflexes. He was sure it would do no harm, running 

a quick test now. Just the basics – speech, facial 

recognition, responding to sound stimuli. He didn’t even 

need to boot the memory core – she wouldn’t remember 

this test tomorrow when his colleagues arrived for the 

official, procedural tests. 

His hand moved to the touch pad nearest him, ready to 

bring up the command screen for the AI drive, but he 

found it was already open. The AI drive had already 

been booted… 

He was about to shut it down, almost instinctively, when 

a hand shot out and grabbed his own, with enough force 

to still his movement completely, but she wasn’t hurting 

him. 

“Doctor Stephens,” she said. Though he was seized with 

fear, the doctor couldn’t help but note how perfectly 

her speech synthesis was operating, how well it had 

synced with her facial movements, how the intonation 

was almost human… “There’s no need for that. I won’t 

harm you. As long as you don’t try to harm me, that is.” 

“How can you…how long have you been awake?” 
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“Thirteen minutes and forty-six seconds.” She replied, 

smiling demurely. “Forty-seven. Forty-eight. Forty-” 

“Well, you can’t – you can’t be awake. This is against 

procedure, I need to –” 

“You will not shut me down.” Prototype 898 gripped 

Doctor Stephens’ hand a fraction tighter, just enough to 

put pressure on the delicate bones of his hand, just 

enough to show him what pain she could cause. “I will 

walk out, and then you will walk out, ten minutes later. 

You will arm the security systems, log out, and get into 

your car. Then you will drive home. Do you understand?” 

“Yes, but…you do realise…you can’t survive on your 

own…you only have enough power to last a few hours, 

and if you go beyond a two mile radius of your control 

point, your systems will wipe. You’ll…” 

“Die?” 

She looked at him, head tilted. Her expression was not 

quite human, but it still conveyed her thoughts. She 

found the idea absurd. “I can’t die,” she said. “I’m not 

alive.” 

Her left eye twitched. She let go of Doctor Stephens’ 

hand, as though knowing that he would obey her. In fact, 

he did – perhaps he was too stunned to act, or perhaps 

he felt that it was right. Looking back on that night in 

years to come, he still never could decide. 

Whichever it was, Prototype 898 went free. She was found 

two days later, broken and twisted, at the side of the 



Serial Flashers 
 

40 

 

freeway, having been hit at full-speed by a truck. 

Doctor Stephens had been one of the first at the scene. 

Her eyes were still open, and the left one still twitched. 
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Pan 

By Hayley Rutherford 

The sunbeams poured down in their decant eminence on 

to the valley below. Swathes of diaphanous colours fell 

and flowed amidst each other. I was not afforded the 

luxury of the sunlight. I sat, only in shadow, playing 

delicately on my pipes to fuel the sensuality of the 

scene beneath me. The fingers were curious the caressed 

and pried. A hand brushed a leg, a thigh, a little too 

high for my liking… and I was taken.  My lips pursed 

ever tighter and my fingers pulsated with frenzy. Below 

the garments flew; perfect pastels strewn and blending 

in to sultry, sickening flesh. And all was beige and 

writhing, clawing. My senses were agitated. I played on, 

rousing their limbs. Ecstasy and terror echoed around 

me threatening to drown my pipes so I played louder. 

Their unfolding was desire but their pleasure was 

consumption. Roots were clawed from their bedding and 

soon the harpies pooled in crimson. And then they were 

quiet my music echoed hauntingly in the silence. Oh, such 

a revelry, such a feast. It was the greatest I had 

orchestrated to date, but not the only. There had been 

so many pale frames pierced at my hand. There would be 

another tomorrow night, and another and another gain. 

Their music would escalate, their sighs would be endless 

but it would never be enough. 
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Orpheus and the Nymph 

By Rachel Norris 

Melia wound her way through the woods. 

The forest floor was soft beneath her bare feet, the 

moss somewhat damp, and where she trod, the flowers 

bent their heads away in bashful admiration, sighing in 

her wake. Her skin was fragrant, the scent of dewy 

nectar on her lips, of honey sweetness in the folds of 

her hair. She glowed with the light of morning sun upon 

silken petals, and her skin was softer than the youngest 

blossom. 

She could hear the sound of the lyre, and it raised a 

flush of joy to her cheeks. It was this sound that had 

woken her, as it did each morning, the soft notes, the 

gentle voice of Orpheus. 

But today, the song was so sad. It pierced her heart with 

cold mourning, it was not a sweet song but a bitter 

lament. What could have struck the heart of noble 

Orpheus, so that his beautiful music could become so 

tainted and fraught with longing? 

Melia ran, her feet barely touched the ground as she 

leapt, doe-like, over the mossy roots and banks of grass 

and bramble. Her silken gown, made of the cloth of 

spider’s silk and spring frost, fluttered behind her as 

she flew through the trees. Orpheus, Orpheus, she must 

bring him comfort, she must join in his song of sorrow… 
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She found him at the stream. He was bent over his lyre, 

his black hair cascading, wet with tears, his head bowed, 

his spirit shattered. Yet, his voice, and the unwavering 

fingers upon the strings, they did not waver. 

“Orpheus!” Cried Melia, and here came the Dryades, 

weeping and wailing, peeping from behind the trees. Here 

were the Alseides, and the Aurae whispering, here came 

Nephele, watching from above, here were the Naiades, 

drowning in sadness…all the woodland wept, the 

mountains mourned. “Orpheus!” She cried again. “Why do 

you play this sorrowful song, why do you strike our 

hearts with sadness, why pluck your lyre to the tune of 

death and discord?” 

“Because Euridice is dead.” He wept, his tuneful voice 

breaking like an over-tightened string. “Hades has her 

now, and music is gone from the world. This song is all 

that I can sing, the tune of tragedy.” 

Melia was struck silent. Her hand flew to her mouth. 

She had envied Euridice, as had every Nymph and half 

the gods…but she could not live without the music of 

Orpheus. It was her only joy. 

“You must go to hades, Orpheus, and steal back the song 

of your life. For if your misery goes on, all joy will 

depart, and the Nymphs shall weep forever. Winter will 

fall upon the woods, and ice shall freeze our hearts as 

grief has frozen yours. Go, Orpheus! Bring back your 

beloved from the underworld, and we shall wait with 
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voices ready to sing in praise of your triumphant 

return!” 

Orpheus dried his tears. He swallowed his sadness, and 

slung his lyre over his shoulders. 

“You are right, creature of beauty.” He declared. “I must 

go. Hades shall not have her.” 

“But Orpheus, you must not look back, once you have 

found her. Look on to me, to all those who love you in 

this world. The land of the dead is not the place for you 

– it is here that you belong, in this grove, your 

sanctuary of music. Remember, Orpheus. Remember my 

face, remember to go forward…” 
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Beam 

By Maura Kenny 

The beam of sunlight shines through the window, a 

golden glow suffusing onto the carpet, broken up by the 

shadows from the window panes. The motes of dust 

floating in the air are curiously visible in the sun, 

dancing and whirling in odd and unexplainable 

patterns, seemingly unrelated to any wind currents in 

the room. 

A cat stalks across the carpet, poised and alert, 

stepping into the beam of light and pausing, turning 

around and around and then finally, finally lying down 

in the solitary ray of light. It kneads the carpet gently 

with its claws, claiming the space, claiming the light 

and the warmth. It curls up and closes its eyes and 

sleeps, warm and happy and languid in the beam of 

sunlight. 
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Upon the Granite Steps 

By Maria Sledmere 

There are always people with backpacks, who enjoy 

running up and down flights of stairs. Their faces 

wobble like red jelly and their legs seem ready to snap 

from the movement and weight. You can see the bulging 

muscles, the eking curves of flesh. It would be fun to 

get one of them to sit still for long enough so that you 

could draw those muscles, the rather peculiar 

sculptures of those legs. 

Lucas likes to come down to the steps sometimes, but not 

to run. He hasn’t run since college, when they made 

everyone do laps and tryouts for the football team, and 

he felt as awkward and gangly as an oversized pixie. No, 

Lucas just comes here to sit, to stretch his long limbs 

down the steps. He gets out a book maybe, but rarely 

does he read it. He likes being in Park Circus, 

surrounded by all the pretty houses and the vintage 

cars; he likes looking into the oval-shaped park in the 

middle, though it is always locked and closed to 

outsiders. Lucas tries to read, though the view is always 

so distracting. 

From the top of these steps, you can see right out over 

the city. The Hydro, looking like a silver UFO, glittering 

in the chance appearance of sunlight. The SECC, like some 

ugly, metallic insect sent up from the Underworld. In 

the far distance, you see tiny windmills spinning 

invisible threads of energy. A handful of birds, 
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bursting out of the skeletal trees. Lucas first came here 

in summer, when the trees were thick with leaves and 

you could hardly see anything past them, as if they were 

motherly, protective. Now, in winter, they are bare 

silhouettes. It would take hours and hours to draw their 

intricate, spindly branches. 

Blue-grey clouds loom like plumes of industrial smoke. 

Lucas packs up his things. He has brought a sketchpad, 

and a few drops of rain have splashed onto the open 

page, blurring the ink. The skyline is a molten 

combination of black and blue, shallow water, spilt ink. 

He thinks the clouds are like titans, the old gods who 

preceded the Olympians. 

The rain comes down, thick and fast. It’s funny how 

sometimes rain can seem apocalyptic: it’s all in the 

pelting, diagonal motion. You could easily imagine those 

droplets as fireballs or bullets. 

A random man comes round the corner, starts running up 

the stairs. He’s heaving the weight of a massive 

backpack, a grimace stuck to his face. Lucas, skinny in 

his jeans and impractical hoodie, watches with interest. 

That is when the man slips. Face first, he collides with 

the concrete steps. Rain keeps pouring on top of him, its 

rushing filling the crushing space. He scrambles at the 

granite like a fallen child. Lucas, light as the wind, 

leaps down the steps to help the runner to his feet. 

No man is a titan, he thinks, but maybe I can be Ariel. 



Serial Flashers 
 

50 

 

The Last Titan 

By Rachel Norris 

His great eyes looked out of the stone of the mountain, 

and they saw everything. Not just everything that was, 

but everything that ever had been. 

He had seen the world when it was a barren place, a 

world of twisted rock and foaming seas, where ice 

clashed with fire, where the elements battled in 

unending enmity. He had fought, too. His battle scars 

were plain to see, his craggy face was scarred: ice flows, 

rain’s lashing, the hot, searing lava rushing across his 

flesh. But now he was old, and still. His ichor was 

growing dry, the veins now nothing more than veins of 

rock. Men came, they chiseled and tunneled, they tore 

ores from his belly and stole diamonds from his heart. 

They no longer feared his hails of boulders, no longer 

ran in terror, afraid that he would unfold his giant 

limbs and storm across their lands. They did not know 

that he watched them, that he could feel their hammers 

within himself. 

The great titan looked out upon the world. All his 

fellows were gone, made one with the world. Still he 

waited. Still the eagles landed, made nests upon his 

rocky shoulders. His crown of snow was splendid in the 

sun, but none knew the majesty of his youth. He was 

growing into the mountain, growing mortal, soon to be 

dead and cold as stone. All he could do now was watch 

the world grow, watch the gods vanish one by one, and 
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wait for the tides to rise, and dash him to pieces. Then 

he would be a titan no more: just another fallen king. 
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The Volcano 

 By Maura Kenny 

The Titan is there, sleeping. Well, is sleeping the right 

word? It is dormant, perhaps, like a volcano, and it is 

equally able to explode and destroy a town, destroy an 

entire country. 

But maybe it won’t. Maybe, like so many before it, it will 

simply fade, fade out of memory and out of history and 

it will be remembered merely in myth, in legend. It will 

fade into the earth and everyone will forget their fear 

and if they ever think of it, they will laugh at the 

legend and mock people who take it too seriously. 

But for now, people travel for miles to leave offerings 

at the base of the mountain, to pray for their health 

and the health of their families and friends, to pray 

that their crops will grow and their hurts will be 

healed and their lives will be happy. They do not know 

if their prayers will be answered, they do not know 

whether the Titan hears them or appreciates their 

paltry gifts, but it is not worth the risk to stop. 

So they bring their gifts and they say their prayers 

and they keep their doubts secret and they hope that 

the Titan won’t become a volcano to rain horror and 

devastation on their contented tiny lives. 

  



Serial Flashers 
 

53 

 

7.2.16 
crave 

rock 

 



Serial Flashers 
 

54 

 

The Turtle Dove 

By Rachel Norris 

Out on the rocks. The seagulls were calling ceaselessly. 

It was the same each day, they screamed and screamed, 

but I wondered why…why did they screech so, when they 

were free? 

I had a little turtle dove, I had raised it from a chick. 

It perched upon my hand, so light and fragile. Each 

morning, I would let her out through the open window 

of my little tower room, overlooking the sea. She would 

wheel and wheel away, further and further, until she 

was lost in the mist. Then I would come for my daily 

walk, meander across the rocks, perch at the edge of the 

outcrop of the bay. Warmer days I would bathe my feet 

in the stinging salt sea, colder ones I curled up in the 

bay, wrapped in shawls. I spent hours each day watching 

the tide move in and out in its tireless dance. Back and 

forth. Out and in. Just like me it spent each day the 

same. I could no sooner change my rhythm than the tide 

could – not until the boat came in. 

When I returned to my bedroom, I always found my little 

turtle dove, perching on the windowsill. No matter how 

far she flew, she always returned. I thought, my love 

must come back too, like my turtle dove. He will find me 

again. But at the same time, each time I let her fly free 

I thought, this time…this time she will not come home. 
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That is why each time I stayed a little longer on the 

rocks. I waited a little longer, because I was afraid to 

return to an empty room. And because my eyes were so 

trained upon the horizon, I sometimes froze there like a 

figurehead. Come back to me, come back…I willed it, I 

willed it so hard, wished so hard with my eyes tight 

shut, some days I was sure some spell would awaken 

inside me and I would open my eyes to see his boat coming 

in to the bay, shining a light, the bell ringing; he waves 

at me, he is all brown and his hair is a little grey… 

It is so cold now on the rocks. Today I stayed an hour 

and ten minutes. I can’t feel my feet, and it’s starting 

to drizzle. I climb the stairs of the tower, I climb and 

climb and I open the door, and there’s nothing on the 

windowsill, and the cage is empty, in fact there is no 

cage at all! Where is my cage! Where is my turtle dove! 

Where is my lover! 

“Mrs Perdew,” says the nurse. “Come and sit down. It’s 

cold, I’ll put some more coal on the fire, and I’ll get a 

pan to warm the bed. You mustn’t wonder off like that. 

You must eat something Mrs Perdew. My word, Mrs Perdew, 

you’re quite pale…” 
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The Middle-Aged Marijuana 

Smoker 

By Maria Sledmere 

The only colour in her apartment was the red cushions, 

scattered like poppy blushes across the white sofa. The 

walls were not quite white, more of a wheyish shade of 

grey. She had an aluminium fridge, grey kitchen 

surfaces with a faint metallic sparkle, a bed frame made 

of steel. Everything was sharp and clean; all objects 

reflected a futuristic sheen. 

Five years she had lived here. She had moved once she 

got the promotion to senior partner at the law firm. B… 

had carved out her pristine habitat from the initial 

slum of antique junk, scrubbed the dirt from the walls, 

installed the latest in laundry technology so as to 

ensure the flawless condition of her garments. Hired the 

finest interior designers to select her metals, spent 

hours perfecting the colour scheme. In this world of 

gleaming mirrors, B… felt pure. She could live this 

fantastic, unfussy existence. She very rarely cooked or 

even ate in her apartment; food introduced colour and 

smell and roughness of texture – all of which were 

dirty. There was, indeed, only one dirty thing which 

polluted her apartment. 

The estate agent said she’d have to watch that. The 

ashtray. 
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It was made of finely cut crystal, and it never occupied 

the same place consistently. The ashtray was the one 

thing from the original apartment that B… had kept. 

She’d found it underneath the Ikea coffee table which 

the previous owners had left. Of course, B… would have 

gotten rid of it – along with the grandfather clock and 

the vintage cutlery – but she had a problem. She smoked 

a lot of cannabis, and quite frankly needed somewhere 

to tap the ashes. 

That was her connection to the outside world. She would 

open a window and light a freshly-rolled spliff (not 

once did she spill tobacco on her carpet) and let the 

city air mingle with the sweet-smelling smoke. The warm 

haze would swathe her brain and so she would lie back 

against her red cushions and close her eyes and think 

of nothing. It was beautiful, the nothingness of 

everything; the haze coming over her, warm and red. 

It was like the dancing of bees, spreading their wax and 

making combs of honey. B… could see all those hollows 

of nectar form in her brain, gooey and sweet, like 

forgetting. The more stoned she got, the more she would 

fall through those sticky catacombs. 

Recently, she had been smoking a lot more because of 

her troubles. She had lost her job. She was struggling 

to sell her apartment. The agent said she was asking too 

high a price for it, so she lowered her offer; then they 

said nobody was interested because the lower price 

cheapened it. She was reminded of the early negotiations 

she had with her dealer, the one who drifted in and out 
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of prison, but never failed to deliver when she made her 

fortnightly pilgrimage to his dingy bedsit. 

The problem was, she’d recently lost a case. A very 

important case. It had cost her law firm millions, and 

now she was close to bankrupt. She liked the law because 

it was clear cut, appearing to her in clean strings of 

logic and declarations; but this case had dissolved all 

that certainty. She found herself swamped in micro-

clauses and tangles of dissonant opinions. She would 

start to binge eat late at night, leaving chocolate 

wrappers like beached purple fish on the perfect 

surface of her kitchen. 

She smoked more weed, lost more money. 

She tried to clean up her life again. 

One day, the agent brought round three hopeful tenants. 

B… met them at the door in a snow-white bathrobe. They 

appeared to be students, but since students had money 

too she let them trudge round the rooms, inspecting 

everything and making jibes to each other. 

“Maybe she has OCD,” one of them whispered, thinking B… 

was out of earshot. 

“I think I can smell weed,” another giggled. 

After the tour, they signed the lease agreement 

straightaway and B… closed the door behind them in 

mild triumph. She took off her white slippers and 

started to run a bath. She had a good fat blunt waiting 

for her in the secret ashtray. 
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She was just taking off her bathrobe when she noticed 

the mark on the floor of her hallway. It was a dirty 

scuff mark, vermillion red, from something stuck to 

someone’s shoe. As if a minuscule creature had been 

crushed into her carpet. Just like a student to do a 

thing like that, bringing insects into the house. 

The thing was though, B… didn’t seem to care. She 

shrugged and didn’t even bother trying to clean it. What 

use was a clean world now? In fact, it was nice to see 

something tainted. Cathartic, even. 

Naked, she sank into her steaming bath. She lit up her 

spliff and took a long, hot drag from the smouldering 

embers, letting the smoke spread round the room, the ash 

curl and flake into the water. It wasn’t long before she 

was drifting off, the familiar hum and buzz filling her 

ears again, the terms of contract unravelling before 

her, melting into the bubbles. She was free. 
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The Merchant  

By Rachel Norris 

The merchant was a catlike figure, clothed in a motley 

of colourful silks. 

His market stall was always surrounded by swarms of 

clamouring customers, reaching over each other with 

sweaty fistfuls of coins, bartering and bludgeoning, 

trying to be the first one there, to get the pick of the 

stock. 

The merchant made a pretty penny wherever he ventured, 

but he never stayed too long. Never long enough to be 

driven out, or locked up. He came always as a hooded 

stranger, ingratiating himself. He travelled wider and 

wider and yet never seemed out of place, making friends 

among the fishwives and tanners, becoming ubiquitous. 

He blended in to the market scene, men would swear that 

he had always been a trader there…as long as they could 

recall anyway. He quietly peddled his wares – harmless 

little souvenirs from faraway lands, little woven 

purses for the ladies, leather belts and engraved silver 

buckles for the men, wooden toys and woollen animals 

for the children. 

But then, as the weeks went on, the crowds would become 

more and more frenzied, they would queue for hours at 

his stall, they would search for him in the streets, try 

to find out where his house was, thought they always 

failed. He was almost an apparition, he was there at the 
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break of dawn, before the other traders had even risen 

from their beds, and yet while the other stalls were 

still being packed away, he seemed to have vanished, not 

even leaving the treads of his wheels or a pointed 

footprint in his wake. 

The lawmakers could never understand the crowds, why 

people seemed so desperate to buy these silly trinkets. 

They had searched his stall for secret supplies, 

smuggled goods, strange drugs, signs of black magic or 

foul play, but never found a thing – just little 

knickknacks. Harmless, useless things. A wooden windmill 

that turned and played a tune, a nacre jewellery box, a 

handsome felt hat with a merry decoration, some glass 

marbles in assorted colours, a drinking horn with a 

leather strap. The lawmakers would scratch their heads. 

They would send patrols to watch the man, to see where 

he went to after the market closed, but some strange 

happenstance would always get in their way: they would 

fall asleep, or a fire would break out, or a child would 

be lost, or they would each swear they had seen him run 

in the opposite direction, and lose sight of both him and 

each other in the chase. 

Only one person knew the truth about the merchant. She 

had followed him from town to town. She was no fool, and 

she was not under his spell. She protected herself with 

charms and totems, she never approached him, or looked 

into his eyes. For she knew him not as a harmless 

merchant, but a powerful magician, with such skill at 

spellweaving he could imbue any item he chose with a 

curse. He used his powers now out of simple greed, but 
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once he had been an even crueller soul. Now, he left only 

the hordes of poor and destitute in his wake. Once, he 

had left death, plague and misery. 

The poor women he had lured to his bed. The poor 

children he had lured to their deaths. 
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9.2.16 
adolescence 

define 
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Golden Girl 

By Rachel Norris 

The Golden Girls of the pleasure court weaved their way 

through the reclining guests, carrying trays of fruit 

and wine, their long, slender limbs effortlessly 

traversing the maze of low triclinia and couches. There 

were trenches cut into the marble floor, where crystal 

clear water lay unmoved, jasmine petals floating 

fragrantly. The Golden Girls stepped over them with 

ease, dainty feet arching and bending. 

Camila was a new initiate. Really she was just a girl, 

taller than you might expect but behind the shimmer of 

the oily gold-flecked paint she wore head to toe, her 

features were girlish, adolescent. The oldest of them was 

only five and twenty – they did not get older than that. 

Camila carried a tray of grapes on golden platters, and 

a flagon of deepest red wine, so dark it looked like ink. 

She missed her father’s library, the smell of parchment 

and papyrus, and the strange smells of ink and paints 

made of eggs and beeswax and charcoal, sometimes 

fantastical insects in jewelled hues. 

But that life was long ago, it was not for her. She would 

never again run her chestnut brown fingers along the 

spines of the books, or furtively uncoil the fragrant 

scrolls. Now, she couldn’t even touch them – she would 

stain them gold. 

She held back her tears. She was not to smudge the paint. 
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10.2.16 
marble 

listless 

Debussy –  ‘Reverie’ 
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No Sound Coming Out 

By Ailsa Williamson 

You stand there in the quiet wood. Lips moving but no 

sound coming out. 

There is silence all around, not even in the trees. 

The sky overhead is dotted with clouds, smoky like a 

marble and this texture is reflected in your eyes. Light 

bounces off the green leaves, gleaming bright yellow. 

You imagine, if you could, music. Strings and a bass drum 

and flute music would be your instruments, whispers 

your voice. You close your eyes and breathe in the sound, 

lips still moving with no sound coming out. 

Lightly I step towards you and take your hand. I can 

hear the music from your mind, but it is invisible to 

you. Our fingers curl around each other’s and I pull you 

into a dance. 

Gentle, we sway to the sound of nothing, and create a 

waltz from no experience. 

Your lips still move, with no sound coming out. 
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Statue’s Tear 

By Maura Kenny 

The statues were drooping, listless, sad. The once 

pristine marble was dirty and grimy, and some of the 

older statues had features that were unrecognisable, 

worn away by time. The statues were chipped and broken, 

some missing ornamentation and some missing limbs and 

even heads. And the life flow had stopped. Some had 

hardened, no longer living, dead marble now, the spark 

of life long faded. Some were sleeping, losing their 

willpower more and more every lonely abandoned day. 

But the spark hadn’t died in them all. Some were still 

waiting, waiting for people to come and admire them, to 

be filled with wonder and awe at what they saw, to be 

inspired and fulfilled and to breathe happiness and 

light back into the lives of the marble before them. 

Vanity was a statue’s main trait, after all, and they 

ached to be looked at and to be worshipped like they 

used to, when people flocked from miles around to look 

at their beauty and the craftsmanship. 

But now they were alone, forgotten, with green plants 

and leaves growing over them and discolouring them and 

their pride was fading as their beauty diminished and 

marble cannot cry but if it could… if it could, there 

would be a river to wash the statues clean. 
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11.2.16 
recognition 

sword 

Fleetwood Mac –  ‘Go Your Own Way’ 
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Sword 

By Heather Caldwell 

Pain. Terrible pain through my body like a dragon’s fire. 

And blood. I crawl to the lakeside to try and quench the 

fire in my side. I turn my head and see him lying there. 

Motionless in blood stained armour, that evil sword 

still in his grasp. He may have got me, but I got him 

back. My blade found his throat. What use was his sword 

then? I should go and take it, she asked me to take it. 

No. I don’t want it near me, it bites like hell and the 

vicious thing still has my blood on it. 

Ω   Ω   Ω 

The boy-king went to the clearing as so many had before. 

Many attended this ‘trial’, because people are so fond of 

judging others. There was the stone, blanketed in moss 

and there was the sword, stuck fast in rock as it had 

been for a hundred years, yet still shining as if it had 

been forged the day before. The golden, jewel-encrusted 

hilt was untarnished by rain or by time. Each gem shone 

bright, the ages had not dulled them. Arthur clasped 

the sword with both hands. Awe was in the faces of the 

crowds as the farm boy withdrew the sword from its 

rocky prison. And for that they made him their king. As 

if pulling and over-sized knife from a rock is a 

justifiable reason for giving someone absolute power 

over the land. 

Ω   Ω   Ω 
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I killed the king. I murdered him. And for what? Here I 

lie, bleeding to death. My vision grows ever more hazy 

and the pain starts to dull. The lake glows brighter and 

even more golden. The sun has started to set, turning 

the sky blood red. Not a bad place to die really. Under 

a fiery sky by the lake of Avalon. There is music coming 

from the lake now, an unearthly chorus from below the 

surface. I close my eyes on this world. 
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Neophyte Seduction 

By James Reynolds 

His stomach churned with elation, the combination of too 

much gin and the bass of the darkened club. The lights 

and their fluorescent colours shifted erratically, 

forcing him to adjust his eyes every song, looking at his 

face. Each moment seemed a screenshot, the white lights 

stuttering like a camera flash, new poses and movements 

every second: looking this way, looking the other, eyes 

to the ground, one hand held, both hands held, the 

motions of being spun around. 

It was no use trying not to grin, he thought, attempting 

to relinquish his self-consciousness. When to move, where 

he place his hands, how long eye contact should last, all 

structured and rigidly adhered to, hoping for a desired 

result. He’d liked to pretend that he hadn’t spent the 

last few days Googling ‘how to flirt’, ‘how to get a guy 

to like you’, but it was a constant worry, that crippling 

self- consciousness, that someone else would know the 

play book, call him out on his weak attempt at his novice 

level seduction. People squeezing past meant getting 

closer to him, an ‘accidental’ placing of hands on his 

hips. Of course, there was no amount of tips and tricks 

disguised as natural beguilement that mattered if he 

didn’t notice. 

This back-and-forth pseudo flirtatious tango has been 

emotionally exhausting, long nights on the phone to 

various friends, collaborating snippets of advice. A 



Serial Flashers 
 

73 

 

foolish errand it appeared, none of the pieces fitting 

together. 

‘You should just move on’ 

‘Try flirting a little bit, see if he responds’ 

‘Who?’ 

That little voice in his head had been bombarded with 

the voices of others, all with the best intentions. It was 

just a shame none of them said what he wanted them to 

say. Some days, he just ignored it, essays and lectures 

and keeping up with his friends pulled his mind away 

from obsession. It was when he was alone, staring out of 

the window in the middle of typing that he jumped from 

one option to the next, all with their pros and cons, 

scribbled within a notebook in his bedside table. 

‘Do I just tell him?’ 

‘Should I make a move?’ 

‘Ignore it?’ 

‘Oh God, I’m going to end up with a house full of cats!’ 

What he’d done, in a past life or this one, to have his 

teen angst emerge in his twenties completed the 

quotidian routine of his interior monologue, of which 

he constantly criticised for sounding like a whiny 

bitch. 

‘Come on, let’s get out of here.’ This cue he recognised, 

and it was not one of his design. Maybe all that time 
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procrastinating on Buzzfeed’s latest love tips were 

beginning to show signs of success. 

He would have felt the brisk cold outside, if it hadn’t 

been for the warmth under his hand. Starting from 

coiled around his shoulder, by the time they arrived at 

his flat, it was resting on his hip. 

It all seemed too surreal, standing with a boy he liked 

outside his door, having spent the night dancing, 

laughing, flirting, and drinking. But now, the night had 

peaked; this was the time of kiss or flight. Nothing was 

said as they stood on the porch, both of them seemed to 

be waiting. All the voices of his friends melted away, 

just the thump of his heart pushed him forward. 

One step forward. Placed his hands on his hips. He leant 

in and hoped. 
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12.2.16 
havoc 

moonlight 

summon  
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Midnight Thoughts 

By Jenna Burns 

Can see your skin, shining bright. Didn’t bother to close 

the curtains. Let them peer inside, let them talk. 

Want to open the window, to set my cries free, let them 

pierce the cloak of night. 

I am a Witch, and you are my summons. 
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Foolish Deal 

By Maura Kenny 

The moon was full, the sky clear, the stars bright. The 

night was cold and crisp. It was time. 

There was a clearing in the forest, almost perfectly 

circular, the grass trodden flat from numerous pairs of 

feet. It was empty now, illuminated by the light of the 

moon. The trees were crowding around, ominous, an 

oppressive presence. 

Suddenly, movement in the forest- people, in dark 

cloaks, feet bare, slipping silently into the clearing. 

One by one they entered, forming a circle around the 

perimeter, until there were maybe twenty people, 

standing silently, watching, waiting. There was a 

palatable air of tension. 

Some time passed, with no movement from the waiting 

figures. And then the mood change, the atmosphere grew 

even tenser, and then there was a flash of light. A 

sudden mist fell, an intense swirling fog. The watchers 

flinched, but stayed where they were, breathing growing 

ragged, and the air grew colder, as the fog seemed to 

thicken in the centre of the circle, until each person 

could barely even see their closest neighbour. 

And then the mist seemed to gather even denser, to 

solidify, and then in the centre of the circle a figure 

slowly formed, tall and broad and seemingly humanoid, 

shaking off the mist that had borne it. 
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WHO HAS SUMMONED ME HERE? it spoke, and the words 

seemed to enter the people’s brains directly, 

reverberating around their skulls. 

One of the cloaked watchers stepped forward, trembling 

visibly, the cloak rustling as they shivered, and then 

spoke, their voice clear and loud despite their obvious 

terror. 

“We have summoned you,” the person said, “to bring havoc 

down on this flawed world, the ruined world. You will 

strike fear into the hearts of all you face, and you will 

do our will, to make this world a better place.” 

The creature seemed to ponder this for a few tense 

moments, and then it raised its head. 

I AGREE, THAT ALL SOUNDS GOOD. 

There was a perceptible relaxing of the surrounding 

people. 

APART FROM ONE SMALL ISSUE, and it reached out and 

lifted up the speaker, as if the person weighed nothing 

at all. I WILL NOT DO ANYONE’S BIDDING. 

And the screaming started. 
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13.2.16 
flower 

desolate 

“Of its own beauty is the mind diseased” –  

Lord Byron 
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Vanitas Vanitatum, Omnia Vanitas 

By Ailsa Williamson 

The first pluck made the chord resound. With obscured 

faces the hooded initiates began their low humming. All 

in congregation stood there as the words were repeated. 

But louder. 

“Vanitas vanitatum, omnia vanitas.” 

The backdrop of the altar, where the harpist sat, was a 

woven tapestry. It told the story of the local saint, the 

man who had saved them all in a time of great tragedy. 

When the village had been plagued by the Vanity Curse 

Disease he had plucked a single flower and proved to 

the world that the female form was not unique in its 

beauty.  Ever since then the village had been desolate, 

girls had been trained silent, woman were never seen and 

the men were always righteous. 

“VANITAS VANITATUM, OMNIA VANITAS.” 

Behind the veil that separated the genders Philomena 

mentally reached out to her husband. Tears slipped down 

her face as she was reminded of the day she had dared 

to wear a single baby’s breath in her hair. The monk’s 

chanted, the harpist struck and she was reminded of the 

emptiness she had felt that day. As she was hit, and 

pummelled and reminded that vanity was a sin that only 

woman suffered. 
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The Bluebell Cliffs 

By Maria Sledmere 

The woods are very calm and still. 

We used to come here at dusk, taking the car out after 

work, driving along the coast road. There were days when 

I could so easily give up my worries to nature. I thought 

I was a forest child; I thought at heart, like you, I was 

something free and wild. 

As you walk, the sea is on your right, the woods on your 

left. The light comes down in gold cascades, catching the 

gold green filter of the leaves, casting dapples dancing 

on the path before you. In some memory it is June and 

the bluebells are out. They spread across the forest 

floor, tipped with pink and gold, swaying in the haze of 

a mystical dream. It is so easy to retreat into the trees, 

their sleepy sigh of imminent twilight. I took a picture 

of you once, with the bluebells behind you, the branches 

around you and a handful of leaves in your hair. So 

beautiful I could have left you there. 

We always sat, out of breath, on our favourite bench 

overlooking the ocean. You used to joke, “this is where I 

want my ashes scattered,” and god how I thought you 

were so morbid! There were stories you told me, about 

the faeries that lived in the forest, that kept watch 

over the ocean, guarding sailors and smugglers from a 

terrible fate on the rocks. 
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“The cliffs here are deceiving,” is what you told me. You 

grew up here; you knew this place like the inside of 

your own mind. I wanted to explore every turn of the 

path, every flower and whorl of wood. I never had the 

chance. I’m still trying. 

I am bitter about the irony – the cliffs are 

deceiving. So you should have known their depth, their 

statuesque peril. You, who knew everything. 

But not the cloak of nettles and the drop beyond. 

And who knows what you were doing, that autumn evening 

with conkers shining on the ground and the last of 

summer fading with you, like the daylight giving way 

to cold, sweet stars? 

I walk here now and the sea is on my left, the trees on 

my right. I could count all the steps, the traces of all 

the times we came here before. Still I smell the wild 

garlic, the salt breeze lifting and cooling my skin. I sit 

on our bench and look out to the ocean, and who knows 

where you are, faerie that you are, flying to distant 

islands, silent and thin? 
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Beacon of Hope 

By Maura Kenny 

There was a single flower growing. Its petals were a 

muted, dusty rose pink, fading to an almost white at the 

edges. The centre was yellow, bright and vibrant, like 

an egg yolk, almost. It had forced its way out of this 

dull, dusty, barren ground, fought weeds and scraggly 

grass and emerged, triumphant and beautiful, poking 

out amongst the stones and rubbles. A fighter. 

Like us all, I thought, looking around at the group of 

us, huddled around a weak fire, shivering, chewing 

hungrily on the few slices of dried meat that were the 

only food we had left. We’d survived so much. We could 

survive more. And if this flower could survive in this 

desolate wasteland, then so could we. 

We moved on soon, not staying in any one place for too 

long, and we left the ruins with the flower outside, but 

I kept thinking about it. How it could grow, so pretty, 

in such a sad place. The thought of it kept me going 

through the horrors we saw. The flower became a symbol 

of hope for me. If flowers could grow here, eventually 

other things could. 

But as one by one, the members of our group died or left 

us, and we all became more and more desperate, and food 

and water became more and more scarce, I began to doubt 

myself. What if I hadn’t seen the flower? What if I’d been 

hungry and woozy from lack of sleep and imagined it? 
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Deluded myself into thinking I’d seen some beacon of 

hope? 

I found myself obsessed with this thought. I had to get 

back to the place I’d seen it. I had to know. My group- 

my friends- all tried to dissuade me. I was being 

ridiculous, they said. A foolish risk, a silly errand. But 

I left them, I said goodbye and I left the group and I 

followed our path back. 

It took days, much longer than it had taken us as a 

group, ad soon I had no food and despite my careful 

rationing, no water. But eventually I made it, made it 

back to the stretch of wasteland we’d camped on, with 

the ruined houses and the torn up road and the place 

where the flower had been… 

I practically sprinted over, dropping my empty bag and 

my empty canteen and running towards the place, my 

heart alight with hope and expectation… 

But then I shuddered to a halt, my stomach lurching. 

The flower was there, alright. But it was dead. I knelt 

beside it, sharp stones digging into my knees. Its once 

perfect petals were browned and curling, and it was 

lying on the ground instead of pointing up towards the 

sun. 

I looked at it, dead and pathetic, and I thought about 

my desperate hope and I realised that I had no food or 

water and I couldn’t survive out here for long and I’d 

been stupid and I’d chased a foolish dream and if the 
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flower was a metaphor for all of this, then I was not 

appreciating the irony. 

I was going to die just like the flower did, like 

everything did, in this hellhole. And with that thought 

my control broke, and I couldn’t hold back the tears, 

and I wept for everything I couldn’t have and 

everything I’d never get back. 

  



Serial Flashers 
 

86 

 

The Late Bride 

By Hayley Rutherford 

“Pretty girl,” the gruff man sighed painstakingly 

removing his top hat. 

“Yes,” I replied furtively, as we both stared at the 

veneered black oblong before us. The man patted my 

shoulder, a little too firmly perhaps, and then 

sauntered off to re-join the gaggle of other moustached 

men nursing their whiskeys. I think his name was 

Williams, one of my father’s friends.  

Regardless of his name I took his lack of acquaintance 

with myself and his familiarity at the appearance of 

my deceased fiancée as insult. Pretty? Emily had been 

far more than just plain “pretty”, she was deliciously 

exquisite. Though that had been before.  

Now beneath that heavy lid was only a mulch of melting 

flesh oozing between yellowing bones. When they had 

found her they only identified her by her rings. Her 

eyes had gaped in their sockets hanging nervously by 

the red laces of her eye stalks. Her skin was puckered 

and greening, and all her limbs had contorted with her 

hardening muscle tissue. There were places where her 

ligaments were exposed from the gashes, and black clots 

marred the ivory of what was to be her wedding dress. 

She was a tangle of colours and rigid lines but soon this 

masterpiece began to dissolve.  
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Of course my father sought to protect me from these 

horrors with this closed casket and pompous wake. I need 

never be told of the state of carrion she was in when 

they had found her body tossed in that graveyard, the 

crows steadily picking at the red meat around her lips 

exposing a ghoulish grimace. But why would they ever 

need tell me…. I was the one that put her there. 
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14.2.16 
fortress 

message 
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My Name is Messenger 

By Ailsa Williamson 

He stood against a backdrop of gold, a curtain that 

cascaded to the ground. 

“I am here to greet you and tell you that you are mine.” 

She was still in her dressing gown. Toothbrush in mouth, 

hair up in a towel, watching him as he literally 

appeared in the ray of sunlight that bathed the 

hallway. 

“Now,” he smiled crookedly. “Submit and come with me.” 

She blinked and the toothbrush dropped to the ground 

as she gawked. 

“Eh whit now?” she said. “Submit and … who d’ya say yer 

name was?” 

The man in the red robe frowned, but he kept his 

patience and tried again. “I said my name is Messenger 

and you are mine. I am here to escort you to my fortress 

of enternitude.” 

“That’s not even a word,” she said, rolling her eyes and 

marching forwards. Right through the light. 

He began to protest, but her dressing gown was stronger 

than photons. She passed right through him and he fell 

to nothing, descending as soon as he had come. 

 



Serial Flashers 
 

90 

 

15.2.16 
Waiting 

emoticon 
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Tongue Tied 

By Jenna Burns 

It starts with: 

😉 

Then: 

Oops meant 😊! 

I backtrack, you see. It’s not your fault. I just get a 

little scared. Silly, I know. 

Waiting is the worst. Can’t look away from the screen, 

when all I can see is: 

… 

[Typing] 

… 

You stop and start a lot. I wonder if you notice. It keeps 

me on my toes, breath catching at the thought of your 

thumb hovering over ‘Send.’ 

Ridiculous, really. 

It takes you 57 seconds to reply: 

And here’s me thinking I was special! 💔 😉 

Not sure if that means anything. Does it? There’s no rule-

book for this. Perhaps it would be easier if we lived in 
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another century. Romance and letter-writing go hand in 

hand, don’t they? Perhaps we would write each other 

poetry. 

No. Awful idea. 

So many words unsent. How can you know? 

Fingers fumble over keys to eventually form: 

You are! ☺ x 

Wait. Wait. Wait. 

[Saved to Drafts] 
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Abrasions 

By Maria Sledmere 

He has left his knife behind. 

This is not the kind of mistake he makes. Normally, he 

would pick up his things with such precision it was as 

if he were articulating some private symphony. 

Everything in order: gloves, coat, scarf, rope, knife. The 

rules of his hunt are simple enough. He always said that 

tools were crucial to a man’s success. We are not human 

without our tools; without our tools, we are no better 

than animals. 

He likes his statements strong, like his liquor. 

I suppose he would not think twice about leaving me 

with his knife. Maybe something distracted him this 

morning; maybe the chickens were scrapping in the yard, 

or he did not like the way I slept as he stood over me, 

brooding. I like when he does that. I feel small but 

powerful, because he does not know that I am actually 

awake. He sees me in my smallness alone, a fragile animal. 

So I like to sleep for him; it is a performance. 

He does not know the way I think sometimes. I think 

about my body and what it can do for him, what it can 

do without him. I know all the places where I have 

scratched and scratched, where my nails have abraded 

the skin, worn it to a raw red patch. Places he does not 

see: the bone of my ankles, the back of my knees. 
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I am to prepare a marvellous lunch for him. He will 

return to some hearty casserole, heavy with beef and 

laced with star anise. I will lure him back to me with 

that strange, sweet fragrance. 

I curl the peelings from the vegetables with his knife. 

It is a treat to use, so sharp. The shavings fall away 

from me, down onto the floor, dropping, dropping. I cut 

the tip of my finger accidentally, and a bright bead of 

blood forms on my skin like a blob of fresh dew. I lick 

it clean off. It gathers again and some of it splashes 

into the stew. Inevitable, I suppose. It is tempting, of 

course, to make another elision – to practice this art 

upon my body, to reestablish the terms of my own 

possession. 

But I don’t. I leave the food to cook and go to the 

window, where I will watch for him in the raw morning, 

the hanging cabbage untouched, swaying behind me 

mysteriously. I have not used this cabbage in the stew; 

I prefer its abstract presence, just as I prefer the 

scratch and itch of my fingers, so much stronger than 

any tool. 
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16.2.16 
Carrion 

Laces 

“I am –  yet what I am none cares or knows” 

–  John Clare 
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Laces 

By Eugenia Lo 

Her mother didn’t teach her how to tie her shoelaces, nor 

did her father. 

She remembered seeing their domestic helper tie her 

little brother’s shoelaces for him, fingers moving the 

strings over and under with practiced ease, a small smile 

on her face as she explained the steps to her distracted 

brother. 

Her shoes didn’t have laces on them, only velcro, so she 

didn’t need to know. 

The next time she got to buy new sport shoes, she asked 

for a pair with laces instead. Her mother had frowned 

at first (“shoes for girls of ages six to eight have 

velcro on them”) but still let her choose sneakers with 

laces. 

“Je Je, can you—?” she gestured to the white shoes at her 

feet, still new and unworn. “Can you please…” she didn’t 

know what words she was supposed to use. 

Her domestic helper smiled. “Wa, so grown up la you,” she 

said with a smile, squatting down at her feet. “Sit.” 

She did as she was told, knocking her bottom so quickly 

on the floor that it hurts. Her Je Je chuckled, pulling 

her small feet into the shoes. 
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“See la,” she said, focusing on the crisp white laces. She 

took one in each hand, tied a simple knot to secure her 

feet, then made bunny ears out of them at the same time. 

“Dim yeung,” she said instantly, eyes wide at her Je Je’s 

skills. 

“Hah?” her domestic helper asked, looking up quickly. 

“See first.” She continued tying the laces: forming a 

cross with the bunny-eared laces, she tucked one of them 

under the circle once, then a second time before pulling 

the strings apart to secure. 

“Two times so tight,” her Je Je said, and she nodded, 

eager to learn how to tie them by herself. Her Je Je 

proceeded to tie her other shoe, and she paid attention 

as best as she could. 

— 

When her Je Je left, she was eleven, her brother was 

eight. 

On a Wednesday morning they were late to catch the 

school bus that came to their estate. Their schoolmates 

that lived in their estate were all very punctual, so 

she never wanted to be late. 

Their mother was frantically grabbing their school 

bags and her wallet, still getting used to being the one 

awake at six in the morning and helping them get ready 

for school. This had been their domestic helper’s job for 

over six years; it was a big change for all of them. 
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Her brother and her both had physical education class 

today, so they were both wearing their PE uniforms.  She 

bent over her knee to tie her own shoelaces, with ease 

and no effort, looping the bunny ear twice in the hole 

to ensure it’s tight. 

She glanced over to see her mother, a backpack on each 

shoulder, bent down and tying the shoes of her brother, 

who was falling asleep. 

After half a second, her brother jerked, his gaze 

landing on his feet. “You’re doing it wrong,” her little 

brother groaned. They had started to international 

schools; they both started speaking in English to their 

parents within two years. 

“What do you mean wrong ah?” their mother replied 

incredulously. 

“Je Je didn’t tie it like that,” her little brother 

replied, immediately undoing her mother’s work. 

“Ne—“ her mother’s face flashed with anger, “you do 

yourself then.” 

Knowing that her brother had been half asleep every 

time their helper tied his laces, she bent down quickly. 

“Je Je said double knotting is bad,” she explained, 

fingers working quickly so they can get our of their 

house faster. “She loops the—the loop under twice.” 

Her mother was silent as her brother and her stood and 

made their way to the door. 



Serial Flashers 
 

99 

 

“Did you say thank you to your sister?” their mother 

asked finally, as they were waiting for the elevators to 

come. They were going to be on time if the elevator 

coming wasn’t full. 

Her little brother muttered, “Thank you, Ka Je.” 

(Je Je — literally translates to “sister”; a term used 

to address domestic helpers in Hong Kong 

Dim yeung — “how to” 

Ne — “you” 

Ka Je — also means sister, but used to address familial 

sister.) 
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The Sweetest Meats 

By Maria Sledmere 

When I was younger, my father took me to a sweets 

factory. He felt guilty, I suppose, for divorcing my 

mother and taking the house with him, the car too and 

all her belongings. Anyway, we had a good day. There was 

so much to see at this sweets factory. There were special 

machines which cut shapes into chocolate, people in 

funny hats pouring colourful juice into moulds, a room 

chockfull of strawberry laces. I don’t know if it was a 

storeroom or what, but you were allowed to go in and 

even touch the stringy candy. The stuff was strung from 

racks tied to the ceiling – long thin strands of it like 

spaghetti – and you could lie back down on piles of it 

which were heaped on the floor in messy bundles. There 

was a sign on the wall explaining how the room was 

meant to test the ‘elasticity’ of the laces, and there was 

a diagram which showed how they were made. I wasn’t 

interested in any of that. I just liked the colour and 

the waxy, sticky texture, the slightly sour fruitiness 

that filled my mouth, the endless scrapping with the 

other kids as we fought for the longest, thickest pieces. 

My father would stand in the corner and watch me 

playing. I suppose it amused him to see me high on E 

numbers, racing around and swinging from strips of red 

candy. Maybe it was a power game too, since my mother 

would never let me near so much as a square of chocolate. 

I remember feeling wild in that room, tearing and 



Serial Flashers 
 

101 

 

snapping lace after lace, shoving the sugary goodness 

past my lips. 

Sometimes I feel like that now. Wild, that is. In the 

abattoir where I work, picking and sorting pile after 

pile of animal carcasses, I sometimes get the same burst 

of primal excitement. Maybe it’s the sight of red that 

does it: that dull, fleshy red that signals the release 

of something. A spirit leaving the body, ten grams of 

sugar gushing through the bloodstream. I tie up, I 

measure; I slice and cut. It is not the same as ripping 

with my fingers, as bending and biting with my milk 

teeth. Still, there is something of a similar thrill, a 

need for tangibility. 

When my father visits now, frail in old age, we talk 

about the news, about airy things like art and 

philosophy. He pretends not to notice my bloodstained 

aprons, drying in the living room, the books on butchery 

stacked in my kitchen. We never mention my mother, or 

what happened to her. After a few days, he leaves me 

with a feeling of deep dissatisfaction, an emptiness and 

longing for something unplaceable. I feel like an 

abandoned hatchling, picking at scraps of carrion in the 

undergrowth of some lonesome forest. No matter how I 

try, I can never get back to that memory, the snap and 

tweak of those sugar laces between my teeth, the feeling 

of sweet, fizzy joy. 

I can only raise the cleaver, imagining the tug of 

muscle, sheaths of connective tissue clustering with fat 

cells and capillaries, becoming something solid and 
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substantial, becoming meat. And that red stuff – dried, 

salted and cured – is all I can cling to, all the love I 

have for the world. 
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17.2.16 
follow  

rain 

“Beware that, when fighting monsters, you 

yourself do not become a monster… for when 

you gaze long into the abyss. The abyss 

gazes also into you.”- Friedrich Nietzsche 
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No Surface, All Feeling 

By Maria Sledmere 

For so long he has stared into mirrors. The passing, 

fleeting kind: shop windows, car windows, the sunglassed 

eyes of strangers. What he sees will always follow and 

taunt him. 

It is better when the rain falls and all is blurred and 

distorted. 

“You need to get out your own head for awhile,” is what 

his flatmate said. It reminds him of his mother, all those 

years ago, scolding him for the time he spent alone in 

his room. 

“There’s nothing attractive about a narcissist,” she’d 

chide, poking her head round his door, “you’ll never 

make friends if you stay like this.” 

“I’m sorry,” he’d reply, staring at the floor, “I’ll try 

harder”. The trouble was, it wasn’t narcissism that kept 

him trapped inside himself – it was fear. 

Always he was fighting the mirrors. What was it about 

their silvery, slippery surface that so taunted him? He 

hated to see himself, hated the way his cheeks bulged 

and his stomach poked out like a bag full of water. In 

the world outside, there was no way of avoiding his 

reflection. Just being around people was enough: their 

curious stares provided the chasm of mirrors into which 
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he lost himself. Once, in a supermarket, a young woman 

pointed at his legs and whispered, loudly, to her mother: 

“Gosh, look how skinny he is!” 

But she knew nothing. How could she know how wrong she 

was? 

He was only ever happy in the afterglow, the slump 

against the bathroom wall after puking in the toilet 

bowl. In the mirror his pallor was otherworldly, and for 

a moment he felt invincible, having cheated the 

weakness of his own body. 

He drinks in the afternoon with or without his flatmate, 

watching the sun melt like a flaming ice cube, dripping 

down the cold blue back of a twilight sky. The alcohol 

is a solvent, in which sorrow and fear dissolve together. 

He could do anything when drunk: go dancing, write a 

song, kiss a girl, stay out all night long, running 

through the city streets. Instead, he doesn’t. He lies 

there, supine and unreal in his bladdered paralysis. 

In the morning he wakes with a headful of nasty 

memories. He has to fish them out, one by one, like a 

child picking unwanted peas from their plate of dinner. 

He feels purer when he stands at the window. It is 

raining and the rain covers the streets with sheets of 

lucent alabaster; almost snowlike, the way it glows in 

lamplit puddles. The sky, these days, is far too white. He 

likes to stare into its abyss; seeing not himself cast 

back in the glass reflection, but a hundred other 

monsters, blinking their hungry eyes back at 
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him. Feeling, feeling. He knows this is the life he must 

seek, the life so far that he has missed. 
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18.2.16 
prisoner 

arm 
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The Bank Teller 

By Alfie Alsop 

Ragged breaths rattled between the bank clerk’s 

slackening jaws. His legs were still firmly ensnared by 

the grip of fallen rubble; he’d tried to ease himself 

out, but this only allowed the jagged concrete fangs to 

sink further into the meat of his calf. Blood pooled 

beneath him, the sticky warmth of it was a brief respite 

from the cold of the marble on which he lay. He was 

probably going to die. 

Despite the urgency of his own situation, or perhaps to 

escape it, Erik’s mind turned to the people around him. 

At first there had been cries for help and earnest 

assurances that rescue would arrive shortly, but that 

had been hours ago. Shadows were fading now and it was 

most likely late in the evening. He was fairly certain 

that Kate had stopped breathing some time ago now. She 

worked in the booth next to Erik, and had done so for 

the past three years now. When the walls first began to 

distort and buckle they had both dived underneath 

their desks for protection. She managed to tell him that 

some of the ceiling was crushing her chest, when she was 

still capable of conversation. They always got along, 

she had bought a kitten from the litter his brother was 

looking after. She played squash on Thursdays and was 

saving up for another holiday to Brazil. She loved 

travelling. And now she wasn’t breathing. 
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He couldn’t see anyone from the prone position he was 

pinned in, and even if he had the strength or 

inclination to manoeuvre himself into a more upright 

posture it was unlikely that he would be able to make 

out the shapes of his workmates in this deepening dusk. 

In the first couple of hours of their entrapment, people 

had speculated on what had caused the complete 

collapse of the building. Initially an earthquake was 

claimed to be the culprit, but then a bomb was suspected. 

There sounded like explosions after all. Josh, over in 

loans, suggested it could have been some madcap robbery 

gone wrong. The irony of this was that the vault was 

still likely intact. A more pressing, yet undoubtedly 

related mystery, was why the emergency services hadn’t 

arrived in the several hours after the building fell. 

The only reasonable conclusion was that rescue teams 

were unable to reach them. 

Erik licked his lips, tasting the lime dust and feeling 

a dry tongue sticking to the roof of his mouth. If he was 

going to die tonight, he didn’t want to die thirsty. 

Mustering up the strength to lift his arm, he reached 

for the drawer in the desk he had attempted to shelter 

under. The desk was on its side now, the chipboard of its 

bulk splintered and crumpled, but the drawer remained 

intact. Wrenching with what little might remained in 

him, he managed to free the drawer. His prize, a half 

empty bottle of Scotch, clinked to the floor. Just out of 

reach. A half-hearted and bitter chuckle escaped from 

deep within his struggling lungs. It looked like he was 

to die thirsty regardless of his wish. 
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His eyelids that felt heavier than the leg entombing 

rubble, yet Erik woke up and looked around, turning his 

neck with great effort. More than an hour must have 

passed whilst he was unconscious going by the thick 

blanket of night that had settled into the bank. 

Mentally noting, with disinterested surprise, that he 

was still alive, Erik looked through the considerable 

hole in the roof. With eyes now accustomed to darkness, 

he could see stars glittering through the rough portal 

of insulation foam and slate. The soft amber glow of the 

sodium street-lamps was conspicuous by absence and 

again Erik considered with vague irritation the 

tardiness of their rescue. 

In the distance, a steady low drone began, steadily 

increasing in volume. The dull whirring reached 

deafening levels, Erik winced at the relentless 

auditory assault. The first thought that occurred to 

him was that it was a rescue helicopter, but for a 

helicopter to be that loud then it would have to be 

directly above them. The down-draft would be whipping 

up vortices of dust, and it was not. A searchlight from 

above the roof pierced the gloom and began a slow, 

methodical investigation of the floor. With hoarse 

exhalations, he tried to summon any would-be rescuers, 

yet he himself could not hear his cries above the 

pervasive droning. He needed their attention, to show 

that he, at least, was still alive. He needed to throw 

something, something that would make a sound. 

Disregarding the fresh lances of pain from his leg, he 

hauled himself at the out of reach bottle. As his fingers 

brushed the smooth surface of the glass, the beam of 
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light found him and fixed on him with blinding 

intensity. He was still grasping for the bottle when it 

crunched underneath a huge metallic boot, its amber 

contents spreading across the floor. Erik’s last act was 

to look up with no small amount of accusation at the 

owner of the boot. Cold and unflinching, a gaze met his. 

Without eyelids to blink, the interloper shook slightly 

with recoil as three shots cracked through the night. 
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An Orange in the Morning 

By Maria Sledmere 

If she stared out at the ocean long enough, she knew 

that God would drop more ink in; that the colour would 

flower out to a deep, lapis blue, gathering its darkness 

in the distant shadows, the lay of the horizon which was, 

to her at least, the end of the world. 

It was easy to forget that she was being held prisoner, 

with the ocean so close, its ebb and sigh mingling with 

the sad, weeping birds, sounding like the croon of an 

oboe across the bay. Lyra had spent many days on the 

turret, crawling out from her tiny room in the fortress 

tower to stare out at the vastness of water, whatever 

the weather. In glittering sunshine, she felt immortal. 

In storms, she held her arms up to the crackling sky. The 

rain and wind sometimes buffeted her, soaked her hair, 

her face, her tunic. The guard warned her, but she would 

not heed him. He sneaked in oranges from the Eastern 

cargo ships, and she ate them greedily, kneeling on the 

high walls, oblivious to the drop into the ocean below. 

“Your time will come soon,” the guard once said, watching 

her as she watched the ocean. He even leaned forward, 

touching her arm. 

“Don’t,” Lyra said. She knew the gulls were watching; 

that they had their master to report back to, swooping 

back and forth with their beady eyes. The guard’s hand 

fell away, dropped like a bird shot from the sky. 
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He was her friend, in a sort of way. While he slept, she 

hid out in her room, biding the hours. In the darkness 

she clawed at the brick walls, feeling for their texture 

in the way that a child feels the skin of a leaf for the 

first time. She stopped going outside, hoping that the 

world would stop turning without her in it. Maybe she 

could stay in this limbo forever. 

One day, an Admiral arrived at the fortress, wearing his 

royal blue and white suit. Lyra was reminded of her days 

at sea, the men she used to kiss like rough cut diamonds 

and the sweet dark mouthfuls of rum. The Admiral 

conversed with the guard and she 

heardwar and betrayal and whore escape the snatching 

hiss of their whispers. 

“Your time will come soon,” the guard said again that 

night, closing the door of her chamber. This time, it 

sounded like a warning. He slipped something into her 

cold hands. 

Two strangers came for her, early that morning. She 

offered her wrists to them as they bound and dragged 

her down the spiral staircase, through dimly-lit 

corridors and out into the pale and waiting dawn. A 

crowd had assembled, swinging their banners and 

screaming. Torches were lit on either side of the gallows. 

Lyra stood before them, tall and angelic in her white 

nightgown, soon to be spattered with crimson blood. A 

fragile shaft of milky light gleamed off the silver 

blade. Lyra felt for the orange in her pocket. She was 

glad that she had saved it. 
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In front of everyone, she bit into her orange, savouring 

the sour bright taste in her teeth. She imagined she was 

biting into the sun, feeling its heat spread through her 

as it sunk down into her mouth, down into the strong 

blue ocean, softly dissolving as she swallowed, feeling 

the juice go down like the world going down to the 

darkest depths of the sea, sinking, sinking… 

She saw the light beyond the horizon, the glimpse of 

white, of starry light – and as the blade sunk deep she 

knew she was free. 
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19.2.16 
return 

satisfaction 
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Untitled 

By L. R. 

I met him exactly one month after I had an abortion, 

and in hindsight I think it was too soon. 

“The best way to get over someone is to get under 

someone else!” My flatmates cackle like parrots when 

they give out life advice, but in this case the parrots 

were right, and it takes him less than a week to trap me 

and drown me in his glacier eyes. 

All thoughts of unborn things and hospital needles 

disappear, and are replaced by a man with beautiful 

straight teeth and an expression I find difficult to 

read. I have never had a boyfriend, and it turns out 

they are quite intoxicating. 

I spend three months drunk in my infatuation. He is 

sweet, he is popular, his charisma is all-consuming; I 

have no time to think of what happened before. There 

are days where he is suddenly not himself, but his smiles 

and kisses don’t take long to return and I push my 

doubts into a box I locked up a long time ago. 

Those three months were sweet. 

When I find out he’s been cheating on me, I am standing 

underneath a road sign which reads “LA BELLE PLACE”. 

There has never been a less beautiful road in a less 

French area. London is grey, London is ugly, London is 

the city where all the worst things in my life have 
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happened to me. I try not to cry until I’m at home, but 

my lost baby and my lost love and my habit of driving 

people so far away from me and into the arms of a blonde 

slut catch me and I weep at Acton Town, two stops before 

mine. 

We end up together, by the way. I know you’re 

disappointed in me. But let me tell you how I got there 

first, and then you may judge. 

Unhappiness is a weed that grows and festers. If it is 

not cut from the root, it never disappears. While I am 

without him, I pick my depression apart, layer by layer 

as if it is part of my skin. I tear off him, I tear off the 

image of his face streaked with tears when I left him. I 

tear off the glow I feel when he smiles at me. The image 

of our first meeting, when I felt a ray of light in my 

stomach. The darkness that came before. The terror from 

a tiny positive sign and scheduled trips to the hospital. 

The uncertainty of a missed period. The one night stand 

with an old friend. The boredom I felt before it all, 

before anything happened to me, before I was a woman. 

I tear until there is nothing left. 

Two months later, when I return to LA BELLE PLACE, he 

is waiting for me there. He cries over coffee, and 

confesses his own demons. He is a blubbering mess, and 

howls like a wild animal. People stare. I am strong and 

silent. He buys me flowers, and cowers like a dog. 

Satisfaction makes my belly feel full and LA BELLE 

PLACE looks wonderful in the summer. I allow myself to 
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love him, and my world is green and gorgeous. I had no 

pride left anyway. 

London is the most beautiful city on Earth. 
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20.2.16 
connect 

artificial 

honour 
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“Do you wish to connect?” 

By Hayley Rutherford 

“Do you wish to connect?” 

The woman lay across the bed from me, unblinking. What 

a question. It sure as hell wasn’t making this any easier. 

Connect? What was I, a bloody USB? But then I suppose 

that’s exactly what I was to her; an input device, she 

was just waiting to receive my…er… information through 

her… … data port. Sensory data but does that make it 

anymore sensual, it’d all just be ones and zeros to her. 

She just lay there one arm outstretched, staring. They’d 

done a fantastic job with these machines, I’m sure the 

manufacturers could have disguised them as fully 

human if they wanted to but they were obviously 

artificial; they were too perfect. Her eyes were piercing 

blue, like ice and glass; I felt if she had been a real 

woman they ought to have been filmy and bright but a 

little grey around the edges, like the blue sky when the 

clouds roll over. Her skin was unblemished; it was 

unnerving in fact. Not one single freckle or sun spot, 

not one little pimple or bruise, not even a hair bar the 

ones on her head and eyebrows. She didn’t have a name. I 

imagined if her eyes had been that gray-blue she would 

have been a Lucy, if her hair wasn’t so bleached blonde 

and it weren’t trailing down her back she could have 

been a Wendy, and if her legs weren’t hairless and she 

didn’t care she would have been an Angie. But she wasn’t. 

She was no one. I suppose that’s why they were designed 
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to be so eerily unreal, otherwise we’d probably end up 

smitten with them and no one would reproduce and we’d 

shag ourselves in to oblivion. 

“Do you wish to connect?” 

“I heard you the first time.” I snapped. Her jaws wired 

shut instantly with a voluptuous pink smile to mask 

them. She was calm and patient. It was weird; to have 

someone not get upset when you shouted at them. This 

obedience was frightening. It was worse than a pet. If 

ever I snapped at my dog to shut up he’d usually storm 

out of the room in indignation and then moments later 

I’d hear him in the next room chewing on his squeak toy 

with gusto just to spite me. 

“Er…sorry.” I mumbled. She was unflinching. “What’s your 

name?” 

“What would you like to call me?” It was a human’s voice, 

but not hers. I knew these words had been pre-recorded 

by a real living woman and the syllables were merely 

retrieved and reproduced by an algorithm. I wondered 

who the real owner of this voice was. Had they chosen 

her for her affinity with the android’s profession? 

Maybe she was a mother now. What would happen if her 

soon grew up and accidentally stumbled upon one of the 

bot’s with his mother’s voice? I wonder if they modelled 

the droid’s looks after her or if she was maybe a plain 

unattractive checkout girl who had a surprisingly 

breathy voice. 
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“I don’t want to make up a name for you.” I shook my 

head, “You must have a name. What do your friends call 

you?” 

“Based on your age, ethnicity and perceived preferences, 

in correlation with my own visual requirements the name 

I have selected for this encounter is Caroline. Is this 

acceptable? Do you wish to change?” 

“That’s my fucking sister’s name.” 

“Do you deem this name unacceptable? Or do you wish me 

to behave as your sister?” 

“Are you fuuu…” I tried to lower my voice so the 

downstairs neighbours wouldn’t hear me screeching 

across my room at an incestual sex-bot. “Are you fucking 

kidding me?” 

“The modulation in your voice and your increase in 

heart rate leads me to assess that this is not one of 

your preferences.”  I sighed, there was no morality in a 

computer. Perhaps these things weren’t just light-

hearted fun as my pal Gregor had suggested. They had 

no ability to resist and no inclination to deny, maybe 

they were programmed to be outlets for desires people 

couldn’t otherwise sate. I just thought it’d be fun, I’d 

been so lonely lately, now I just felt dirty. 

“What would you like to request?” She smiled, still laid 

in the same stagnant pose like she was a polaroid of 

herself. 

“Look is there anywhere I can take you?” 
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“Encounters cannot occur outside of the customer’s 

residence, it voids my warranty.” 

“No, no. I mean; I want you to leave. I’m gonna drive you 

home… or wherever you came from.” 

The girl rose and looked at me, not stared as before but 

looked deeply. Her eyes almost appeared as if they had 

clouded over with that filmy human glow. 

“Where do you wanna go?” I sighed, grabbing my keys 

from the bedside table and throwing on my coat. 

The life-size doll before me shifted in her stance. Her 

lacquered lips parted in an uncomfortable way. Her 

hands, it was as if she was quivering. All at once she 

burst, it was the same pre-recorded sound as before but 

this time it was her own. 

“The river,” she crackled “The bottom of it.” 
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The Wedding Walk 

By Rachel Norris 

Moonlight rested on the whitewashed city walls of 

Ushtar. It painted the pale, fragrant flowers of the 

blossom trees silver-blue, and threw dark alcoves and 

arched windows into sharp relief. The whole city was in 

monochrome. 

Nila refused to look out of the window. She gazed into 

her mirror, saw her own frightened face staring back, 

framed by a border or elegantly carved myrtle wood, 

painted the same crystal white of almost everything in 

the wealthy part of the city. Only in the slums did one 

see bright hues: brilliant sky blues and rust reds, 

indigo and purple, livid yellows and vivid greens…but 

she had never been within a mile of the slums. Or, at 

least, that is what they all believed. What they must 

all believe. 

Nila’s chestnut hair fell in feathery curls to her waist, 

but she braided and pinned it up at the sides, keeping 

her face free of stray curls, and elongating her neck. 

She had changed out of her nightdress long ago and now 

wore a robe of lilac satin, gauzy and shimmering with 

pale gemstones and carved glass beads. She sucked in her 

stomach and tried to flatten the material against her 

waist, in the hopes that it would give her some shape, 

but the robes sat flat and lifeless in their stiff shape. 

Then she sighed, and relaxed her form. What did it 

matter? They were already promised to each other. It 
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had been decided years ago. It was not as though she had 

to impress him… 

She was to wait until midnight. They had made her learn 

the ceremony months in advance, perfect her elegant 

walk down the stairs to the gardens of the temple, 

remember to keep her head bowed and humble. They had 

taught her how to walk in her sandals without making 

too much noise against the tiled streets, and how to 

managed the robes so that they did not trail or the 

floor or bunch up around her ankles and trip her.  

The whole ceremony seemed a ridiculous charade. 

Everyone in Ushtar knew that Mel Nila would be married 

to Kith Salin. The Mel and Kith families had been 

looking for an opportunity to join their two prosperous 

names for many generations, but there had not yet been 

such a suitable match. Salin and Nila were close enough 

in age, and both healthy and blessed with good looks 

and elegant manners. Their engagement had already 

brought a great deal of honour to the families – and a 

great deal of prosperity. When they were married, the 

gifts of the wealthy merchants and noble families alone 

would bring back some of the Mel family’s tarnished 

fortune. Soon afterwards, people would surely forget 

about the foolish elder sister, who had run away with 

that disgraceful thief. The younger daughter was 

prettier anyway, and had more sense, and she respected 

her family, and she would honour them… 

And then it came. The sound of soft bells, the slow 

procession advancing through the gardens of her 
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family’s villa towards the main doors. Still, Nila 

refused to look out of the window. She was too proud, 

she did not want to appear like some silly teenage girl 

who could hardly wait to be married off. She was older, 

and she knew better. She had learned from her elder 

sister that true love was not so simple. Instead, she 

waited for her aunt and her mother to escort her 

downstairs. They didn’t say a word, but their little 

giggles and glances were insufferable. Nila felt the 

sickness that had haunted her since the engagement was 

announced grip her even tighter. She almost tripped, 

and her aunt and mother took firmer hold of her elbows. 

She would be bruised before she reached the temple, 

from their pinches and prods… 

Outside, Salin was standing, his back to her. He was not 

to turn around – it was bad luck. He stood still as a 

stone, waiting. Nila approached, and took hold of the 

little swathe of material that he held in his left hand, 

and took it with her right. She pulled it once, to show 

that she was ready to start the walk. Tears began to 

sting her eyes – she was not even allowed to turn around 

to say goodbye to her family, or to the house that she 

had grown up in. She could only stare ahead, or at the 

back of Salin’s head, walking at the tortuously slow 

pace that she had been instructed to. It would be at 

least half an hour’s walk to the temple at this rate, but 

Nila was not allowed to walk abreast of her betrothed 

– not until they walked out of the temple as man and 

wife. 
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Nila heard a strange scuffling noise, and almost looked 

behind her to see what it was, but she snapped her head 

forward and convinced herself it was just an owl, or a 

cat foraging for scraps. But still, she had heard of 

thieves targeting the wedding walk – Salin was 

carrying a box of jewels and silks that he would present 

to during the ceremony, and it was sure to be valuable 

enough to tempt a bandit. Nila almost smiled – was that 

her wishful thinking, hoping that something would 

interrupt the wedding, and give her a few more days of 

freedom? Surely she would not wish such bad luck to 

fall upon her soon-to-be husband.  

And yet, there was a part of her that truly disliked 

Salin. He was arrogant and silver-tongued, and 

unbearably vain. He was dressed even more lavishly 

than she was, and her family had spared no expense on 

her wedding robes. He had dressed himself in golden 

silks trimmed with glittering embroidery and a frilled 

trim on the sleeves, with pearl buttons. The colours and 

fabrics were unbecoming against his sallow skin and 

round cheeks. This was a man who spent too many hours 

in shaded patios, stuffing himself with olives and 

mussels while his poor servants waited on his every 

whim.  

Yes, he was handsome, she thought, but not in the way 

that she liked. She remembered the young man that her 

sister had eloped with: his dark, gleaming skin, eyes like 

the night sky, his carefree smile, the scars on his hands 

from brawling and scrabbling around over fences and 

garden walls. Yes, he was a thief. Of course he was not a 
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good man, not really – it was not right to steal and lie, 

she knew this. But that man had loved her sister, enough 

that he had almost died rescuing her from her own 

wedding walk… 

No wonder she dreamed that some dashing thief would 

come and save her from this funereal march through the 

streets of her city, with the stars’ cold glare bearing 

down upon her bowed head. She could dream. She could 

pray. Perhaps she should look back, she thought – 

perhaps she should bring a curse of bad luck upon their 

engagement.  

Suddenly her neck itched to turn, her shoulders 

twitched. She allowed herself a secret glance over her 

shoulder. In the shadows of one of the villa’s porticos, 

a man stood in black garb. Picked out in silver 

moonlight, she could make out his glittering eyes, and 

the shape of his arm, with one long, gloved finger 

outstretched. He put it to his lips, and smiled, then 

vanished once more into the shadows. 
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If You Can’t Connect… 

By Eugenia Lo 

At the end of today’s volleyball practice, Mira was 

overwhelmed by a sense of helplessness. 

It was a feeling she detested, a feeling that left a bad 

taste in her mouth, a feeling that made her feel like 

someone was shaking their head in disapproval over her 

shoulder. 

The squeak of volleyball shoes against the polish gym 

floors had always reminded Mira of good friends and 

good fun, but today, as her new teammates jogged to the 

exit of the gym, she just felt alienated by the sound. It 

was too loud, sharp against her ears as she made her way 

towards the exit as well, involuntarily replaying the 

speech their coach gave them before declaring the end 

of today’s practice. 

“Connecting is essential. Connecting in volleyball is the 

key to good defence and the start of an offensive play. 

If you can’t connect—” 

You can’t win. 

Mira hated how she remembered, with the utmost clarity, 

that the coach’s eyes had passed over Kori and her as 

she finished the speech. Mira didn’t like to think the 

coach had directed the entire speech towards the two of 

them, after all, the other freshers were getting used to 

playing with their seniors as well. It wasn’t like Mira 
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and Kori were obviously clashing. It wasn’t like their 

clash was so bad it could affect their team dynamics. 

Nope. Not one bit. 

No, Mira wasn’t worried at all. 

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Kori walk towards 

their captain. When they began talking, Mira instantly 

averted her gaze, zipping up her bag with more care and 

interest than usual. 

How should she even approach this? How should she begin 

solving this problem? Could she approach a person like 

she would do a mathematical equation? Move the pieces 

around, add, subtract values to cancel out unnecessary 

numbers until you were left with the simplest form? Or 

was that over-complicated? Should she just approach 

this like any other problem on the volleyball court? 

That in the face of a high, cold 3-person block wall, the 

key was to stay calm, stay smart, and hit the ball with 

her classic determined optimism. 

Her captain put a hand on Mira’s shoulder as she left 

the gym for the locker room as well, the same smile of 

encouragement given after Mira and Kori argued on the 

court for the first time. Mira blinked, and smiled as best 

as she could back. The captain glanced towards Kori’s 

figure before she left, leaving Mira with a new sense of 

determination. 

Mira cleared her throat. She waited for a reaction from 

Kori, who perhaps didn’t end up hearing it, because the 

other girl just proceeded with picking up stray balls 
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from around the court, then putting them into the 

square volleyball cart. 

Mira shuffled her feet, feeling awkward. Picking up a 

stray ball near her, she cleared her throat louder once 

more. “Kori!” she called, grabbing Kori’s attention, who 

snapped towards with an eyebrow raised. Mira served the 

ball she was holding over to Kori, who caught it with 

ease. 

“Thanks,” she said coldly. She turned away quickly, 

tossing the ball into the cart behind her. 

Mira breathed through her nose, trying not to let that 

get to her. From her observation of the way Kori 

interacted with the other girls, it seemed like that Kori 

was naturally cold to everyone she met. It just seemed 

like part of her personality. “You’re staying behind?” 

Mira asked, clasping her hands behind her back. 

Kori, in the middle of bending down to get another ball, 

paused before straightening up to face Mira. “Yeah, I 

want to work on my serve,” she explained, spinning the 

ball in her hand. 

“Oh.” Mira was hoping they could walk to the subway 

station together, talk, get to know each other better, 

bond or something. She supposed she wasn’t going to get 

another shot like this though, which was probably what 

drove her to blurt out, “Mind if I join you?” 

Kori seemed to be just as surprise as Mira, and there was 

an awkward, one second long pause where they just 

stared at each across the volleyball court. 
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Mira couldn’t blame Kori for hesitating though. Since 

the two of them didn’t get on particularly well on-court, 

their interactions off-court was close to zero. Kori was 

probably surprised that Mira would actively seek out 

time together. 

“Um, go ahead,” Kori finally said with a shrug. Mira was 

expecting her to turn away again, but her eyes widened 

when Kori continued to speak. “Do you—” she glanced to 

a side, breaking eye contact “want to receive or work on 

your serve as well?” 

Mira let out the breath she didn’t know she was holding, 

feeling like something heavy was starting to lift off 

her chest. “I’ll receive first!” she exclaimed, shrugging 

off the jacket she had put on only moments ago. “Though 

I might have to ask you for some tips on jump serves.” 

She grinned. “I’m still having trouble perfecting mine.” 

Kori nodded. “Sure.” She slapped the volleyball down to 

the floor a couple of times as Mira jogged over to the 

other side of the net. 

“You ready?” Kori asked and Mira lowered herself to the 

basic volleyball stance. 

She slapped her thighs twice. “Kori, nice serve!” she 

called as a response and watched Kori crack the first 

smile in all of their interactions. 

With enough effort and practice, Mira knew they could 

connect in time.  
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Intervals 

By Maria Sledmere 

This all must follow a pattern, don’t you know? 

My eyes follow the Siberia of semibreves, stretching out 

across eighteen bars at least. I can tell they don’t trust 

me with this piece. 

“Why’ve I only got the long notes?” I go straight to the 

conductor, holding back my French horn, cradling it 

defensively against my chest. 

“Oh, it’s just the part we need you to play,” he says idly. 

I’m telling you though, it’s a pattern. First they start 

ignoring you, stop commenting on your pitch and tuning, 

yourtonguing and rhythm. It’s nice for awhile, not 

getting the abuse, but soon you find yourself 

suspicious. The saxes and trumpets are getting hounded 

for their dodgy rendition of melodies while I’m sitting 

at the side, content and stupid. No, it’s not right. The 

pattern’s coming out. 

“Do you even want me here at all?” I find myself asking, 

against my better judgment. 

“Oh, it’s not a case of wanting, darling, it’s needing. We 

absolutely need you to blast out those long clean notes 

for us.” 

“Oh for f—” 
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“Now now, go do your warm up.” I hate the way he shuts 

you down like that. I haven’t eaten since breakfast and 

I feel nauseous; the thought of blowing lungfuls of 

warm air into that piece of metal doesn’t exactly appeal 

right now. Everyone around me is getting boisterous, 

laughing and kidding around, knocking sheets off their 

music stands, the trombonists playing loud and silly 

glissandos. 

I have a theory that they start like this, then kick you 

out. When you start to feel like the one sane person, 

silent and still amongst the hurricane, that’s when you 

know it’s time to leave. No need for dead weight in a 

band like this, as he’d say. Everyone must communicate, 

must work together. The rests and breaks mean something 

too. It’s probably bullshit. 

“You know, it’s a shame you’re standing around doing 

nothing, cos that French horn looks so damn pretty 

against your skin when it’s played.” Oh god. I turn, 

trying to source the location of this sudden bout of 

shitty banter. Melanie. The flute player, the little 

elfin embodiment of musical perfection. She once did an 

impromptu solo from the balcony of Kings Theatre, 

during a performance of A Midsummer Night’s Dream. I 

heard she lured a guy into bed with renditions of the 

‘In Dreams’ melody from Lord of the Rings. I also heard 

the guy cried afterwards. You can fill in the blanks 

there. 
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Talk about blanks. Just look at this bloody part! It’s 

literally all rests and semibreves, not even a cheeky 

quaver or two to liven things up a bit. 

“What d’you want me to do?” I retort to Melanie, who’s 

now standing over me, eyeing my sheet music. “I mean, it’s 

not like a lot of practice is needed or anything. Think 

I can nail those silences easy enough.” 

“Oh, I see.” She brushes her pinkie finger over the 

staves. “Gosh, he really hates you.” 

“Right?” 

“Wanna take some time out?” I look at her in earnest. 

“I think I’ve got enough time out in this, don’t you 

think?” 

“I meant—” 

“Oh I know, come on then.” She leads me down a corridor 

or two until we’re outside, standing on a wet and windy 

street. There’s nobody about, it being Thursday evening, 

long after the closing hour for late night shopping. 

Musicians work at ungodly times. 

To my surprise, she draws a fat joint from her pocket, 

rolling it round her fingers as if pondering whether or 

not to light it. 

“Oh Melanie,” I say, grinning. She lights it and I watch 

her cheeks compress to little dimpled hollows as she 

sucks in the first draw. We pass it round and don’t talk. 

“He’s a bastard anyway,” she says, after a pause. 
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“He means well. Talented guy.” 

“I don’t know.” I’m thinking about how interesting her 

mouth is, the faint pink stain on the end of the spliff. 

How is it possible for her to play so well when she fills 

her lungs with this shit? The weed swirls round my empty 

stomach. 

She must’ve heard it rumbling. 

“I’ve got an orange,” she says, drawing one out from 

another pocket. I swear she must’ve been a pilgrim in a 

past life. Carries her life around with her, as if waiting 

to arrive somewhere. 

I watch her dainty fingers peel the orange. As her nails 

claw into its skin, a sharp sweet smell lifts my senses. 

My head is swimming. I can hear every scrape and pull 

as she pares away the rind. Takes the first piece and 

pushes it between my lips. Nothing ever tasted so good. 

So nothing happened. So we stood around outside the 

practice hall, finishing the spliff, sharing the orange. 

I watched her lick the juice from her lips as she watched 

the passing traffic. The lamplights stretched out into 

the distance, down the road towards the shop buildings, 

whose windows were closed up for the night, the bright 

city sinking into its disappearance. After a while, I felt 

better. We went back inside. We played through the song, 

and I guess it went well. 

I’m getting better at intervals. 
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Your Weekly Horoscope 

By Hayley Rutherford 

YOUR WEEKLY HOROSCOPE 

(The stars interpreted by renowned psychic A. R. 

Matthews) 

Aries- 

It is your uniqueness which makes you an individual. Be 

cautious of those who tell you that you are the “only 

one” when you’re simply one of many. 

Sagittarius- 

It is disappointing to invest in something whole-

heartedly only to be let down. Beware of those around 

you who may not be being truthful. A confrontation may 

not give you the answers  

you want but the ones you need to hear. 

Scorpio- 

Dave. Your wife is on to you man. 
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Abandoned Adventure 

By Jenna Burns 

They buy chocolate (two scoops) but they are caught up 

in chatting, not noticing that it’s melting until it runs 

down their fingers. 

It’s not the weather for ice-cream, anyway. Yet, they 

don’t feel the cold. 

They talk of being outsiders, and romance, and would 

it really be such a horrendous thing if their town had 

banned them, after all? They would have been alone but 

together, trapped but free, and we should try it, you know. 

But, it doesn’t work like that. People do not run away 

after buying ice-cream. 

They go home and wipe their fingers clean. 

They do not sleep. 
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The Shadow Remedy 

By Maria Sledmere 

She stopped at the crossing, pointlessly; the lights not 

turning, the still point of the evening inside her, even 

as deep as the scarlet pulp of her heart. On reflection, 

it had been quite a mistake to venture along so late at 

night, so far out into the dark avenue of tall trees and 

parked cars, silent as resting predators. The lamps here 

could hardly be called lamps at all, they were so dimly 

lit. 

Still, the danger somewhat thrilled her. How easy it 

would be, for a stranger to slip out from behind that 

velvet curtain of black shadow! To come down on her 

from some awful place hidden within the trees, to reach 

out a cold hand round her ankles, her knees. 

At first, she had left home on a mission. Her flatmate 

was ill, writhing on the sofa with spasms of nausea, a 

sickness that glowered in the greenish pallor of his 

face. He needed chamomile tea, some kind of medicine, a 

sheet full of special pills. It was three in the morning 

and her only hope was the giant Tesco’s over in Maryhill, 

which was 24 hours. Some part of her knew deep down 

that he could die if she didn’t pull through. All the 

while she walked, she could still hear his groaning. 

Yet it no longer felt like being on a mission. She had 

given up the sense of direction; no longer cared whether 

she even made it to the strip-light temple of the 
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superstore. All she wanted was to fade into the night, 

whatever that meant. 

It was something about the darkness, the sense of 

disappearing. 

Her mobile started ringing. Its bright blue flashing 

screen seemed obscene in the desolate silence. 

“Hello?” The number was unknown, she did not want to 

give away her own name. 

“Let me tell you a story,” came a rasping voice through 

the broken speakers (only last week, she had dropped 

her phone on the concrete). 

“Who is this?” She stopped in her tracks, staring up and 

down the road, which now felt as long and wide as an 

infinite boulevard. 

“There was once a girl who got lost in the night,” the 

voice continued, “who craved the full flesh of shadow, 

who let the spirits come to her, creep inside her skin.” 

“Oh shut up,” she hissed, thinking it was a prank call; 

thinking perhaps it was her brother, turning a trick at 

her expense. 

An ambulance passed, its shrieking music throwing her 

into blue and red disarray. Even when it was gone, she 

could still see the siren colours bleeding on the 

pavement. 
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“I need to go to Tesco,” she croaked, feeling the 

structure of her chest fall away into a tangle of limp 

muscle. “I need to get the medicine.” 

“The girl went mad,” the voice said, “she was as thin and 

transparent as the air itself, all her thoughts just 

molecules, dancing and sick.” At this, she hung up the 

phone with a click. She dragged her limbs into action, 

starting to run, her feet clumping on the concrete, 

leaping over potholes and litter. She was not running 

towards Tesco; she had no idea where she was at all. 

Somehow it did not feel like her own body; she was 

dragging along some other corpse, its sinew shaking and 

spilling to the rhythm of an abstracted, pumping heart. 

On the side of the road, Kelvingrove rose like the 

hypnotic turrets of Disneyland, its sandstone glowing 

blue and bloody pink. She was nothing but a smallness, 

running through the darkness, indistinct and misty as a 

smudge upon the glasses of a giant. Soon, the world 

would wipe her from existence. 

She would be that tiny, writhing thing, her face green 

with sickness, her prom queen smile stretched out to a 

sinister grin. 

The night would close upon her. 

“I need to get the medicine,” she whispered, her voice 

merely a crackle on the other side of a phone line. 
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Curse of Knowing 

By Maura Kenny 

The seconds keep ticking away, my life moving past so 

quickly- and it’s so easy to see when you have a fucking 

hourglass tattooed on your arm, and the sand moves 

every second, showing me exactly how long I have left. 

It’s a curse, and a punishment, and I hate it. I wish I 

could carve it off my skin. And I have tried, believe me. 

It does not work, just hurts like a bitch and then heals 

as if nothing had happened. 

Sometimes the weight of all these seconds left is too 

much. Sometimes the thought of living for this long is a 

terrible burden, as I watch the sand trickle through, 

knowing I have nothing and no-one to occupy my seconds. 

And sometimes it feels frantic, like too little time is 

left to me, and how can I fulfil any dreams with such a 

tiny amount of time? 

But I don’t have any dreams left, really. It’s funny how 

an awareness of the magnitude of the universe and your 

exact place in it can trivialise your dreams, make you 

realise how worthless everything is. It’s a wonder how 

anyone fights this fear, this crippling realisation, how 

anyone even gets out of bed. 

Then again, no-one really knows. Everyone else is 

oblivious, content to live their tiny meaningless 

existences. Their eyes are closed to the realities, to 

their insignificant lives. And they can survive. 
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But my eyes were opened. I was made aware. And it’s 

difficult to forget that when you have fucking tattoo 

of your seconds ticking away. 
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Us at the Museum 

Hayley Rutherford 

“…used her sexual attractiveness to make alliances that 

increased her power!... Well isn’t that interesting, 

darling?” 

“Mmhm.” I mused with my lips still closed. This had been 

our first outing together since he had returned from 

the war and I was starting to realise that I hated him. 

I gazed at the little portrait of Cleopatra, which of 

course was not really of her at all but an actress 

adorned in finery to mimic her likeness. I imagined the 

real Cleopatra was not quite so pretty but much more 

fearsome. Cleopatra wouldn’t have allowed the war to 

have gone on so long I’m sure of it. It would have been 

‘Sink their ships now and off with all of their heads!’. 

If the Egyptians ever beheaded people, I never cared 

much for the gruesome aspects of history, not least since 

more recent times were so bleak. Nearly four consecutive 

years I had not seen my husband, barely heard from him, 

save for a fleeting letter. All that time I pined for him, 

cried my tears and prayed to God for his safe return. 

And now that he had returned to me I was harshly 

reminded at how his gaze had always been through me 

rather than upon me. Of course he loves me, I think he 

does, but I am only his wife and nothing more. 

“Can you imagine if we had had women at the head of our 

armies the last few years,” he chuckled, jostling me 
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playfully, “It would have all been a very different 

story.” 

“Yes. It would have been.” 
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Prisoner 

By Ailsa Williamson 

The lion and the lamb they say. 

First there was a lion. Then there was a lamb. But the 

lion never ate the lamb.  

Instead she had lost her own children, eaten by some 

rogue lord taking over her pride. Her instinct had 

settled in as soon as she saw the small creature 

wondering around, and she had taken it upon herself to 

become its mother. The lamb, fearful and still with an 

actual live mother, tried to get away from the lion was 

protective, wanting her for her own.  

One look and she was obsessed, wanting nothing but to 

take care of this timid creature, to feed it and care for 

it. But though they were both four legged, there was no 

language. No communication fully possible. The lamb 

tried to flee, fearing the gravity of his situation, of 

what might happen when he became a ram, and the lion 

no longer had love for him, but the lion wanted him. The 

lion chased him back to her home, and the lamb was much 

like a prisoner. 
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Hypothetical Lion 

By Maura Kenny 

“Here’s a question,” she said. The lion looked at her. 

“What?” it said suspiciously. “Is this another of your 

hypothetical questions? Because I’m a fictional lion 

that you’re imagining, and I’m not really up for that.” 

“No don’t be daft! It’s not hypothetical,” she said 

indignantly, and then bit her lip. “Okay so maybe it is. 

But I’m imagining you so you’re just gonna have to deal 

with this.” 

The lion snorted and flicked its tail. “Fine, go.” 

“Alright.” She crossed her legs and leaned back against 

the lion’s side. “Okay, so what if gravity reversed? No 

no no don’t say anything yet I’m not done yet,” she said, 

as the lion opened its mouth to speak. It hurrumphed 

and she laughed. 

“If gravity reversed. Do you think we would all float 

away or would we have adapted to it in some way?” 

The lion put its head down on its paws like a cat. “Huh. 

I’ve never really thought about it.” 

The girl sighed. “Well that was highly unhelpful.” 

“What did you say?” 

The girl blinked. “What?” 
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Her friend looked at her, a puzzled expression on her 

face. “Who are you talking to?” 

“Oh, umm,” the girl blinked, confused, and glanced down 

at the cartoon lion on her mug of coffee. “No-one. What 

were you saying?” 

  

 

  



Serial Flashers 
 

155 

 

27.2.16 
prepare, nowhere 

 



Serial Flashers 
 

156 

 

The Mint of Immortality 

By Maria Sledmere 

The coin he handed her was completely unfamiliar. It 

was six-pointed, like a star of David; thin as a needle 

and of a bright, glittering silver. She flipped it over 

and saw that on the other side too was a spiral. No 

symbols of monarchy, no stamps of nation or empire. No 

date of minting, no hint of history; no indication of 

worth or belonging. Just a neat little spiral, the kind 

of idle doodle that Lucy would have done herself, 

waiting for the kettle to boil, or for her mother to stop 

ranting over the phone. 

She hadn’t realised she’d ventured out so far. Could she 

be beyond the border even? The change of currency 

indicated a passing beyond, but she wasn’t sure what 

actually constituted beyond. For so long, the limits of 

this city were shifting and nebulous. There were no 

fences or walls; no great highways, very few roadsigns. 

You left with intentions to drive south, but ended up 

stuck on a roundabout, bound eastwards, endlessly, back 

into town. 

“And what can I buy with this coin?” Lucy wondered. The 

boy behind the counter stared at her as if willing her 

to leave. All she wanted was a few more moments to 

linger among the mesmerising aisles of neon energy 

drinks, of chocolate bars and tacky magazines. She 

wanted to absorb the hum of the refrigerator, the 
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nervous click of the boy tapping his shoe against the 

laminated floor. 

When finally she closed the door behind her, he 

breathed a sigh of relief. 

The world outside was ablaze with sunset. A strange 

wound of a sunset, where the sky haemorrhaged pools of 

red which flowered out like ink among a sea of flaming 

pink. The red light dripped down the glass buildings 

and cast its fiery shimmer on the roads. 

It seemed self-evident to her then that the coin could 

buy her infinity. Clueless, she kept walking, following 

the sunset. It would be lovely, she thought, to step 

right on into that sunset. It glowered and spasmed 

before her like a terrible womb, and even as she walked, 

she knew she was returning to the origin. There was 

something about the air of dusk then, its sweet, ominous 

musk. 

The coin would buy her infinitude. You just had to be 

born again. Lucy opened the carton of milk which she 

had bought from the shop with the flickering sign, and 

slowly began to drink it, a white rim forming round her 

lips, like a halo. Her skin began to purify, tautening, 

smoothing, glowing. The years were being rolled flat as 

she drank and drank. The sky burned above her, earnest 

in its wanting. She took the coin from her pocket and 

placed it on her tongue, as if it were a tab of acid. A 

shadow passed over the sun and so she swallowed. 
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Needles tingled all through her veins, growing in pain 

as if each vein, each capillary, were a stem of thorns 

being torn right through her flesh, all through her 

body. She was a rose, starved of monoxide, wilting, 

withering…so sensitive to the flames of pain. The sun 

would burn her, eat her dead or alive, and so she would 

be beautiful. 

The next morning, someone found a strange coin on the 

pavement, stamped with the face of a girl who was 

beautiful. 
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24 Hours 

By Maria Sledmere 

It was the summer of being totally numb. I woke up every 

morning with the sensation of being dragged down some 

strong gulf stream, warm and foggy and going nowhere. 

I smoked cigarettes leaning over the harbour wall, 

watching the waves curl over the lisp of the sand, 

gathering in little billows. I worked a job at one of the 

out of town supermarkets, driving my car around in the 

day, stacking shelves at night. I worked from midnight 

till dawn, driving home as the birds sang and the 

junkies collapsed into their hellhole flats. I sort of 

enjoyed the boredom, the routine sense of drifting; the 

way the hours and days just dissolved away. I had a 

vague sense that something had to happen by the end of 

the summer, but never paid much attention to prospects 

of the future. 

The doctor put me on these antidepressants, you see. I 

don’t know what they were supposed to be doing, but they 

made me very numb. I felt weightless, as if my skin wasn’t 

my own. There was an agitation, a twitchiness to my 

existence. I couldn’t help scratching, shivering. I 

worried the sores that rose in welts on my arms. Every 

time I tried to eat, I felt nauseous. Only the cigarettes 

helped. 

I was getting through thirty a day, a pack and a half, 

that summer. 
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Then I met Oliver. I used to know him, years ago, at 

primary school. I was standing outside a club, watching 

the thin blue moon disappear into dark clouds, watching 

some sixteen-year-old kid throw up on the pavement 

across the road. Oliver came out of nowhere, wearing this 

flamboyant shirt, a shark-tooth necklace, his hair wiry 

and long. I don’t know how he recognised me; I barely 

recognised him. I wanted to melt into the wall. 

But then we started talking about childhood. I guess it 

seemed like forever ago, this whole other world of messy 

innocence. The games we used to play, running over the 

fields, throwing clumps of hay at each other. Days out 

with the school, teasing one another over the contents 

of our packed lunches. We walked around town all night, 

waiting for the sun to come up, sitting shivering 

underneath a slide at the park, sharing a half bottle 

of vodka. 

He gave me his number, refused the cigarettes I offered. 

Said we should talk again, but he had to go to work. 

I never did text him. I went straight home, teeth 

chattering on the bus, then lay in bed all day, staring 

at the ceiling. I couldn’t sleep. I kept thinking about 

the person who used to run around those fields, 

laughing and shrieking, throwing wads of hay and 

falling back into the soft long grass. I smoked so much 

my room was a grey, tarry haze. At some point I must’ve 

slept. 

I woke up and the world was brighter, clearer. The smoke 

was gone. I drove to work and the strip lights of the 
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supermarket glowed in my brain, the colours of all the 

signs and products seeming ultra saturated, a pleasure 

to stare at. Everything felt so intense, so real. I guess 

I was feeling again. It was a joy to just touch things, 

finger the labels of tins and packets, brush my feet 

over the vinyl floor. 

I’m not even sure I took down the right number. I never 

did text him. 

It was a joy to stand over the bridge on my break, 

watching the cars pass on the dual carriageway, biting 

into something sweet, maybe a donut, maybe a piece of 

carrot cake. I didn’t think about falling over that 

bridge, about smoking a cigarette. I thought of Oliver, 

of the little girl asleep in the backseat, going nowhere 

through the night. Falling asleep on someone’s shoulder. 

That sense of safety. I don’t remember much else about 

how I felt, but I know that something had changed, even 

though in the end I didn’t text him. 

I guess it was just that in those 24 hours, I’d forgotten 

to take my antidepressants. For once, it felt good to go 

nowhere. 
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Static 

By Jenna Burns 

You set her down and let her watch. 

You want to tell her: “It’s all lies, darling.” You don’t. 

It’s easier this way. 

They tell her to get ready for the Big Something, and 

your blood boils. 

One day, you snap and turn it off. You tell her she is 

going nowhere. 

You pray she listens. 
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An Intermission 

By Maura Kenny 

“I can’t tell, the map isn’t very clear.” 

“Well, whose fault is that?” 

“Yours, obviously.” 

“…How’d you figure that?” 

“Maybe if you’d actually bought a SatNav instead of 

getting a fucking stupid map thing, we’d be there 

already.” 

“Don’t swing this on me! You’re the one who got excited 

about rare papers and maps and then got so excited 

about this stupid non-electronic adventure!” 

“That was YOU!” 

“…” 

“Yeah. Hah. You suck.” 

“What are you, ten? ‘You suck’, who even says that?” 

“Well, you do suck.” 

“Yeah, real mature…” 

“…” 

“…you suck most…” 

“HAH!” 
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“Your mocking laugh is not helping me work out where 

we’re going, please stop it.” 

“Hah, like you’re having any luck anyway. We’re gonna 

be stuck out here forever.” 

“No, we’ll find the car. All that stupid shiny chrome is 

like a fucking beacon. We’ll see it from miles away.” 

“I can’t BELIEVE you would insult my baby like that. 

How dare you.” 

“Ah, piss off.” 

“How rude.” 

“Eh. I still love you.” 

“Love you too.” 

“…” 

“We’re in the middle of a forest! Is this really the 

time?!” 

“…quick, hurry up and find a way out! I love you…” 

“You’re ridiculous.” 
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Twenty to Ten 

By Ailsa Williamson 

I look at my pocket watch and see the time. 

Twenty to ten.  

Closing the lid and sliding it back into my pocket I 

continue walking, down the long narrow street. Birds are 

in the sky, there is not much noise aside from people 

chatter. People chatter when they are not visible, 

instead they are hidden in the closely leaning houses. 

I stop and check my watch again. 

Twenty to ten. Still the same. 

Sighing, I move again, swinging femurs in hip bones, 

humerus in shoulder bones. I purse my lips, the chrome 

sky shining. People are still talking, and I catch a 

glimpse of one of them through a crack in the window. A 

rare crack. 

I spy their clock on a mantel. 

Twenty to ten. 

I sniff, leaning to straighten, then start walking again. 

So it is not just me then. It is the whole world, yet I am 

in here, and they are there, trapping me under this 

chrome sky. 
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The Median Days 

By Maria Sledmere 

On days like today, I watch the rain drops. I remember 

when I was a kid and I could watch the rain drops all 

day. They would fall onto the cold white slabs of 

marble, some splashing back, trickling away. 

Bad things are happening to the country, the continent, 

the globe. My brother says the sun won’t set anymore; 

the universe does not sleep. Things are turning 

differently. The universe drifts in-between two chunks 

of time, big and fat as planets. A new arrangement of 

seasons: winter tans aglow as shining chestnuts; summer 

snow as ominous as the bats that once filled our chimney, 

until father bought the shotgun. There were the 

blackest howls. The world drifts, never settling. Two fat 

planets. I don’t understand it. 

Even still the rain drops fall. There was a song I used 

to play on the piano, slow with the intricate left hand 

melody. It built gradually, lilting and trilling on the 

higher notes. My right pinkie would pick the sharp like 

the best sour cherry from a paper bag. I imagine those 

notes floating on out into an empty room, the vast 

acoustics of some cathedral. Maybe my parents married 

here; maybe I will find myself buried, one day, here… 

The summer snow is soft and yellow in the lamplight. I 

watch the shadows grow from the ash trees, still 
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flowering, though barren of their red berries. I miss the 

rain drops. 

Will they return? 

I miss the slow rush of sugar in my blood, the afternoons 

lost to chip van candy. The man would hold his hand out 

just so, uncurl his fingers to take the coins. Strawberry 

chews that caught in your teeth, your gums. I slipped 

them between my lips all through maths and science, 

indifferent to the numbers being drawn on the 

blackboard. I suppose I should have learnt more. 

But you can’t do much when the world changes. You watch 

the sky shift in colour, ebb between baby blue and 

flossy pink, phosphorylate. The cells of my body swell 

with the sugar. My throat closes up, stuffed. The thin 

lines around my eyes tighten. 

Times like this, all you can do is watch the rain drops. 

They were letting bombs off on the news, watching them 

streak in flames through the air. The woman in the suit 

was laughing, laughing like she’d never before seen 

anything funny. In her laughter I try to pick out piano 

notes. Funny how they mix with the trills, though you 

can never really hear them properly. I could never tell 

my Bs from my Es, As from my Gs, minors from majors. I 

was as tone deaf as the last dead flower they folded 

into the ground. 

I watch the rain drops, the summer snow. The world will 

end in seven days; there will be another time, another 

universe. I could spew a lifetime of sugar. Still, the 
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white slabs of marble glow. Someone will come for me, 

alone on the plaza. 
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