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Welcome to issue 21 of the literary magazine
100subtexts — the regular monthly issue of
creative writers and poets across the planet.

Another big issue of over 200 pages, packed
with fiction, fact, poetry, short, long, dark, light,
and all spaces between featuring the work of 23
writers and poets.

| would like to thank all of the writers who sent in
submissions to this brand new issue of the
magazine. All are immensely gifted, all have
something to say, all should be valued, as they
always are within the pages of 100subtexts. And
if you enjoy a particular piece of work, a
particular writer in this issue, do remember the
name of the writer, go look for them on social
media, follow them, drop them a line, a
comment, and try to read some more of their
work.

A special thanks to Shane Allison for his
excellent artwork throughout this issue, and all
other writers and poets that included their own
artwork to complement their written work.

| hope you enjoy this issue of 100subtexts,
enjoy this space, the eclectic mix of writers and
writing. It was made for you.

Issue 22 will be out at the end of May.
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A Vein of Flame

Within an island’s abdomen, a primal furnace
makes

a boulder-blended peak. Its booming breaths
and murmurs sync

with inner motions of a scalding flow; a surge
that shakes

surrounding boundaries as it wells towards a
basal brink.

A streak of silver sprinkles spray into the air and
falls

in shrouds that drape a slope of blast-cast
cracks with fleeting sheens.

The outer crater glows, a rush of amber ripples
crawls

up from the roily chasms and descends on soils
and greens.

This swell suffuses tracts and trails and fosters
fields of flames,

while weightless masses soar out of the mount
with graceful guise;

a liquorice gush that cascades in reverse. It
circulates and claims
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Its space amid the clouds, as light and dark
contest the skies.

The blackness ebbs, its waves are slowly parted
by a gust,

allowing rays of dawn to race through gapes to
wake the plains.

Yet nothing shows but vestiges, a void of ash
and dust,

that covers up a landscape’s lasting scars, and
scarlet stains.
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Is a poet from Neath, South
Wales, UK, who experienced a significant
turning point when his ongoing battle with
severe M.E. upended his life. However, during
this period, he also rediscovered his passion for
poetry, which had remained dormant since his
teenage years. Writing has become a means of
distraction from his struggles.

Daniel has received acclaim in over 70 poetry
competitions and has been published in
numerous NFSPS anthologies of prize-winning
poetry, as well as by The Lyric, Society of
Classical Poets, The Chained Muse, Wishbone
Words, BBC Upload, and an array of journals
and other publications. Additionally, his work has
received nominations for both Best of the Net
and the Pushcart Prize.
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Rachel Chitofu
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The Creation
You ask me

Where | was when your tongue
closed

In onto the universe like night,
A conflicted shower of darkness
With its deepened hands of elms

Spreading into wings
And snapping,

Gathering every fowl and
beast in them,

Nocturne coconuts dropping
from the slow carcass

of the tree of poison.
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IS a poet, and third year medical
student from Zimbabwe. She won South Africa's
New Coin poetry prize in 2021.

16



o)
3
T
o)
£=
=
O
n
€
—
<




Laura S Martineé
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The Desire

He told me his favorite color was steel blue.
However, | regularly saw him dressed in grey.
Maybe it was unintentional. Perhaps we all live
Immersed in a constant contradiction.

It was the month of February, days of a
particularly cold winter, while | thought about the
steel blue of his eyes, about the sky that
threatened to collapse in buckets, and about his
favorite color, which happened to be steel blue.
It all belonged to a harmonious coincidence, or
perhaps it was all a product of my imagination
driven by the fickleness of my desires. Who
Knows.

We talked about Schopenhauer, Natalia
Ginzburg, about preferring Espresso without
sugar and enjoying rainy days in silence... when
what we wanted most was to kiss. Why repress
the desire, the passionate impulse, the raw
feeling? We have wasted time on trifles. Time
has gone, never to return. Now the punishment
will be to fill our existence with vague memories
that did not happen, with helium nostalgia, with
words without echo, with unlived love.

Now, when | look at the sky wondering what
colour his thoughts will be today every time the
afternoon falls and the illusions die a little, that is
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when | feel the enormity of the atmosphere
engulf my being in a single blow.

Where will those of us who were in that time
when we did not pretend to be anyone but
ourselves be left? Who will we be now, when no
one is looking at us, alone, you by your side, me
by mine? Will we fulfill all the dreams that we
promised to decipher and then reach for them
with our hands and then rock them to the rhythm
of a tender lullaby melody?

He told me that he didn’t believe in popular
sayings: “You are not late for your date with
destiny, nor for the one you have with
happiness. We are vulnerable, imaginative and
disastrously tragic beings. The infinity of love is
just a fallacy that we tell ourselves in life to
mitigate the gloomy essence of goodbye,
loneliness and the voids that cannot be filled...”

We knew little about each other, almost nothing.
Only when thinking about the same thing,
suddenly, about the same supernovae, about
those things that no one questions anymore,
that no one sees anymore, due to indolence or
egocentrism... We seemed to suffer open
wounds, pretending to have overcome them with
glass smiles, runner’s talk, with a mind in
another latitude far away from here flying
around, about other circumstances, under

another sky, under all those colorful traveling .



clouds... We looked alike, We looked like part of
the same cast in a traveling staging of a Greek
tragedy... Probably, that's all.
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Blue Passerby
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author & visual storyteller.
She’s a restless soul who seeks the emotion in
every single thing in life trying to reproduce the
effects of them on paper. She always tries to
capture the imperfection in the reaction versus
the perfection in the elaborated thought.
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John Grey
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NYNY

Cement park. City above. Glistening summer
torsos.

Breeze flapping. Skirts and shirts. What are you
selling?

Imitation Rolex. Fountain crowded with watery
butts.

Smile. I'm nobody. Rub my chin. Get it right.

Take great pleasure in being a stranger. My
tongue,

a stupid question. My eye, Fellini. So much plot.

Hard to keep up. So many characters.
Unknowable

with a vengeance. Puerto Rican pop. Sidewalk

painter. Hip-hop concert poster. Beat box. Get
used

to it. Hot-dog. Nothing to prevent a mustard
moustache.

Chess players. Crazy & boring. Gorgeous
woman.

In & out of my life in the time it takes to roll die.
Too bad. | had a role for her in my picture.
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Silhouettes

It's like this. The gut on this guy.

Just makes him stupid. No argument.
Give it a rest. A gun to your head.
Gonna blow your brains out. Where

the hell are the cops. Balls of steel.
Gotta protect them. Pimple-faced.

Spare a smoke. Had a bitch of a time.
Rabbit food. Young stud. Loony old man.
Get down to business. New pairs of
Reeboks. Eighth commandment.

Be useless & multiply. Groceries.

Ghetto blasters. Aces wild. Another beer.
Either way, you lose. Don’t know

what you want from me. Great honor.

In by the side door. As clean as they come.
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Timeshare

(Ring) The phone. Woman in the garden.
(Breathing) “You won the raffle!”

Can't talk right now. Too busy loving.

A long weekend. All expenses paid.

In Santagloriatoastyambermericano. Fading
sun's a spotlight. Iris and rose are audience.
No breeze. But petals applaud. | know your
spiel, telemarketer. Find yourself a sucker.
Bother a poor soul with no window to

the sunset. Let me bore you with the

details of my unrestricted view. An angel

on her knees, Pruning shears. Bed of flowers.
Head bowed red, yellow, green. Lifetime
subscription. Doesn’t need what you're selling.

Troweling the earth. Can your timeshare do
that?

Colors pop. Lovely fingers. No salesmanship

required. My eyes, mouth, whole body, on high
alert.

What you need is not a sucker but a lover.
I’'m hanging up now. That's my best offer.
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is an Australian poet, US resident,
recently published in New World Writing, North
Dakota Quarterly and Lost Pilots. Latest books,”
Between Two Fires”, “Covert” and “Memory
Outside The Head” are available through
Amazon. Work upcoming in California Quarterly,

Seventh Quarry, La Presa and Doubly Mad.
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Sean Og O Murchi
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Condoms

(Content Warning: Contains references to drugs,
child abuse, and sexual violence)

They all laughed at me. All the dinner ladies. It
started with your one, I'm after forgetting her
name now... Smelly Nelly’'s ma. A wet little tear
trickled toward her tattooed cheekbone. She
was roaring red. Her harsh, wheezing laughter
sounded like a black taxi tackling the Whiterock
Road, her throat destroyed from all the fegs she
used to be hoofing into her. She called over the
other dinner ladies then, an army of them. Or
maybe it was the curiosity of her horrid laughing
that brought them over... | can’t remember.

“Tell the girls what you’re only after asking me
there ni wee mawn.”

| looked between herself and the girls. Jesus
Christ, | said in my own mind, Mental Mick is
after stealing all my crayons that I'd been
hoarding for myself there before the break, and |
nearly pissed myself this morning had that
smelly cunt Mrs. Moyes not let me out of class to
go to the bog, and now | have this crowd,
harassing me! What a day I'm having here.

| put my hand out to receive my dessert, and
Smelly Nelly’s ma clutched it back into her
breast. Withholding it from me until | repeated
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the question that | had asked her in private. Tony
Blair bought me that, | thought, you cuntbag.
Tony Blair bought me that caramel square with
the public purse because my ma loves an auld
gargle, and doesn’t go to work, and you, with
your fingers tightened around it, | N L A on each
one, green with time...

“Tell the girls, son. Tell them what you asked me
there.”

“What's a condom.” | didn’t ask it. | said it, dry
as a bone. They all roared at me, cackling like a
squad of Halloween decorations.

Eventually, | was eating my roast beef. My
crushed caramel square was on one side of me,
a glass half-full of barely-diluted juice was on the
other, all subsidised by the taxpayer, like a king.
Then Smelly Nelly’s smelly ma comes back over
with a new dinner lady, the one who ended up
Killing herself because of what happened with
her fella that time, “Tell her what you asked me
earlier wee mawn.”

Fuck me, | thought. “What's a condom.”

Smelly Nelly’s ma succumbed to another
wrinkle, the dinner lady who killed herself did
not. Her hand went straight to the crystalized,
crucified, Christ hanging above her chest, and a
look of disgust in me spread across her face. |
recognised the look. My ma had given it to me
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loads of times, like when she would be scouring
the gaff like a mad thing for a drop of wine and
I’d ask her for some dinner, or when she was
that heavy, sharp-eyed, angry drunk, and I'd tell
her that the heating had run out. The look
warmed my belly. | welcomed it. She was the
only dinner lady that didn’t laugh at me. “What
business has a primary four-year-old to be
asking questions like that? You filthy-mouthed
wee free-stater.” Wow, | thought, she’s just like
my ma. “l think you should ask Mr. Barret that
question, and may God forgive you, but he
won't, because that's very bold of you to ask
that.”

God can fuck himself, | said to myself, as |
marched down to the staff room to find Mr.
Barrett. There's no God in the Murph. That’s
what Chicken’s big brother told me anywaly.
There are five years between them. He's called
Birdshit, because of the poliosis on his crown.
Chicken was called Chickenshit then, just
because he's Birdshit's brother, but it's since
been shortened. Thank God says he. | met
Birdshit when | first moved into Ballymurphy
from Cork, two years previous, when | saw him
Killing a ladybird in the field beside the playpark.
“Hey!” | protested fiercely, “You can’t do that.
That's one of God’s creatures.” He laughed at
me then, and said, “God can fuck himself.
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There’'s no God in the Murph.” He mocked my
foreign accent then and pushed me to the
ground, the cunt. Chicken didn’t mind me, but
Birdshit hated me since that day. He would call
me a culchie and throw bits of smashed-up brick
at me on the way home from school. Chicken
would be often with me and get pelted with a fair
few missiles himself.

The only time the torment would cease was
when we caught bees. This was a communal
effort, it required patience, timing, and
collaboration. Around the bush behind the blue
gaff, there'd be five or six of us, Chicken, Mental
Mick, and me, then Birdshit, and his mates. We
acted as operatives with military precision. The
crowd of us would have empty bottles of fizzy
pineapple and knock-off Iron Bru, the little ones.
The sugary remnants of the juice would attract
the bees and the odd wasp into the bottle before
we’d close the lid on them. We'd have a few
leaves put into the bottles for the bee’s comfort,
and to eat, if they fancied it, and we poked the
plastic with a pin so the little fellas could still
breathe handy enough.

One of the operatives had a very special, very
important job. He had to drink all the fizzy
pineapple and the knock-off Iron Bru. While he
waited for the piss to come on, we filled my ma’s

empty vodka and beer bottles, that we'd taken
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from the bins, with little stones. Then, when he
needed the piss, he unleashed it into the glass
bottles. For each operation, we rotated this role
amongst ourselves.

Then began the slow, careful process of
transferring the bees from their nice, green,
plastic surroundings, into the piss and stone-
filled glass weapons. | did feel bad for the bees,
and still do now, but there was no God in the
Murph, and besides, this was the secular
doctrine of blood sacrifice. These bees were
giving their lives for a great cause, albeit
unwillingly, but still, it was the greatest cause of
all - The establishment of a thirty-two county,
Independent, socialist, Irish republic!

Chicken’s da had told us that the Shinner’'s had
sold us out and would never reunify the country.
| didn’t know what a Shinner was, but | knew,
because Chicken’s da had told me, that they
were partaking politically in the partitionist Dail
Eireann, and in the British institution of
Stormont. The Shinners had come for him, he
said, on Halloween in '92, when they shot
Sammy Ward, but he got away from them just in
time.

So anyway, the bees went into the piss-bottles,
and we brought them, bog roll stuffed into the
tops, around to the green facing the Springfield

Road, where the Brits butchered us in '71. This36



was a perfect location for the capstone of our
operation, the pigs couldn’t stop in the middle of
the Springfield Road, so they’'d have to go all the
way to the top of Ballymurphy and turn in to get
us, and sure by that time we’d be long gone.
Safety would be provided by our familiar
territory. We were the West Belfast Flying
Column. We'd lie in wait, and when the RUC
jeep... Or it might have been PSNI by then I'd
say... sure it makes little difference | suppose...
When the pig jeep drove up the road, we’'d fling
the bottles, the vodka ones first, they were
bigger, and you needed to be closer to the road
to hurl it over the fence, then the rest. The glass,
stone, bees, and piss would smash into the side
of the Land Rover usually, but the odd time, with
a bit of luck, the windshield would take a
clattering off us too.

After a while, they'd cover the windshields with
the cages when flying past where we lived, and
they’d stick those big dopey cameras on the roof
of the yoke. We couldn’t believe it, the British
State was afraid of us, a load of young fellas.
They were taking precautionary measures when
passing us, like South Armagh. We ran the
fucking place. It was Bandit Country, Free
Belfast Corner. Chicken’s da was delighted for
us.

I'll never forget the look on Chicken’s face, and
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Birdshit's as well, when the pigs raided their gaff
on Christmas Eve, and dragged their da out of it.
They didn’t see him outside gaol for another ten
years after that. Birdshit told everyone that he
was inside because he was in the IPLO.
Chicken would tell me the truth later, he was in
the IPLO, that was true, but he was inside
because he raped a woman in the New Lodge in
early ‘92, which was the real reason the Provies
were after him, and the kilo of hash the pigs
found in the gaff done him no favours.

So off | went anyway, following the dinner lady
that killed herself's marching orders down to see
Mr. Barret. | was hoping I'd maybe get a good
look at the staffroom, but it was unlikely. Nobody
had ever seen it properly; it was a top-secret
space. However, | could go back and lie to my
classmates. | could tell them that | had seen it. |
could tell them | was invited in, that we all had
tea and scones, and Ms. Lavo gave me a smoke
off of her joint. | could tell them anything |
wanted. | once told them my ma wrote Harry
Potter, and one time, when Mental Mick asked
me who my da was, | panicked and pointed at
the mural facing school, and said it was the fella
painted on it. Mental Mick looked up at the
man’s flowing, brown share of hair, his white
smile, and chocolate eyes, and, rightfully

doubtful, he said, “Your da is Bobby Sands?”
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Mr. Barrett was the only teacher that wasn't a
woman. Which is why I'd been sent to him
specifically. He was never my teacher, thank
God. He was a prick, a short one, and had a big
nose that did more running than | did in the yard.
He had bouncy hair and a shit convertible.
Mental Mick saw him in the bogs in the Sliabh
Dubh pub years later. Mental Mick was off his
head and kept calling him Kevin, his real name,
over and over again. Mr. Barrett slapped him in
the mouth and told him that his mother was a
well-known whore.

Mr. Barrett slid out of the smallest gap he could
manage to fit through between the staff room
door and its frame. | tried to peek in and could
see only an emerald-green carpet and an array
of ladies’ shoes. | knew then that Smelly Nelly
was spoofing when she had said that her ma
brought her in there after school, she told us the
carpet was red. The lying cunt. Mr. Barrett’s
body blocked my view and he closed the door
with his arse. God knows what was going on in
that place. “I'm on my break, kid,” His mouth
was full of brown bread, egg, and onion, “What
is it?”

“The dinner ladies sent me to speak to you
because | asked them what a condom was.”

“Fuck sake.”

“What?”
39



“Why did they send you to me?” He flung his
head over his shoulder to sling his bouncy hair
back out of his eyes, then shamelessly
performed a wet, rumbling sniff, and swallowed
the phlegm along with his lunch. “Do they not
know I'm having my lunch? I'm not on break
duty today.” | looked at him blankly, | had no
idea what break duty was. “Look, if you want to
know what a condom is, go home and ask your
da, tell him you want to know about the birds
and the bees, sound?”

“Aye.” | was saying ‘aye’ by that stage, to fit in.
“Good man. The birds and the bees, don't
forget that. He’ll know what you're on about.”

When Mr. Barrett and | parted ways, he went
back inside the staffroom and finished his
sandwich. At some point, he spoke to Mrs.
Moyes about the little free state fella in her
class, coming up and asking him what a condom
was. Soon after, he was out in the yard looking
for me, to have a wee word.

“Sorry kid,” he said, visibly uncomfortable, ‘I
didn’t realise the situation, with your da and that,
sorry.”

Fuck off, | thought, | am not getting the birds
and the bees off of this fella, this little, fluffy
arsehole. | knew all about riding and tits and
fanny anyway. Chicken was feeding me valuable
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information on the matter that he was receiving
from Birdshit, who knew all about it. He even
gave him a blue movie on video, and a
magazine with all sorts of dirty madness in it. In
fact, | said to myself, | probably know more
about riding than you do Mr. Barrett.

‘| understand that there are certain, important
conversations that you want to be having, about
your body and that.”

Jesus Christ, here we go.

“We can arrange for you to have these
conversations, as | say, they are important.”

No, God, please no.

“We’re going to get Father Dee in to have a
yarn with you about it anyway.”

Father Dee? What the fuck? Why would he be
dealing with it? Father Dee was the parish
priest, he was ancient and smelly, and he drove
a red, '89 three-door Micra. The auld dolls in the
Murph loved him, and they loved gossiping
about his alcoholism. He was famed in the
parish for giving worshipers a glass of wine on a
Sunday, instead of a sup off it. He ended up
going through so many bottles that, believing
there was a huge number of worshippers
attending his masses to be drinking so much
wine, Mother Teresa and her nuns came to see
the Murph to witness what she thought must
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have been an incredible catholic stronghold. Of
course, once Mother Teresa came, everyone in
the parish made sure to be at mass, and her
expectations were satisfied. In fact, she was so
Impressed that she decided to live there a while.
During that period, however, Father Dee
stopped giving out glasses of wine, there was
hardly enough, and he feared Mother Teresa
had she known his antics. That's the real reason
the people of Ballymurphy were so happy to see
the back of Mother Teresa and her sisters.

In 2011, Father Dee’s house was broken into in
the early hours by a crowd of young men.
Birdshit was one of them. They didn’t expect the
auld priest to even be awake at the time, never
mind him trying to fight back and get them out of
his gaff. Fair play to him, people used to say.
The following morning an '89 three-door Micra
was found burnt out on the foot of Sliabh Dubh.
Father Dee was found beaten to death in his
own home at eighty years of age. Birdshit and
his mates did time for it. Except for the one that
got off handy because of his ‘considerable
honesty, conviction, and contribution to the
iInvestigation'.

But anyway, the only person worse than Mr.
Barrett to have that conversation with was
Father Dee. | couldn’t understand why they had

to get the church involved. I'd be making my first
42



holy communion later that year, which is
iInherently awkward as it is. Father Dee putting
the body of Christ onto my tongue, after telling
me what a condom was, and presumably
advising me against ever using one, was going
to be a nightmare. And anyway, | didn’'t need to
know what a condom was, | only asked for a
dare. Mental Mick dared me to ask Smelly
Nelly’s ma what a condom was and act stupid
like | didn’t know.

Mental Mick lived with his nanny. His da died in
a car accident the day he was born, then his ma
jumped into the Lagan for herself when he was
three. People say that she’s still in there, that
they never found her body. Mental Mick was
named after his erratic, destructive behaviour.
He was called mental because he was a mad
cunt and hadn'’t a fuck to give. He was a fine
hurler, when he wasn’t suspended for fighting,
and he was a fine shoplifter for himself as well.
In primary six he was taken out of school and
put into the home for bad boys. By sixteen he
was ramming stolen cars into the sides of pig
jeeps and selling coke out of his nanny’s gafft.

When we were nineteen Mental Mick messaged
me on Facebook. | hadn’t heard from him
directly since primary school, | had just heard
stories of him and seen the videos of him

hooding in stolen cars. He messaged me
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looking for money. He had taken a bit of tick off
of the UDA, he said, and someone stroked him,
and if he didn’t pay up by midnight the boys
were coming to his nanny’s gaff. They didn’t
care if she lived in the Murph, they were coming
over the wall and dragging him back over the
other side with them. He told me he knew that
I'd never have enough money to pay it all for
him, but if | could contribute at all to the three
grand of debt then he’d really appreciate it. |
read his message and didn’t reply.

So Mental Mick dared me to ask what a
condom was anyway, and | did it because he
would have said | had no balls otherwise. We
were both well aware of condoms, and their
function. That summer, Chicken, Mental Mick,
and | all dragged a bath from a skip in New
Barnsley, into the big bushes at the bottom of
the Sliabh Dubh River. Christ it was heavy, but
we got it there in the end. We were building a
hut, blocking off the entrances to the bush with
pallets we had stolen from the Orangies’ side of
the mountain. It was going to be our fortress, the
bath lay in a secluded patch of land at the
bottom of a small hill, between a native tree and
the noisy river. We could get up to all sorts of
mischief and nobody would even know we were
there.

We came back to the hut one Saturday
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afternoon, and there it was. We all peered over
the edge of the bath, down at the dried-up,
crusty, cum-filled, condom, lying in it. “What the
fuck is that?” | said, curiously disgusted by it.

“Condom.” Said Chicken as he snapped a
branch off the tree.

“What's a condom?”

“You don’t know what a condom is?” Mental
Mick teased, “I'm scundered for you.”

“Fuck up Mick you probably don’t know what it
Is either!” | snapped back. | had to snap at
people, | had to assert myself. People generally
seemed eager to tease me because | was from
a place outside the Murph, it didn’'t matter if it
was Cork or Columbia, | wasn't from there.

“Who you talking to? You wee free state rat.
Course | know what a comdon is.”

“It's condom,” Chicken cut in, diplomatically,
“You use them for riding, my brother showed me
my da’s ones before. | don’t know what you’re
supposed to do with them, looks like you blow
them up and spit in them or something.” With
that, Chicken picked it up with the branch and
flung it into the river.

For weeks, every Saturday morning we'd find a
condom in the bath, sometimes two, and one
time a girl’'s thong was left behind. Some dirty

pair of bastards were coming in and riding in our
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hut! We were disgusted. After a while, the hut
became full of condoms and baggies and lung
bottles and it was clear we were no longer the
masters of the fortress. It had been infiltrated.
Chicken and | tried to get in at one stage and we
were stopped by Birdshit and his mates. Birdshit
gave his younger brother a smack that day, and
told him to fuck off, with one hand on his scruff
and the other cradling a three-litre Frosty Jack.
On the way home, Chicken shouted at me for
not backing him up, | didn’t speak a word to him.
| was petrified of his brother, and | had sunken
Into silence with shame.

Mental Mick went to the hut on his own one
Saturday morning after falling out with his nanny.
There was a loose section of the fence in his
nanny’s back garden that led directly to the foot
of Sliabh Dubh. He walked up along the river
until he reached the bush and slid on his hole
down the hill. At one time, when it was our
fortress, the pallets would block the view of the
bath, and you had to lie down and squeeze
under the high pallet to get into the hut. That
was before the pallets were kicked down and set
alight. Mental Mick simply had to push his way
through a small bush to get into the hut and get
a view of the woman in the bath. She was
naked, and her fingertips were stained with dry
blood. He approached her slowly, and gently
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pressed his hand on the cold, thin flesh of her
shoulder. Her arms and feet were sticking out of
the bath, and there was a condom between her
thighs. Her chin was touching her chest, with her
hair covering her face so that he couldn’t see it.
He told me later that the thing he regretted most
was lifting her head back to see her face, the
slice across her throat, and the blood that had
spilled down onto her chest.

Mad Mick told nobody until it was already in the
news. He couldn’t bring himself to touting, as he
saw it. Chicken’s da had told us, “Never ever tell
the RUC nothing, ever. Loose lips sink ships.”
he said. So Mad Mick said nothing to anyone
about the woman that he found in the bath in the
hut. The woman that had been raped and
murdered of a Friday night. When it was on the
news then, he told Chicken and | about it. We
consulted Birdshit to see what he thought we
should do. That's when he told us how a
condom was used and told us to shut our
mouths about what Mental Mick had seen. You
don’t need to be telling anyone anything, right?”
He told us, “It's on the news now so it'll be
sorted out. Don't forget what my da said
happens to touts.” Touts get shot, that's what his
da said. They never found the person who did
those things to that poor woman, but there are
some people in the Murph that often say they
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know who it was.

It must have been traumatic for Mental Mick.
Looking back, | can see the tragic story of a boy
who grew up with no parents, who was growing
up in pain, around unanswered questions, and
living with his nanny off her pension, when he
found a woman’s corpse in a bath, in the hut we
had built for ourselves. He was crying for help.
When he spoke back to Mrs. Moyes, when he
called her a square-headed, thundering hoore,
when he told Mr. Barrett to suck his hole that
time, what he was really saying was; I'm in pain.
Teachers in our school didn’t notice things like
that. Like they didn’t notice the bruises my ma
would be sending me in with, or the busted lip,
or the broken nose. The last | saw Mental Mick
was just last year, he was lying on Castle Street,
gaunt, and full of heroin. His skin was peppered
In scabs and his eyes were nearly completely
white and hanging out of his head, he was
broken.

| saw Chicken in An Teach Beag, not long after
that. He was visiting his brother up in the gaol
that afternoon. | was glad to see him looking
healthy and asked him what he was doing with
himself. “Labouring,” he told me, “All the money
Is in Dublin mate. | stay with my ma up here at
the weekends, then they put me up in a hotel

just outside Ballymun Monday to Thursday.
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Should see that place mate, shithole. Are you
working yourself or what are you at?” | told him
then that | had been beekeeping for two years.
He laughed at that.
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Matryoshka

In your world, inside your country,
In your town, inside your house,
in your family...

... strangers came around.

Even inside you...

The language was never found.

* Matryoshka doll - meaning: The doll represents
a strong female matriarch who is the main
symbol of the Russian family. In itself, the doll
fits inside little dolls which represent daughters
and sons. For this reason, Matryoshka
represents fertility and motherhood.
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Shadows

Cast under a light, a glare that blinds the viewer.
Sees only what they build in their own
conceptions of something.

Schemas.

You hear one thing, another and one more,
then... you cast that spotlight over. Which casts
shadows that elongate and stretch and convey a
different message to truth.

Distorted.

Truth is from a space of alignment between
mind and heart. Reporting of events as they
happened.

Not schema.
Not shadows and glare.

Truth from a space where opinions are
redundant.

| did not do that. And | did not do that either.

Yet the glare and the concept and the reports...
from a beautiful, fragile little mouth that | brought
into this world with only complete love. And
carried on through to now, with that same love.

Betrayal. From every, fucking, quarter.

Words on paper from a stranger who
collaborates with another. Just people,

masquerading as professionals who think they
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kKnow because they spent three years learning
from books. Or skimming. Maybe got the
grades. Maybe didn’'t. Has no experience or
intuitive impulse. Solely the urge to do good and
with champion flame of righteousness they cast
that light and blind themselves. Hear partial
truths and form opinions. And | cower beneath it
and the shadows they cast willing someone to
hear what | did not do. What | would not do.
How | did everything when others did not.

Because | am a good mother.

We declare you ‘innocent’. And they took three
months of my life to do so. They took three
months of suspicion and playing with light filters
and tinkering. They took some time and spoke to
some people and made some judgements. And
yes, they say, you are innocent.

But...

Once that shadow is cast, it's so hard to stretch
one’s own to dance in the light again. You want
to live in the shadow.

Shrink, when before you shone.

Hard to recall what it felt like without that
spotlight that made you squirm inside your skin
which you wanted to rip off.

The months afterwards, no reprieve from a fear
it will happen again. Out of nowhere. When |

relax and think life can be good again.
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The months of fear and quaking and inability to
focus. Fear. So much of it. Because | did nothing
then, but carried on through, powerful and
strong, then they beamed that light on me and
the shadow puppets came out to play. Fear to
change anything which might threaten the
equilibrium and make the choices you want
because you think you will go through that
again.

It's still hard now. Still so hard to concentrate
because that can happen and did and they
robbed me of my magic and my fairies and the
last vestiges of a feeling of fluttering youth.

They have made my skin sallow through my
own reactions to fear.

They have aged me more than | ever thought
possible.

Because | was always innocent.
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Thread

There's a piece of thread on the wall.

I've been watching it for two weeks now. Its
black and thick at one end. Fluffy.

It's in the bathroom, its next to the toilet on the
left wall.

| look at it, a lot, but today | made a decision. |
flicked it, yeah that's right, | flicked it away.

It's on the floor now, still on the left, but on the
floor. I've been waiting for the perfect time to
show that thread who is the boss

around this flat.

It thought it had one up on me, Iin its place, its
status on the wall. | showed that thread, | never
forgot about it, while it sat idle watching me
while | emptied my bladder.

Mocking me.

While | dusted and tidied away two plates, two
bowls, two glasses and while | was alone. But |
wasn't alone, that piece of polyester cotton
blend was a companion for nine hours a day.

What did | just do? | treated my little faux
naturelle friend like just any two-inch selection of
material. He was only looking out for me, only
being a friend. A constant in my somewhat
dreary life.
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I'm just lonely that's all. Just in need of someone
to give me a cuddle and an exchange of words.
He doesn't have arms with which to embrace.
Titbits, scratches of language, pleasantries and
how do you dos. A slightly different face. He
doesn't have a face.

| didn't speak to the black polyester streak
blotting the wall. | noticed him, but | didn't
converse with him.

What am | saying?

What could he have to share other than basic
toilet anecdotes? | doubt he has a sense of
humour and he sees nothing more than the
bathroom window. What could we possibly have
to talk about?

There’s a piece of thread on the floor.
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Little Brown Girl
After Christa Wolf’s “Divided Heaven”

In the beginning,

he stalked her,

tendering out of the brush,
closer and closer each day
til that stick in his fist
could have caught her.

And for this,
she thought him chimerical.

Then came the dance—
she was just her puberty,
punch bubbles self,

til he tweaked her arm
and dervished her out.

Snagged easy as doughnuts,
she nearly floated
away from the floor.

But he stiffened, sullening up.
He stared through her,
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estranged by his lust.
‘| don’t do this,”
he thought.

“Pretty hard, it must be,

acting like that,”

she said, thinking she’d sew him
right up.

But he stopped.

His cragginess dropped.
Those old pitty eyes melted
down to this malminess,
and he stroked her out

with his twittering hand

Into the pastoral street.

He strollered her home, quiet,
like her arm in his was some tap.

Her breasts, Beefsteak tomatoes,
ready to drop. Her chest,

warm as some crotch.

And still he said nothing.
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Still he quartered her in
through her gate.

Her mother, inside, peeked out
through the shutters.

“Sorry girl,”

she said, shaking her head.

On the stoop, dour orphan—
that doorknob bit into her hand
and she thought it was over...

“Do you think you could love me?”
he said.

And he left.

And she smiled like Eve

till his shadow jigged slenderly off
to the corn.

She was sold.

So she invited him over for spatzle.
She let him touch her and kiss her;
she moved into his attic apartment;

she let him sleep o



with her head
on his shoulder.

“My Little Brown Girl,”
he'd say,

“my savior, my rabbit,
you will be my wife
one day.

Little Brown Girl,

I’'m young again.
You will be mine forever
one day.”

And she’'d answer,
“Yes, Doctor Manfred,
Herr Father, Messiah—
my adam, my ticket,
my fate.”

He gave her a tortoise
instead of a ring.

And her mother, back home,
shook the pudding up
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like her head—she said,
“Sorry girl,

a wife you'll never be.
Not to him.”

Brown Girl went to work.

And at night while she was dormant,
Manfred awoke.

“Silly girl,”

he nibbled,

“a teacher you'll never be.

You'll never make it

out of the Works.”

But in April she grew an inch.
She went out,

tasted truffles

and Schnapps.

Next thing she’s bought her books.
Next thing and she’s clocked out of the foundry
for good.

Next thing, her messiah went West.
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Then he wrote:

“It is heaven

here,” “| want

you,” and “Besides, the freedom and smokes
are cheap.”

She left after school dismissed.
In her nervous train,

she thought those eastern cows
crooned out to her, flying by
fast as lakes.

She thought sunflowers turned
their cheeks,

and heard swallows

whining her name

every crossing.

“My qirl,”

he whispered, knock-kneed that she’d come.
And he felt that brown

grope her right up

to her scalp.

“Amazing,” she thought, .



walking beside him again.
“My hand’s as proud
as a bachelor’s.”

They went out for coffee—
“To you,” he said,

his black cup up,

“and your silly mistakes

of the past.”

And she drank up the cream then
like luck.

He reached out

as she swung

through the door—but his thin hand missed,
or else she clippered off

from the wind of it.

Stepping out,
she turned East.
And it was understood.

“How is the tortoise?”
he asked.
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“Amazingly well.”

“Feed her tomatoes,”
he said.

“Ill try that.”

“Go,” he said.

And he crept back, slow,
to his desk and his books
In his dusky new house.
Dizzied, he scribbled,
“Sorry girl,”

like a sum or a reason.

But she was no sorrier

than a Hairstreak or Monarch
clubbing away

from her sac.
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THE BOGATYR AND THE CURSED INN

The gypsy started plucking at his violin, a few
plucks at a time before transitioning to playing a
melody with his bow. As he did so another gypsy
joined in with the sitar, seamlessly blending both
instruments with masterful talent. Gypsy qirls
began to dance slowly around the campfire, to
the delight of old fat merchants who made their
trade on the roads south of the Holy City of
Kost.

The trade route was in one of the safest
regions in the kingdom of Korovia. Knights from
the Holy City patrolled the roads, keeping the
peace and ridding the region of bandits and
monsters. South of here were towns and cities
mostly populated by Habbels, where the wee
halflings, who were often no more than the size
of three foot tall toddlers, plied their knowledge
of farming and animals, and were suitably peace
-loving.

The merchant caravans and gypsies were
camped at a fork in the road. Next to their
campsite were old crumbling stone ruins that
marked the site of an inn which had been burnt
to the ground centuries ago by dragonfire and
never rebuilt. Some claimed it was haunted by
the ghosts of those the dragon had slain, which
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Is why the inn was never rebuilt. No one wanted
to stay in a haunted inn.

Off to the east side of the camp was a lone
Bogatyr, a sort of title-less knight who dabbled in
magic and in the supernatural. Tall and strong
he was, a warrior without a doubt, and huddled
under his furs to conserve his warmth from his
tiny fire. He could have added more firewood,
but he seemed loathe to do so.

He kept one hand on his sword hilt, his eyes
on the ruins of the old inn. Every now and then
he caught a glimpse of something in the snow
covered ruins. Something translucent that shone
with a dim white light.

He stood and paced slowly towards the ruins,
right hand on his sword hilt as he approached.
His horse nickered loudly as he passed out of
the firelight and beneath the shadow of a dead
elm tree.

Most of the inn was gone, but parts of it made
of stone still stood. He passed through the
charred remains of what must have once been a
grand foyer and into the great hall beyond, its
recesses shrouded in snowdrifts.

He drew his sword and held it aloft like a
torch. "llumina!” As he spoke the last syllable of
magic the sword gave off a white light, akin to
the moonlight of the silver moon Metrequia. The
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light penetrated the darkness and upon a tall
burnt throne at the far end of the hall a ghostly
apparition of a young woman cloaked in fine
clothes shifted her gaze and regarded him.

"Who are you?" she asked, her voice
sounding distant and yet pleasant. "Are you
some kind of ghost?"

The Bogatyr nearly laughed. "No, | only see
one ghost here, and that is you. Why do you still
haunt this place oh fair spirit?"

She did laugh at this. "Me? | am no ghost. |
live here. This is my family's inn, as it has been
for centuries. But you must be a ghost, for why
else would you be transparent?"

The Bogatyr blinked. "You think | am a ghost?
Is that truly what you see”?"

She nodded.

"And what else do you see?" he asked,
waving his sword at their ruined surroundings.

"My home," she said proudly - defiantly. "The
grandest inn on the southern highway," she
boasted.

"l see a burnt wreck of an inn. This place
burnt down centuries ago, destroyed by a
dragon, so the legends say," the Bogatyr said.

"There are no dragons here spirit, just you. A
demented ghost who cannot see with his own
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eyes. Where did you come from?" She stood
and went to the wall, a ghostly translucent torch
appearing in her hand from where an iron
sconce still clung to the stone wall.

She turned towards him, holding the torch like
it was a club. "Leave here spirit, you are not
wanted in my home!" she declared.

The Bogatyr snorted. "l don't take orders from
ghosts," he answered, holding his sword at the
ready. "If | best you, will you finally see the light
and move on to the afterlife?"

"l should say the same about you, you
confused spirit. What makes you so certain that
you are not the ghost in this fight?"

The Bogatyr smiled gently. "As surely as |
know there are gypsies and merchants camped
outside who dare not go near the burnt inn, for
they say it is haunted. You say this inn is your
family's, and has been for centuries? Yet this inn
has been empty for centuries, a burnt ruin
forevermore. You must be the spirit in this
because | am in your future and your spirit is
from centuries past.”

"Nonsense!" she shouted, swinging her torch
at him.

He dared not let any part of her, or her ghostly
torch, touch his flesh. He parried her torch easily
and deflected it to the side.
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She swung again and again he deflected,
driving her to the side. She bumped into
something and a ghostly cask came into
existence and rolled across the floor, spilling a
ghostly translucent liquid across the floor where
the stonework was cracked and charred.

"Begone foul spirit!" she shouted. She backed
off a few steps and charged at him, seeking to
strike him with her torch with an overhand
swing. She slipped in the ghostly liquid and fell,
her torch falling into the liquid.

Bright white flames engulfed the young
woman, ghostly and without any heat. She
screamed and tried to roll to smother the flames,
but only made it worse as she covered herself
with the burning liquid.

To the Bogatyr's eyes she must have rolled in
lamp oil and was now burning from head to toe.
He backed away from her, uncertain of what to
do. Whatever supernatural fire this was, he
didn't want any of it burning him. He didn't know
what it might do.

The fire spread quickly, burning and
illuminating parts of a building that no longer
stood and scorching the stonework of the ruins
that remained. He couldn't stay and fled the
building, seeking refuge near the dead elm tree
outside.
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Supernatural flames spread through the
structure that was no longer there, illuminating
the night sky and the grey clouds above. The
merchants and gypsies ceased their music,
some backing away in superstitious fear and
others drawing near with an insatiable curiosity.

The Bogatyr knew now what was happening.
He was witnessing the past. Twas no dragon
that destroyed this fine inn. Twas a common fire,
and somehow, through some fluke of time and
destiny, he had been the catalyst for the fire.
Perhaps he had even been destined to do this.

He sheathed his sword as he walked back to
his camp, turning his back on the fire that shone
through a rift in time. He dared not go near it.
Ghosts he could handle, but a fire from
centuries past might pull him backwards in
time... Thinking about the time paradoxes that
might occur, the very idea, hurt to contemplate
and he didn't relish the headache.

He kicked snow on to his campfire and untied
his horse from the nearby elm tree. He mounted
the horse and turned it towards the south. If he
made good time he could reach a Hab village
south of here where an inn he knew of served
tall pints of creamy golden ale.

He needed a drink. Perhaps then he could put
this memory behind him.
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Justinis In

This just in

Justin is Iin

Justin is In

It is in that Justin is in
This just in. Justin is in
Justin is In

Justin’s in

Get in. Justin is in

Get in. Justin’s in

Just get in. Justinis in
Get in

Get in Justin is in.

This just in Justin is In
Get in here.

Just get in here
Justin is in
Justin is In men

Men Justin is In

Man the women

Men man the women Justin is in
This just in women
Justin is in

This Justin is in women
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This just in women, men
Justin is in.

Men man the women

Women warn the men
Justinis in

It's every man for himself

It's every woman for herself men
Get in. Justin is in

Men manning women

Women womaning men
Justin is in.

Get in

Save yourself

Save yourselves

All yourselves

For heaven self save yourself
Save yourselves and get in.
Justin is in.

This just in. Justin is in

It just came in.

It just came in thru the canteen
It just came in, thru the canteen
Did you hear it?

Justin is in

Justin is in. Did you hear it?
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Get in Justinis in

Save yourself

Save yourselves

Justin is in and there will soon be hell to pay
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One of Them

One of them has a mullet

One of them has a tattoo of a spider-web on his
left elbow

One of them has a thing for the other one

One of them hit on me last week

One of them got really drunk last night

One of them threw up on herself in the bathroom

One of them won't have anything to do with
grapefruit

One of them gave his wife AIDS

One of them has a kid in college

One of them needs to have that mole removed
One of them got in a fight with her boyfriend
One of them is a top

One of them is a bottom

One of them got arrested for stalking

One of them is impotent

One of them use to be a game show host

One of them let fireworks off in the club the
same year that Pulse Club massacre happened

One of them committed credit card fraud
One of them won't have anything to do with
beets
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One of them smokes too much weed

One of them drives a hybrid

One of them is polyamorous

One of them is pansexual

One of them is anti-social

One of them tried to commit suicide

One of them caught Covid-19 on a cruise ship

One of them got kicked out of the house for
being queer

One of them likes wearing bowties with three-
piece suits

One of them won't have anything to do with
squash

One of them has a crush on Kevin Costner
One of them won't let it go
One of them won't leave it alone
One of them drives a Porsche
One of them didn’t show up for the funeral
One of them is terribly mean
One of them thinks he’s funny and charming
One of them has a brain tumor
One of them just had her last round of chemo
One of them is estranged from his mother
One of them has a brother in prison
One of them is a crazy cat lady
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One of them got caught up in a sex trafficking
ring

One of them held a gun to her girlfriend’s head
One of them is always the last to leave a party
One of them is always the first to show up at a

party
One of them puts smoked turkey wings in his
greens

One of them had a heart attack last year

One of them ran away from home

One of them is the youngest out of seven kids
One of them won't return my phone calls

One of them says I'm too needy

One of them has a tongue piercing

One of them is allergic to shrimp

One of them has a bunion on her left foot

One of them was almost on America’s Got
Talent

One of them use to be a stripper

One of them left the country to get away from
her abusive husband

One of them blew me for twenty bucks to
support his crack habit

One of them loves cheese sticks dipped in
honey mustard

One of them is dating an artist
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One of them is addicted to poppers

One of them puts ketchup on his grits

One of them got frost bite in his hands two years
ago

One of them got attacked by an owl and almost
lost her eye

One of them sent me a picture of himself holding
an eggroll next to his dick

One of them has filthy fingernails
One of them has a penile implant

One of them sent me a picture holding a beer
can next to his dick

One of them makes the best weed cupcakes

One of them doesn’t know his ass from a hole in
the wall

One of them couldn'’t fix a hole in a paper bag
One of them loves everything Clint Eastwood
One of them has no idea what’s going on

One of them needs to shave that Abraham
Lincoln beard

One of them grabbed my ass

One of them got struck by lightning while golfing
One of them skipped out on ball

One of them cheated on his spouse

One of them is in an open marriage

One of them said, “Someday | will let you suck o



my dick.”

One of them ate the last yogurt | had in the
fridge

One of them ate the last hot pocket

One of them won’t clean the hair out of the
bathtub

One of them doesn't like drag shows
One of them reminds me of an old boyfriend
One of them has a kid in film school

One of them | want to slap in the face every time

| see him

One of them use to be my friend, but isn’t
anymore

One of them tried to sue me

One of them broke her leg

One of them needs a kidney transplant
One of them hates women

One of them is a white supremacist

One of them is a communist

One of them won't keep her hands off me

One of them got her pinky toe cut off in a
motorcycle accident

One of them is always high on something
One of them has a different girl every week
One of them likes mayonnaise on his hotdogs
One of them makes promises he never keeps

92



One of them has a pet python
One of them has two warrants
One of them is waiting for the right time
One of them is a control freak

One of them is mad at me about something. |
don’'t know why

One of them has a pierced ball sac

One of them pressed charges

One of them almost didn’t make it

One of them eats boogers

One of them never stops talking

One of them has a weird laugh

One of them has a prosthetic limb

One them is allergic to peanuts

One of them committed credit card fraud
One of them hates her father

One of them hates the smell of chicken grease
In the house

One of them ain’t just whistling Dixie

One them is attracted to me, but I'm not
attracted to him

One of them hates the color green
One of them | sold for next to nothing
One of them died in childbirth
One of them was given to her aunt to raise
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One of them will not bend straight out
One of them is fatter than the other
One of them will not come up

One of them only has one tall

One of them looks like her mother
One of them should not be drinking
One of them is always sick

One of them has only one tooth

One of them blocked me on Facebook

One of them said, “Had | Known you were gay in
high school,

| would have let you blow me.”
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Queer, sexual survey

How big is your hard-on?

Does your dick get a lot bigger when you get a
hard on, or does it get hard without growing
much?

Are you satisfied with the size of your dick?

Do you think it's true that the size of a certain
body part, such as a foot, hand, Adam’s apple,
or nose, is any indication of the size of a man’s
dick?

What is your circumcision status?

Are you turned off or turned on by someone
whose dick smells or taste of smegma
(cheese)?

Are you happy with your circumcision status?

Have you attempted changing your status
through adult circumcision or foreskin
restoration?

When you’re fantasizing about your ideal man,
what size is his dick?

If you're standing up with a boner, in what
direction does your dick point?

Is your dick curved or straight when you have a
boner?

What is more important to you, the length or the

thickness of a man’s hard-on?
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Do you have a favorite word for your dick? If
yes, what is it?

Tell us about the record number of times you
have come within a 24 hour period.

When you come after you have jacked off,
where do you usually shoot your load?

After you come, what sort of cleanup do you
usually do?

Do you find that your diet has any effect on how
much come you shoot?

Do you have a favorite word for semen? If yes,
what is it?

When you're having oral sex, what role do you
normally assume?

What is your favorite sex act to perform with
another man?

When you're having anal sex, what role do you
assume?

How long after you come are you able to come
again?
Can you suck your own dick?

Have you ever caught another man jacking off?
(Please describe the circumstances.)

How vocal do you get when you're having a
typical orgasm with a partner?

Do you like it when your partner makes a lot of

noise when he comes?
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When you are having sex with another man, do
you usually come before, with, or after your
partner?

Is it important for you and your partner to come
at the same time?

Is it a problem if one partner is unable to come?
When you have a hard-on, does your dick leak
pre-come”?

When you come, how big of a load do you
usually shoot?

When you come, how far do you shoot?

When do you shoot the biggest load of come?
Do you ever eat your own come?

Are you turned on or turned off by someone who
eats their own come?

Are you more turned on when your partner
comes a lot?

In real life, have you ever seen the dick of a
celebrity? (If yes, please describe the dick as
well as the circumference.)

Have you ever had sex with a male celebrity?

Do you ever go out to a public place such as a
gym or restroom with a specific intention if
checking out a guy’s dick?

If you do cruise guys in such public settings as a
gym or a restroom, how often does it result in

some form of sex other than jacking off by
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yourself?

Do certain items of clothing------ for instance
jockstraps, shorts, or worn out cutoff jeans,

Ever make you horny?

Have you ever stolen such an article of clothing
from a man you were attracted to?

How would you describe your sexuality?
In what state do you live in?
How old are you?
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Sexlines

Middle School Students Have Sex in Classroom
Again

High School Seniors Make Porn to Celebrate
Graduation

Giant Pandas Don'’t Like Sex

Mother and Son Chop Off Father’'s Penis

Whiskey-Swigging Bride Ends Up on Greeting
Card

Prostitutes Hike Prices For NATO Soldiers
Sex In Your Car? Not Alaska

Cookies May Be Sexier Than You Think
Toothing: The New Faceless Face Of Sex
Man Cuts Off Penis As Offering to Spirits
Sex Sells at Burger King

Women Need More Toilets Than Men

Not Everyone Wants a Giant Penis in Their
Front Yard

Transsexual to Compete in Women’s Gulf Open

Hell No We Won't Go, We’ve Got Breasts We
Want To Show!

Homeless Stage Sex Protest
Drive-Thru Flasher No Longer At Large
Bomb Squad Called In To Dismantle Vibrator
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Angelina Jolie Likes Sex

Carmen Electra: I'm Very Good In Bed
Mississippi Court Upholds Sex Toy Ban
Romanian Man Dissatisfied With Prostitute
Usher: I'm Addicted To Sex

Georgia Bans Genital Piercing

Sting Likes Swing

Church Criticizes Condoms At Carnival
Employees Love Workplace Love

This Valentine’s Day Give The Gift Of
Cockroaches

Malaysia To Legalize Transvestitism
Polaroid Gets Sexy

Jackson Bares Breast At Super Bowl

Brits Get Government Endorsed Sex Manuel
More Fruit Equals Better Sex

Student Selling Virginity To Pay For School
Teenager Pulls Penis Prank

Pastor Takes Pictures Of Porn Shop

Lovers Love Plastic Surgery

Can Grape Juice Get You Pregnant?

Regan Felt Guilty About Sex

Christina Aguilera: | Like Having Sex. It's Fun
Happy Hungarians Hump 152 Times A Year
Supermarket Becomes Dating Market
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A Rubber Penis Should Not Be Brought to
Parliament

Traffic Cam Zooms In On Breasts

Brazil Bans Sexy Beer Ads

Los Angeles Bans Lap Dancing

Perv Couldn’t Take the Strains, Took The Train
Why Don’t We Do It In The Road?

Salma Hyek Wants Ballsy Feminine Man
Wal-Mart Women To Pose Nude

Please Wear A Naked Picture of My Ex-
Girlfriend

Oral Sex Leads to Jail in Singapore

Schmuck to Own $35,000 G-string

Sperm Lifters of the World Unite and Take Over
UK’s Naked Rambler Off to Jail (Again)

Man Cuts Off Fingers to Prove Love

Virginia May Ban Nude Children’s Summer
Camp

People Aren’t the Only Ones Attracted to the
Smell of Our Sweat

Nude-In Postponed
Men Buy Penis Enlargement Pills

280 Ib Gap-toothed Woman Not Slim and
Attractive

Agency Sends Woman to Phone Sex Business
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Man Cuts Off Genitals, Still Owes Money

Call it Recycled Pussy

Woman Cured by Magic Penis

Just a Sweet Transsexual Lower Life Form
Petting a Cat Can Lead to Petting More Cocks
Woman Whacks Husband Willie

Bus Driver Slaps School Boy Over Penis
Dispute

{Headlines taken from Nerve.com}
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was bit by the writing bug at the
age of fourteen. He spent a majority of his high
school life shying away in the library behind
desk cubicles writing bad love poems about
boys he had crushes on. He has since gone on
to publish four chapbooks of poetry Black
Fag, Ceiling of Mirrors, Cock and Balls, | Want
to Fuck a Redneck, Remembered Men and Live
Nude Guys, as well as four full-length poetry
collections, | Remember (Future Tense
Books), Slut Machine (Rebel Satori
Press), Sweet Sweat (Hysterical Books), and
most recently | Want to Eat Chinese Food Off
Your Ass (Dumpster Fire Press). He has edited
twenty-five anthologies of gay erotica, and has
written two novels, You're the One |
Want and Harm Done (Simon and Schuster
Publishing).

Shane’s collage work has graced the pages of
Shampoo, Unlikely Stories, Pnpplzine.com,
Palavar Arts Magazine, the Southeast Review,
South Broadway Review, Postscript Magazine
and a plethora of others. Allison is at work on a
new novel and is always at work making a
collage here and there.
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Cody Austin
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It doesn’t happen to every guy and it is a big
deal

It's every man’s nightmare to have a woman
discuss their sexual prowess or lack thereof. this
Issue seems universal amongst many women in
their 20s. The frustration that has no name; men
can’'t keep their hard-ons.

It's NOT that common. It DOESN'T happen to
every guy and it is a BIG deal!

Morale is on the ground, post sexual revolution,
the generation of girls who grew up with girl
power tumblr feminism posts about our right to
have sex unabashedly, were not forewarned
about the other side of the coin, bad head and
tails between legs. Myself and other women will
start dating a man, romanticism ensues; a
necessary aphrodisiac for myself. Within one
evening of the first sexual encounter, reality sets
in harrowing tales of strenuous unsuccessful
blowjobs are told over brunch, it would be very
Sex and the City if it wasn’t such a wasteland of
wayward intimacy; modern sex is a census form,
what are you into? Tickbox, choking? Check! no
need to discover as you go everyone’s gotta get
theirs, we are all too busy! It takes all the fun out

of it when a man proclaims proudly he’s
“actually into giving head” and holds for
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applause.

Male impotency makes sex erotically anaemic.
For the first time in my adult life, | am making an
effort to date men my age. | had always felt that
older men were more...well men. | came to
realize that most men are modelling themselves
off whoever the outdated “it guy” of their youth
was. The only real difference between the young
and the old man is whether they are a good man
at all.

| wanted to date people | had more in common
with. Someone who | could grow with and build
into, | thought a man my age (the least likely to
suffer from erectile dysfunction) would be more
suitable as | move into my late 20s. | have come
to find, it's very tricky to turn young men on. |
have never seen so many used but unfulfilled
condoms, haunting the floors of bedrooms like
sad soulless balloons.

Could this all be due to performance anxiety?
SSRIs? Porn? The culture wars? Or as one
dealer | went on a date with suggested; the
contraceptive pill is being cycled through the
water system and feminizing men. He then
confessed to a hate crime. | left feigning a sore
tummy.

The housing crisis is a riding crisis. | have joked
that a man who isn’t living at home who isn't

sexually incompetent, | would make my
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husband. Arrested development amongst a
generation of men whose mammies still do their
laundry, watching porn with headphones on in
their childhood bedrooms, being called for
dinner and not washing a dish. Their lives are
atomised but not autonomous. They were
promised Fight Club and upward mobility.
Instead, we are all trapped debating who should
pay on a first date,14 years into Tory rule and
multiple recessions, and look at what it has done
to the men! Can’t live with them, can’t afford a
mortgage without one co-signing!

Discernment's death rattle sounds like your
friend telling you how she caught her boyfriend
masturbating even though they aren’'t having as
much sex as she would like. We still find it
shocking that women have sex drives that may
be incompatible with their male counterparts.
The presumption that men are always gagging
for it means we haven'’t formed a language to
communicate that imbalance and the rejection
women feel when they feel unwanted is potent,
much of societal expectation is wrapped up in
desirability politics. Besides, men not being
equipped due to their egos and expectations to
articulate why they’re sexually ambivalent
towards their partners. Dead bedrooms are
becoming increasingly common amongst young
couples. It's a sorry sight! drudgery breeds
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displeasure. Women are doing the lion share of
housework, even if they work equal hours, a lot
of men do not perceive this “invisible labor” men
are not socialized to anticipate need. There is
nothing that will deaden desire like having to
nag a man to clean up his beard trimmings from
the sink.

The steam of desire never fully released from
the valve, whilst | felt like an apple that’s lost its
shine, staring up waiting to receive communion,
legs spread and unsure what to do with my
hands, | felt vulnerable, caught. | had a sense
that if | missed my mark the whole thing would
collapse. | attempted to be empathetic, who isn'’t
nervous sometimes? As | straddled him and
watched him pathetically give himself a posh
wank, beneath me, no one said anything, he
seemed frustrated most likely at himself but |
was naked and afraid of men so | presumed it
was at me for not being arousing enough,
eventually the whole ordeal became too
mortifying to bear witness to. | felt embarrassed
and turned off. He had lost his boner whilst
fetching a condom. The minute he was not being
stimulated the blood rushed away from him and
my resentment bloomed. Isn’t part of the
pleasure of sex apprehension? | was eager but
ll-equipped to navigate. He explained that he
hadn’t come in a fortnight and how he found
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himself being aroused by his middle-aged
physiotherapist | don’t think he realized this
information felt like salting the wound, whilst |
walked along the Mariana trench of my neurosis
unable to fully understand what exactly had
gone wrong. Erectile dysfunction raises the
stakes in sex, the elusive boner becomes their
center of gravity. when | said “No." he pressed
with a bratty Bart Simpsonish “c'mon”. | felt it
was due to the missed shift in the gear stick, he
can't afford to stall and he’s annoyed at the
machine he’s working with for not cooperating.

It demeans men’s societal authority to not be
able to get hard. Men use women’s bodies as
bragging rites, mementoes to their masculinity.
To prove to themselves and other men that
they’'re a hardman. They're virile. They've pulled
the bird their pals have thrown into group chats
and objectified. Tokens to be traded in for clout
In the locker room. Men who are more
comfortable in themselves don’t tend to be
homoerotically concerned with if their buddies
will be pleased at their new notch in the
bedpost. They attempt to replicate the evermore
degrading sex they see in porn. They feel owed
pornographic sex from women who are not
pornstars.

My desire has always felt supplanted by men's.

It's disorientating and existentially nightmarish to
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be a young woman and not be able to arouse
male desire as they ask to cum on your tits
because despite billions of years of biological
impulse and a latex barrier the only way many of
them can cum is by their own hand. No man is
an island, but | feel caught in a riptide erotically. |
don’t want to expend energy swimming toward
them and away from my desire, | don’t think
men understand that humiliation or maybe |
suspect it's part and parcel with their desire.

Blue Chew, a chewable Viagra marketed to men
In their 20s and 30s. A childish way to consume
boner pills but then again I've never been much
of a swallower myself any man over 18 can buy
Viagra for £11.99 in Boots you will also earn
advantage card points, and your data will likely
be sold and you will be marketed to as a
consumer of a certain age with a proclivity
towards needing pills to get it up.

Marketing to niches means men can watch porn
of any type of woman: petite, barely legal,
redheads doing any sex act for free. The more
porn someone consumes the more likely it is
they’ll require more intense material to achieve
orgasm. It intensifies the disconnect in reality,
men are more likely to watch porn than women.
We all carry around devices in our pockets that
allow us to consume explicit material at any

time, out of the 13.8 million people who watch
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porn at work 73% are men. An individual's tastes
can be laser-focused and these pill-popping
lovers are corrosive to intimacy. Masculine
desire is socially seen as an outwardly projected
force of nature, that women coax, tease and
make room for, it wounds the ego to fall out of
harmony with primitive impulses.

| have had endless conversations with women
regarding their sexual neuroses and those of the
men they sleep with it's often taken out on
women. | have talked about my own bruised
ego, feeling unattractive when in a vulnerable
state and faced with a sexually frustrated man.
Sex has lost its novelty. My pleasure feels like a
chore, there’s no creativity. One friend of mine
confessed that she and her partner have only
ever had sex on their bed in their shared room,
low libido, dead dicks are sexual purgatory, we
have a death drive for a reason! | would be
reluctant to write such an embarrassing
confessional but it is rampant, Pamela Anderson
has discussed such matters, “when a woman
who is living, breathing, lying in your bed and
your husband is in the bathroom with the
computer” on British Daytime TV to an
awestruck Eamon Holmes responding “l can’t
Imagine any husband of yours being in the
bathroom with a computer is that something
you’'ve experienced” she responds plainly “yes
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and a lot of my friends have”. | don’'t know a
single woman who hasn’t contorted themselves
iInto a shape they don’t recognise in order to
prioritize a man’s pleasure for lukewarm
passion.

Most likely modern young men are too anxious
to perform. Vulnerability isn’t virtuous to some. |
sometimes wonder if men have these
conversations amongst themselves, do they
concoct theories about women'’s desire? Freud
had a notion that the Irish were too contradictory
iIn nature to form rational thought. Irish men love
their mothers, their Madonna’s, too much to
properly love their women, their whores. This
country has always licked its wounds by
punishing women for “promiscuity”. One study
found that Irish women have the most sex in
Europe whilst being the least sexually satisfied; |
don'’t typically date Irish men.

According to the BMC “male sexual dysfunction
has a high prevalence in the Irish population™.
When they're not neurotically limpdicked, they're
selfish and lackluster in bed Irish. I'm sorry boys
but it's true! We are stunted sexually, maybe it's
the shadow cast by the Catholic Church.

All of this must be bridging the orgasm gap by
solving one problem we create another. Maybe
this could all be smoothed over with

communication but the truth is | don’t want to s



negotiate with an erection, as Bush said
“negotiating with terrorism encourages more
terrorism”. Most people are awkward the first
time they have sex with a new partner, we are
all using this act to validate something in
ourselves. The truth is a man’s soft penis
speaks into existence a secret fear of mine. |

know how to be sexy. | don’t know how to have
Sex.
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, Belfast. Previously published in
a new Ulster, heroica, jumble, along with
substack account Ulstersaystechno
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Darragh McConn
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The Cost of Living

Day after day. Year after year their bloated,
withered, bloodied hands sink the knife in a little
deeper,

Blindly like sheep, we are expected to march
smiling to our slaughter,

As time passes more and more of these
parasites join the feast.

Shackled to these rusted chains,
Torn into blackened broken aged skin,

Never to be free of these restraints of
contrivance,

Screaming for release, we cry out for change.
Denied.
Our pleas falling upon deaf ears.

Tears drop from the eyes of a small child.
Shattering the frozen footpath below that she
calls home,

Wrapped in her stained sleeping bag, gasping
for warmth to her lungs.

The never sleeping, shrieking city, slowly
swallows her.

Her eyes once a beautiful shade of blue, full of
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life, now disconnected, forgotten, empty.
She slips away without a sound

With our backs to the wall,

They dare question why our mentality is to act
outrageous,

Our reactions to their actions,

Perhaps the only way for change is to act like
the animals they believe us to be and tear down
our cages.
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My name is . lam an lIrish
writer and film maker. | have always loved
writing, whether it is poetry, short stories, scripts
or lyrics. Writing is magic, it is freedom, it is an
escape.
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The Surfer

He sees it in the distance. A disruption in the
surface of the water that births a rolling wave.
The current is strong today, the air ripe with salty
seawater. The surfer’s feet are dependent on the
board beneath him for support, his focus
heightened, his concentration sharpened to a
fine needlelike point. His legs root his body in
place; the perfect balance of weight distribution
and liquid gravity. He holds, bracing in a frozen
pose before the growing wave.

From beneath it lifts him, carrying him in the
air. He rises until the wave’s growth spurt peaks,
holding him on display for a breath-taking
moment before finally allowing him to descend
down its liguescent embankment through a salty
mist of water that moistens his body beneath the
approving sun.

During this, he fondly reminisces on his
earlier days as an amateur surfer when he'd
often lose his balance and separate from his
board like discarded paper in a breeze. He
never allowed discouragement in. He resisted its
iInfluence at the doorway of his passion for
surfing with patience and determination. With
each plunge, he always got back on his board.
He persisted. He honed his craft with smaller,
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tamer waves that encouraged him. With time the
surfer’s skills matured into bigger waves that
fine-tuned him into the professional he is today.

Applause from the beach that stretches like a
golden sandy horizon in the distance reaches
him now in a cavernous echo of cheers that
scale the wave that had showcased him to the
audience.

A tree stands on one side of the inlet that
makes up the wide, open mouth of the cove.
From his position on the highest branch of the
tree, the blue jay’s wings settle against his body.
He glances over to the shoreline at the crowd in
attendance for the surfing competition. He
iImagines the applause and appreciation of the
crowd are for him. Another current of wind sails
at him, his version of waves flowing inland from
the open ocean of vast dreams. His eyes return
to the surfers, watching them position their
bodies on their surf boards and extending their
arms. They're preparing for the next round of
coming waves. The blue jay spreads his wings,
modeling his body after them, ready to surf
alongside those he idolizes.
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has a bachelor’s in English
Literature. He enjoys writing short stories and
poems. When he is not writing he can be found
outdoors finding inspiration among nature.
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Idle Hands
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Frederick Pollack
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Below Stairs

When novels are finished, the characters throw
parties.

The author is never invited.

Depending on the tone, guests weep
themselves

iInto each other’'s arms, beg forgiveness,

or else bitchiness and recrimination

persist. In these latter days

of the genre, the ambience seems a wistful
gaslight: ambivalent victims and ambiguous
abusers are seen laughing

In corners, mocking each other’s final words.

Though the nouveau roman is long dead, its
remote,

laconic observer is
a fixture at these things, and talks and talks.

Poem parties are different. The host —
who isn’t, remember, the poet — never

gets off the phone or comes out of the
bathroom.

Suggestive non-sequiturs click at each other
like the increasingly popular
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Als. Two or several

subtexts are fucking behind a locked door;
which might seem life-affirming, except
that everyone left their coats in there

(good poems grow cooler as the world gets
hotter).

My work at least is crashed by a horde

of morbid types, who don'’t act out but spread
gloom;

they say they’re from the future.
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The Model

| can say, because | have access,

that she was thinking about

the Girl with a Pearl Earring,

whom she didn’'t resemble, and what had
been done to her through the centuries.
Quietly, moving little,

the instructor told her

to adjust her sleeve, move her left

arm into shadow, and

reflect upon an idea of

her choice. Now she was all in shadow.
But the students

across the well-lit room

weren’t artists but writers. Had braced

notebooks and laptops
however on the uncomfortable
benches and now wrote
manically or lazily,

some never looking

at her, some staring until

she was sure they saw nothing.
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The Aliens’ Homeworld

“At least we've learned one thing,”

said the padre;

“compassion isn’t universal.”

He thought he was summarizing

the trauma we were all

undergoing, but | thought

he was secretly perturbed

that he alone hadn’t found (hadn’t been given)
a statue. The ironies, the symbolism

of that absence intrigued me, but

instead of mentioning it | recalled him,

gently, to his duties:

Anne, our medic,

was distressed. Her statue,

as beautiful as all of them

(with an inner light beyond marble), portrayed
not her alone but a lover of whom

she had never spoken. Seeing it, on

that ambiguous tiled plaza,

had rendered her useless. Reactions differed:

some crewmen hugged their image, others
raged,

wept, sat in its shade awaiting
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orders. But the Captain,

after one glance, ignored his

(though | thought it flattering); surveyed,
tested, almost fondled

the missiles and exotic guns

that filled the square and the deserted city.
“We have nothing like this,” he said.

“Why didn’t they shoot us down?” —

and cursed at length. “Isn’t the deeper question
where they are”?” | asked. He looked

as if he hadn’t considered this

and now dismissed it, turning

his anger on me: “How are you so cool,
considering

that thing they gave you?”
“It's merely art,” | smiled. “It can’t upset me.”
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Hierusalemme Est Perdita

| apologize for the present tense,

for in this context all important

events relate so much to the past

they may as well occur there.

The mob chants and the rabbi hears

the news that Jerusalem is lost. The rabbi
wonders if this refers

to the efforts of Saladin or Titus;

to the mob, of course, it would make no
difference.

He closes the last shutter. In a moment

the Christians will torch the House of Study,
but for the moment he and his students

are enjoying a good discussion.

It pertains to the rather throwaway
Talmudic line that the Messiah

will either come when all mankind

Is wholly bad or good.

“What can this mean?” the rabbi has asked.

“Is neither likelier, or preferable?”
A stolid, thorough boy states:

“If everyone were good,

all possibilities of good would be
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among us. If all were bad, the Messiah would ...

stand out.” “As divine,” adds

a more brilliant disciple. “In such a case,
any instance of good would appear as
from God, as indeed it is.”

“Yet | wonder,” says the rabbi,

“about that ‘standing out.’

One may sometimes feel that the Messiah,
or the Lord Himself, blesséd be His name,
puts tact above all other virtues.”
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Author of two book-length
narrative poems, THE ADVENTURE and
HAPPINESS, both Story Line Press; the former
reissued 2022 by Red Hen Press. Three
collections of shorter poems, A POVERTY OF
WORDS, (Prolific Press, 2015), LANDSCAPE
WITH MUTANT (Smokestack Books, UK, 2018),
and THE BEAUTIFUL LOSSES (Better Than
Starbucks Books, September 2023). Pollack has
appeared in Poetry Salzburg Review, The Fish
Anthology (Ireland), Magma (UK), Bateau,
Fulcrum, Chiron Review, Chicago Quarterly
Review, etc. Online, poems have appeared in
Big Bridge, Hamilton Stone Review, BlazeVox,
The New Hampshire Review, Mudlark, Rat’s
Ass Review, Faircloth Review, Triggerfish, 100
Subtexts (2023) etc. Website:
www.frederickpollack.com.
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Billie Lupescu, chapter 20

Night was falling when we found Clara at the
foot of the Williamsburg Bridge, putting on a
glorious lightshow. Jumping from the ledge of
one tenement building to another she zoomed
about and rattled the windows while flickering
her fabulous ghost-ness of pearly-white, icy-blue
and a touch of flaming yellow, screeching at the
top of her lungs.

This being New York nobody paid attention.

Clara zoomed down and hovered above us.
"More of them every day!" she wailed into the
sky. "More and more, all around!"

“More and more what, Clara?” | shouted.

Clara was now upside down, making the sign
of the closed bodega whirl in circles.

"More and more death!"

Her voice filled with glee. “They’re growing.
More of them every day. Soon more and more
and more itty-bitty round burns all over and zap

me!ll" She right-sided herself up and swooped
into my face, glowering, her eyes wide and dark.
Then she looked up at the night sky and let out
a banshee wail so hard, car alarms went off up
and down the block.

Before | could yell at her to get a grip, she a8



was gone. Popped into oblivion.

Flux, looking an even greener shade of
green than usual, let out a sigh of relief. "You

get it now? This is why | had to break up with
her.”

“Yeah, | get it. But do you think she’s right?
There are more storm specters?” | asked. “Does
she lie?”

“Clara’s a lot of things,” he said, “but she’s
not a liar. This is bad, Billie.”
“‘Blazes. | have to tell Torres.”

Suddenly, | felt the day—Stuart, Dr. Wang,
Clara and her doomsday news—and all |

wanted to do was go home. | just wanted to Go.
Home.
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Is an internationally
touring jazz vocalist, songwriter, author and
educator. She has released thirteen albums to
date plus a how-to book on the art of survival for
singers titled "Singer’s Survival Guide to
Touring” (Lofish Music). Originally from Austria,
Elisabeth has been a New Yorker since 1994.
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Light of Love

| have been touched,

Not by hand,

Not by prying eyes,

| have been touched

Touched by the light of Love,

It iluminates the tough rocks behind,
And shines equally on my thorns,

It highlights my trail of shadow stories,
Yet makes me feel beautiful as | am,
| have been touched by this light,
And that's all that’s left of me,
That's all | have to give,

That's all | can just pass on,

That love | feel within,

That smile | just hold on,

You too share that love within,

By a smile you have just worn,

It makes life beautiful,

And eases every prick of thorn,

Just spread that love within,

And watch that smile move on =
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Sails Down

Growing old together

Watching our backs bend

Perched on an empty nest

Having lived in valour and zest

It was time to savour the best

With treasures saved and satisfied quest
With smiles in heart of fulfilment
Letting God plan The Rest

Having lived with faith at test

Yet together we sat in our nest
Just joy of being for each other

Be what may the future’s request
Yes growing old together

Is life at its given best

Having put your worth for the other
In love, endurance and caress
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Empty Vessels

With every passing moment,
Unfolds another petal,

Another leaf may wither,
Another bird may soar high
Another butterfly would emerge
Each being themselves

With no cravings to be another,
Then why is man so spoilt

With choices of needs and desires?
Have we never known

To feel complete as we are?
Why seek another to fulfill us?
Empty vessels is all we are?
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IS a Pune based artist and also an
art promoter. She runs an art foundation by the
name of Hina Bhatt Art Foundation through
which she supports and empowers artists and
iInvolves in activities to connect the artists with
the larger community.

Hina was born and brought up in Chennai a city
where art, culture and spirituality form the very
pulse of the community and she currently
resides in Pune which is also the cultural capital
of the country- India/Bharat. This has had an
influence on Hina not only in her art and her
living but also in her perception of life around.
The influences are evident not only in her art but
also in her photography and her writing. Being
iInspired by Nature and the spiritual connect she
feels with all around, Hina says that nature has
its own way of revealing the universal truth and
teachings. She loves to portray the connections
we build with nature, the people and objects
around in her every form of creative expression,
poetry also being one of them.
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Modes of Corrupting a Democracy

As Montesquieu might have said, in an
autocracy one has to corrupt only one man to
effect one's aims. Preferably he is the head or
the army, the fuhrer or a priest of some pious
clout threatening by his mere existence to start a
popular revolution among the faithful in the
populace if his notions of how we should live
and die are ignored. In a democracy the
corruptions are always on as large a scale as
possible, are too overt and observable to be
kept a secret and are most effective in their
purposes when the populace freely chooses
them over every and any virtue.

The aim of such corruption therefore has to
be to market its qualities and premises as
attractive as possible and yet hide that
embracing them will take away any freedoms
the artisans of such tastes might have to leave
behind them and give up altogether to attain
access to such vices. Sometimes these hungers
are called crimes, their salesmen are pushed for
their enterprises by prison or general skulking
around areas where their enterprises can be
more wide open. Most often they are the very
appetites that can even create whole business
hoping to check them as they turn their

adherents into addicts and financial and soc:ial153



dependents of one sort or another. It is
demonstrable easily enough that every living
creature in Nature is free of government though
they can be done in by the weather or predators.

If somebody really wants to do something or
acquire sometimes or destroy something
passionately enough they will do it irrespective
of any supposed legal check that might be in
place from the top to stop them from doing it.
Whatever produced what we call civilization,
peace, tranquility and ease of commerce among
us isn't the province of government control but a
general assessment from the bottom that it is
preferable to live one way rather than another
one. To make that case if one is despotic one
does well to make sure that either choice leads
to disaster.

Often one can do that by offering the
honeyed alternatives all of which lead to short
term pleasure and try to distract them from
looking too closely or at all for the long term
results of the same action. For example, it feels
good when one is hungry to eat a tasty meal,
even can been enjoyable to take in seconds and
thirds of the same delectable dishes before one,
but in a week or month one outs on the weight
and begins to feel logy, short of energy, fatigued
at all times because one is carrying around a

great deal of fat one doesn't need.
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One can acquire two houses, one for living in
the country, another for urban forays, but one
can only live in one of them at a time. One can
also only drive one car and flush one toilet at a
time, wear one pair of pants and one pair of
shoes. Of course one is better off than when one
has nothing at all but if any of these acquisitions
can be taxed, will break down consistently and
have a taste to acquire need merchandise, own
what is illiquid and can't be dumped on a market
when one tires of them, one may be as much
trading in one form of desperation for another
one by buying into inordinate acquisition in the
first place.

When the goods and servicing one has
bought tend to be abstract or mercurial they can
make one a slave of owning them, trying to
protect one's control over them and selling them
at a profit as such of a chain tethering one to a
very narrow life as a slave, forced to pick
Imaginary cotton on a phantasmal plantation.

A slave in this situation knows his interest to
be who he is to escape the gang of workers in
the locale, flee the area altogether if he can. He
may even secretly walk off with part of the cotton
and sell it surreptitiously, undercutting the price
of the merchandise to those who are ready to
deal with his side business. He is no matter

what he does a long way from doing work that
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resonates well in his spirit and nurtures his
desire to remain alive if only to accomplish
something. Money can be many things for many
people but we all know if to our rue it cannot
make anybody happy or even permanently
sated. If the deal one has made with the world is
that after 65 or so one can stop acquiring money
as if it had some value and attend to one's
leisure unfortunately a lot of folks in that position
dreaded their freedom rather than avidly take up
Horatian moments of delight in a comfortable
place. Lamentably all they knew how to do is
prepare themselves for a life they never had any
skill or plans for. Given the long term harvests of
many a life that isn't entirely a wretched result. If
we were all aristocrats and had servants and
compliant machines to support our activities, we
would be utterly responsible for who and what
we are. Most people are much more comfortable
feeling mildly compromised and tolerably
corrupted.

It's the genius of limited government and
democracy that no one forces anyone else to
think and act in ways that are not their calling or
suffer incarceration or execution. Short of these
classical means of force to control others, there
are all sorts of covenants citizens in a
democracy have with their world that put them in
some danger of losing parts or even all of their
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mortality to the whim of some despotic stranger
or state. Most citizens in a democracy have jobs
they are indifferent to but which promise them
that if they are minimally competent at them or if
they are on the public charity lists they merely
exist; they can be doing the same indifferent
thing in the same very forgettable place next
week.

Such standards of acceptable covenants
tend to inspire those gulls who buy into them
iInto a crushing sense of triviality. They're right to
think as much about their lives when all they are
trying to do is to extend their indolent existence
into one more movement of eternity to which
they are indifferent. Some of the happiest people
In the world are prone to set their own high
standards of labor not merely to competence but
to excellence and more to the degree that they
look upon the labor they take up in their working
hours with immense satisfaction.

Given the seductive characterize of
corruptions must take in a democracy, a territory
iIn which coercion is not often an option for the
despot, it would be worth our while to explore
how many aspects of our life in the West we
assume are all based on pure interest and ask
ourselves whether or not there are directions in
our politics that are overtly plain and self-evident

actions much like Descartes' notion of clear and
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distinct ideas.

Take some time as apparently self-evident as
Incarcerating people in prison when they have
done felonious deeds and have been convicted
of them. What does anyone gain by locking up
anybody who has done anything we regard as
an odium? In America it supports a huge political
commerce with business involving whole prison
cities which house such residents. At the end of
their stay in such onerous places presumably
the supposed criminals probably know a lot
more about how to execute crimes than they did
when they went in. They are likely to do more
mayhem with more effectiveness after being in
the company of people who have been
conceited of the same activities.

Then we wait for him to be locked up again
or perhaps if he has been educated properly by
our prison system and possibly are governed by
folks who were never caught and sequestered
from any of us at all.

In practice most of the people in these jails
are there because of rampant drug commerce.
Nobody ever gets arrested from opening a
tavern or brewing liquor nowadays; we have
other piques about other drugs. In fact, there is
nothing wrong with taking, selling, or even killing
oneself with drugs. If people want to commit

suicide with some means to do it that isn't a -



crime either. Most of our lives are slow journeys
to killing oneself.

Much of our modern notion of vice and virtue
In the West has been suitably worked out
dramatically by Goethe. Faust invokes
Mephistopheles. The demon sensibly isn't
looking covenant he might make for the scholar
and magicians. Faust's calling on
Mephistopheles to give him all sorts of powers,
youth, good inebriate company, erotic gamboling
with beautiful women, and so on but discovered
he is much better off not taking up pleasure but
building canals. It's a metaphor for charity to
others.

To get to this state of looking to act to treat
others with honor and respect Faust has to go
through a long season of quests for seasons of
varied pleasure. It's one of the virtues of the
West with its huge classes of wealthy citizens
that can afford all manner of delights; they don't
have to suffer poverty and helplessness their
whole lives that they can take up the journey of
Faust privately. They don't have to learn
Incantations and call up demons to do so.

Mephistopheles can take up whatever
business he likes in his own pilgrimage in
Creation these days because nobody in the
West needs him to bring them any pleasure.

They can find social company at any tavern, s



erotic delight in any female they met on their
quests, altered perceptions of a fantastical sort
from films and computer games.

Perhaps Mephistopheles these days is
feeling rueful given that he is being ignored. It's
more likely he is glad to be rid of paltry service
to varied human magicians in Germany looking
for such assorted delights. We may miss his
banter and wisdom. We will have to be content
to do without his wit. He had been the angel that
we have hoped to invoke for millennia but as
soon as we earned his services are all too paltry
and unpleasant hungers we have left him to take
up his own destiny with some civility.

Henry Adams complains in the Virgin and the
Dynamo that the culture of the West is too
masculine. It lacks the compassion charity of the
feminine, Adams remarks. As much as
democracy checks Adams’ dislike of coercive
dragons, given the tendency of any antic
invoking force to create a shadow realm of all
the things it is not, our Western culture has
managed to promote massive seductions into a
juggernaut with all the aggression; of classical
despotism. It is a pitiable truth among us that
one can be enslaved by feminine modes of
manipulative and controlling others as
masculine one.

Being controlled by women or the feminine isn’1t60



any more honorable than being a slave of
males. We have a kind of force Adams would
have called seductive rather than coercive
among us but in its aggression and attempts to
be an ubiquity in our lives it resembles the
contempt whoever runs such movements has
for whomever he hopes to ensnare.

The disdain of life for its prey diminishes both
its victim and its bringer of woe.

It would be a major and central mistake to
think of the West and non-Western nations as
two static bulwarks with different views of how
human beings should live and die. Although we
don’t have written access to account for almost
all our past the probability is that for over a
million years’ humanity has been escaping
illicitly from one tyranny or another. The various
migrations we ahead traces of that have
occurred in Africa and Asia were probably all
motivated by people who wanted relatively
limited government, freedom to make their own
choices about how they wanted to spend their
mortality, and had the primal courage to take up
those concerns in the wilderness rather than in
the hub of some camp of de facto incarcerations
like a corral of cattle or a hen house.

We have a fair account of how the Jews
escaped Egypt, the Hellenes were ignored by

Egypt and so on but given the manifest result o



before us of worldwide migrations we might
assume something or somebody set them into
motion. Freedom, democracy and limited rule
isn’t merely a philosophy of how to conduct
oneself in life; it's an inevitable result of what
Shelley called mutability and Aristotle called the
law of excess. As Aristotle said it is an invisible
mechanism which turns republics into
monarchies, oligarchies and despotisms. If
Aristotle was right, we can look forward in our
future to more dissidence and more migrations
away from centers of power where it is easiest
to try to control one’s citizenry. It might be a
rogue voyage to the moon or Mars but it
certainly will be a trek away from core of power,
not toward these despotic hubs.

Karl Marx only records the destructive life of
some of the more recent bloody revolutions in
his accounts of the tyranny of capital. The West
has had not merely despotisms set into motion
by banking investment coups but whole religions
based on the rule of royals and the salience of
God himself to govern the scurvy populace with
a priesthood counseling these unwashed bottom
folk to be content with slavery. The sheer
quantitative amount of rage generated by these
royalist systems is all by itself rather daunting.
Yet royalist and royals are still with us even in
the West. There has never been a conclusive
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revolution ridding us by extinction of the sort of
autocrats people a million years ago we have
forgotten were very familiar with.

The genius of the West isn’t merely to offer
their faithful more material goods in volume than
they would have otherwise and then expect
them to have something to defend against
marauders beyond the West who lack such
means to survive. One should say that the West
IS a concept, not a territory. Japan is as much
part of the West as France. lts talent is to make
the materiel elevations in its maw seem as if
they are instruments of personal freedom for
those who embrace it when at least half the time
they are the very mechanisms which enslave
them all over again.

Yet what is the alternative? Even a million
years ago some people preferred to take their
chances in the wilderness than to put up with
rule by these autocrats of yesterday. Our culture
iIn the West isn't really a contract to have
equitable relations with organizers of life among
us. When and where have we ever found such
people? In one form or another there have been
no end of new versions of the old crew, royalists,
capitalists, oligarchs, loan sharks, cultists, but
there has been an absence among these old
time autocrats of measured and reflective

people who have said to themselves and others;
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| have enough material goods to satisfy me;
besides that, | have charity in my heart for those
who lack such instruments of extending their
mortality. One should say that democracy is the
only political system that legitimizes charity in
volume. It may not do it well but it is singular in
that it does it at all. It doesn't notably foment
people who will make honorable deals with the
populace and keep their covenant with them.

It's particularly a bugaboo in the
contemporary Left because at one point in
Western history not too long ago, the 18th
century, it was very clear to the populace and its
champions that their enemy were traditional
Kings and priests. They were only the visible
antagonists of the common people. Nobody in
that time ever thought that their goal might be to
live under a caliphate as long as the despots
don’t look and talk like the ones the West is
familiar with. The best things that ever happened
to anyone living in any such traditional theocracy
IS some means to leave it forever and make
one’s way to the corrupt West where one had at
least a chance to live out one’s individual calling.
It's not as if the West has gracefully given
anyone who lives within it these franchises. The
change of much of it from royalism and
theocracies to republics has been largely bloody
and has killed millions of people. The inevitable
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winner of these contentions always is the
populace in the long run. The autocrats can't call
about the energies of the populace to enslave
themselves.

However, when one is relatively free of
tyrannies one is personally responsible for one’s
woes in ways one never is when one is a slave.
Human beings don't like to be aware that they
themselves have destroyed themselves. It's not
an action consonant with notions of pure interest
that are rife in free citizens in groups of any kind.

Yet what could be more familiar to us in and
out of the West than this force and harvests of
these set of actions and thoughts among some
of us which lead to self-destruction? How many
of us feel tethered to some chains that only exist
iIn our own imagination?
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iIs known for satirical,
fantastical novels. Praised by Irwin Shaw, Isaac
Bashevis Singer, Philip Jose Farmer and
Richard Kostelanetz, he is also a poet, New
York produced playwright over twenty two years,
radio and television host, musician and bar
blues singer.
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Time

Creates special, cherished moments
makes the weak, stronger
mends broken hearts
heals wounds
Time
progresses illness
slowly steals loved ones
makes the dependent, helpless
and blots out life's precious memories
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resides in rural Indiana, juggling her roles
as a content moderator, freelance writer, and
author. Although she primarily delves into
science fiction, mystery, and horror genres for
adult stories, her first love is writing fun,
Imaginative children’s books.

She is also known to occasionally craft playful
greeting card verses and unconventional poetry.
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Blackie

| no longer remember the exact details of how
we found Blackie. | recall seeing the wee pup in
the parking lot of the small strip mall three long
blocks away from my family’s house in Island
Trees. | find it hard to believe it was just my
brother and | that found her — back in those
days, two small kids could walk unaccompanied
for a few blocks, unharmed, to the store on an
errand sent by their mother and not alert any
neighbors to report two young kids walking in
the neighborhood sans an adult. Find it harder
still that even my brother, the favored son even
then, would have been so bold as to bring the
dog home without our parents’ permission, so it
must have been a family decision to bring the
little dog home. So home the pup came. It was
all black, with so few white hairs on its chest, the
only name that could have been given was
Blackie. But | remember everything after Blackie
came to be with us.

To compound matters, there was another family
two houses away who also desired to have the
dog. Reasons why there were two families were
vying for this wee pup of unknown origin have
been lost to time, but | remember the warm
spring day it was decided with whom the dog

would stay. It was the dog that decided. s



In between the two homes was the house of my
godmother. The day of decision was reached
and as neutral territory Audrey and Sonny held
the dog on their small front lawn, matched
evenly by the neighboring lawns of the other
family on one side, and me and my family on the
other. Each family already had had a week with
the dog wherein the dog was bathed, fed, loved
by each household and in true Solomon fashion,
it was up to the dog to decide which family it
wanted. We each hooted and hollered and
called and whistled, and here girl, here Blackie
for minutes. The dog raced around Audrey’s
front yard, darting from one side to the other, as
if deliberating. It ran to the other family, wagged
its tail, shimmied between their legs and then
turned and sprinted back across the yards past
Sonny to ours, sat in front of me, its tail
whacking against my legs; | wrapped my arms
around it. | thought all the milk | had given it had
paid off (not realizing of course that milk can
seriously impact a dog’s digestive system, but
the pup drank greedily when | made the
offerings), so in my small 4 year old mind, | was
the deciding factor. Or was it the peanut butter
my mother fed it, or the bed my brother shared
with it, or the never ending scritches my dad
heaped upon it. But the dog decided. She was
ours. And we were hers.
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Within 18 months, we moved, this time to a
larger house, a corner property with spacious
side yards and a fenced in back yard. 3
bedrooms, 2 baths newly built split level. Over
the garage was the den, its large windows
looked out onto the road that led into the new
housing development and up the small incline,
past the sump, onto Old Country Road where
the fire house was. My dad, whenever he was
around on the weekends and heard the fire siren
start calling the all-volunteers firefighters from
their homes, would race to the den and with a
stop watch in his hand time how long between
last siren’s call and the bay doors rolling up and
the firetrucks pulling onto the busy road. You
could see, from that vantage point, the
volunteers’ cars peeling out of their driveways,
their sirens replying, screaming up through the
neighborhoods of the burgeoning town. My dad
loved firemen. We’'d pile into the 1955 cream
and tan Pontiac and drive to every firemen’s
tourney in the tri state area to watch teams
compete to see who'd race up the ladders first
or win the bucket brigade. Blackie would sit
beside him in the den windows, seemingly
understanding every time my dad told her how
long it took these brave volunteers to respond to
the sirens.

My dad was an industrial staple salesman. His
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area was NY, NJ, PA, CT, occasionally doing an
overnight for a conference or convention. He'd
drive off relatively early every workday in the car,
product laden in the trunk as samples or to hold
his commercial customers over until their order
arrived. He loved driving, thinking nothing of
getting the family in the car for a leisurely drive
all over Long Island, stopping at every historic
site. When she had a sense it was time for her
master to come home, Blackie would go to the
den and as soon as she’d spot the car up on Old
Country Road, would whimper and yelp, barely
able to contain her excitement. She'd dance in
circles as it turned down Central Park Road,
coming closer to the left turn onto our road. As
he pulled into the driveway, she’d bound out of
the den, dash down the stairs and throw herself
against the screen or storm door (depending on
the season) and back up only as much as she
could to let him in the door. She’d prance, and
bark, and twirl around his legs, making it hard
for him to step into the foyer to hang up his coat,
take off his hat, put down his briefcase. She'd
run to the kitchen and back to the front door, as
to say to our mother “look, see, he’s home”. Our
mother would call out “hello Hon”; my brother
and | would likely look up from setting the dining
table for the family meal, or from the sofa doing
homework or reading or listening to records and
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say hi. But the dog. The dog was always the
most excited to see him every night. And Dad
knew it, and would often say “well, at least the
dog’s happy to see me”. We would laugh, but he
had a point. No one was happier in the house to
see our dad when he came home from work
than Blackie.

One day, however, Dad left the house, went to
the hospital, and never returned. Blackie sat in
the den window for a week, barely leaving to eat
or go outside, and when she did, she would race
back up to take her sentry position, waiting,
waiting for the car to make a left turn onto
Central Park Road. | am not sure we spent
much time comforting Blackie. We were barely
comforting each other. There was the wake and
then the funeral. And then there was no talk of
him at all. Ever again. But no one told Blackie.
Blackie sat and stared out the window and cried
sometimes. Our mother moved out of the master
bedroom on the third floor into the den, and tried
to shoo Blackie away from the window.
Eventually Blackie stopped staring out the
window. And within a month Blackie’s all black
muzzle had turned all grey. The manifestation of
the grief that settled over the house like a heavy
blanket, the grief that went unspoken, and in the
long run, never dealt with.

But Blackie kept on loving us. She’d curl up with
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me on the long mid-century sofa that came with
the model home our parents bought, thereby
making it just a tad more comfortable. She'd
listen to me as | sounded out words from the
dictionary as | struggled with my speech
difficulties. She’d would dig around in the part of
the back yard designated hers. She would put
her head on my brother’s leg in his darker
moments. She’'d sit next to me at the dining
table knowing I'd secretly pass her food from my
plate — but she didn’t like peas either; she’d spit
them out under the table and all too often I'd
step on them as | pushed myself away from the
table after showing proof that | had cleaned my
plate — especially of those nasty sodden canned
peas. Years later as we emptied the house after
our mother died, and removed the chairs and
table from the dining room, it was evident where
| sat as there was a faint outline of my chair in
the old, now faded wall to wall carpet from all
the food that had been dropped in hopes of
Blackie scarfing it all down. She’d sit in the
green leather easy chair that once had been my
dad’s, likely still able to smell him there. | have
often wondered if Blackie ever had thoughts of
Dad ever again. Or did she settled in like the
rest of us, with a big hole in the middle of our
hearts that no one ever would mention.

| left my mother’s house as soon as | could
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under the guise of attending higher education as
far away as | could get without leaving New York
State. | rarely came home, it was too far and
costly to travel for a weekend, and there was
only the winter break and summer break
between semesters that made sense to come
back to Long Island. One day the letter arrived
In my dorm mailbox, perhaps with a small check
accompanying it, to tell me that Blackie had died
— old age would no longer let her climb down
any steps to the back yard and my mother could
not carry her outside. We had had her about 13
years, not very long in a dog’s life, but long
enough to imprint on me. | regretfully however
was so wrapped up in my own new life, out from
under the weighted cloud, away from the
crippling stagnant air of my mother’'s house. |
am not sure if | cried. | hope | did. | hope |
thought about the love Blackie gave us, me,
when there felt like there was so little love in that
house. How touching her soft fur was sweet and
done almost unconsciously as she would sit
next to me as | sought to escape in a book.

So now, all these years later, | find myself
wondering if Blackie found my dad when she
died, sought him out, caught his smell and
danced once again around his legs.

| sure hope she finds me when it's my time. |

have so many belly rubs to give her, so much to
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tell her, so much love to show her. | hope she’ll
remember me.
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didn’t speak until she was almost
5. Her brother has said she hasn’t shut up since.
Born in New York, raised on Long Island, she
returned to NYC at the first opportunity, working
in the music business for almost 15 years and
then in a host of other industries. She became a
single working mother at 43, and only recently re
-found her voice.
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Sophia Jamali Soufi
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sleep

We both finish
Me at the end of a dream
You in an endless dream...
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journey

Abandoned house

darkness

A handful of memories

How can | endure existence and time?
| have forgotten everything

But memories and hungry wounds scratch my
soul in isolation

| turn a corner

The cracked mirror is full of corpses

who laugh

not to anyone

not to anything

| carry the burden of my loneliness alone
| go

From the same way that there is no footprint on
it...
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Sophia Jamali Soufi
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| am 22 years old, born in
Rasht in Iran. | am student in architecture. |
started writing poetry since | was a child and
was very interested in reading books. | have
been writing since childhood. The original of my
poems is Persian. Translations of my poems in
Spanish, German, English, French, Portuguese
have been published in many magazines.
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Untitled
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Suneet Madan
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Spring
Serendipitous landscape
Riotous drape

Butterflies, bees
Mellowing breeze

Soothing twilight
Burstful delight

Energetic chi
Infusing life

Unleashing euphoria
Evoking splendor

Metaphoric tapestry
Stimulating poetry
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Suneet Madan
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IS a poet, artist, and storyteller,
whose works mesmerize the audience at
several sensory levels. Her recent books are
'Poinsettia’ (authored, 2023) and ‘The Siachen
Soldier and other stories’ (co-authored, 2024).

Several literary organizations worldwide have
showered her with citations and awards for her
work. The International Watercolor Society's
Theme Song includes her poem in its lyrics.

194



Untitled
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Stephen Michael Whitter
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@ Stephen Michael Whitter

| shan't be a Minute.

Can | take a minute of your time? |
will not waste it as it's also a
minute of mine .

Not that's mine is more or less
important, you see.

The minute that people take from
you because they can and the
feeling that with that tiny distance
the hands on the face tick round
that they have somehow gained the
higher ground.

“I'll be with you in a minute", just let
me do something pointless to
establish who's boss

of this situation .

But think, if this asshole does this
everyday?

For the little pseudo superiority
that comes his way, those minute...
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0 Stephen Michael Whitter

My Coffee.

My Coffee has gone cold again.
That's three for three,

Gone cold while sat right next to
me.

I've taken the time to make them.
That's not beyond me but,
Breaking my train of worry to drink
them hot,

that seems to be.

Someone said to me yesterday,
‘You seem preoccupied are you
ok?'

And being English | replied,
"Never felt better, why?

Stephen Michael Whitter.
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0 Stephen Michael Whitter

What's the Matter?

"What's the Matter with a little
peace love and understanding?’
My homeless friend said to me.
I think that's a line from a song, |
replied,

shall I try and find out?'

"No, the rest might be awful, then
it's spoilt"

'Yes, you might be right'

“It's a good line" he said.

'It's a good question'

| replied....

Stephen Michael Whitter.
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has been writing on
and off for forty years.

His latest book of poetry and short stories Tales
Deceptively Honest is in its 2nd edition,
illustrated by Paul Warren.

Stephen lives in exile on the Isle of Wight,
England.
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D John Hopper
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treasure is...

treasure is the sultry fragrance of wild hyacinths
woven between the ancient golden curls of a
god in a summer glade
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IS a writer, photographer,
magazine producer, editor and more. He
regularly posts short written slices of fantasy
across social media — with themes that explore
rural gods, hauntings, magic, dreaming, and
much, much more. He was born and raised in
Cornwall, and can be found in one of its villages,
cast high amongst trees, gorse, heather and
mists.
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