




Welcome!
Welcome to Issue 13 of Gold Dust magazine and it’s Happy 4th Birthday to us! We have our

usual weird and wonderful line-up for you this issue, including 6 short stories, 10 poems and

3 flash fiction pieces. We’ve covered all genres (Drama, Horror, Comedy and Science Fic-

tion) and all styles (witness the chilling tone of The Silent Snore, or the subtle wit of Grandpa’s
Walking Stick and At the End of the Day). 

Our Cover Story features an exclusive interview with multi-Grammy award-win-

ning musician and writer Janis Ian, who is about to release her long-awaited autobiography. We also in-

terview talented author Aliya Whiteley, signed to Macmillan New Writing and currently on her third novel.

And, for the the writers among you, we have some thoughtful writing tips from author Diane Andrews

in Postcard from the Great Barrier Reef.
This is our first issue to be run as a competition and our modest submission fee has tempted serious writers from

all around the world (see Contributors, p48). Our First Prize for Best Short Story goes to Andrew McIn-

tyre for Snuff, a highly original piece, in which two soldiers discover that a war is the ideal setting for a snuff movie.

This story is a sequel to Dirty War, published in issue 4 (http://www.lulu.com/content/167388) and one of our most

acclaimed pieces to date. Meanwhile, our First Prize for Best Poem goes to Kevin Cahill for Ernest Dow-
son, a poem that grabs you by the throat and insists you read every last word.

We say a sad goodbye to one of our longest-running team members this issue - Claire Nixon, who took care of

all our marketing and illustrations, but is now focusing on other projects. We are also very happy to welcome new

illustrator, Owen Pomery, to our team, who has produced the wonderful drawings throughout this issue.

That’s it from me until next issue - enjoy!

Omma Velada (Founder)
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The years go by, and Johnny

Scotland and I settle in Kabul.

We see the city grow.  Gone is

the pile of rubble we moved

into after the war.  Now there’s a fi-

nancial district, the stock exchange is

power-housing Central Asia, and for-

mer Talibs in Ralph Lauren T-shirts

and pleated pants are mowing their

lawns, cleaning their SUVs on Sun-

day. Tourists come, for the climbing,

the pot, the archaeological ruins, the

porn. That’s how Johnny and I made

our money, we got in there early.

Johnny was Mayor for two terms, he

helped renovate the streetcars. We

meet for a game of golf, we’re mem-

bers of the Armed Forces Club, and

sometimes we sit with our Highballs

talking about old times.

We both married local women,

several of them actually. Our wives

still wear burkas, for their own safety

and ours, because they are so in-

credibly gorgeous underneath all that

cloth that, if they didn’t wear these

garments, society would go mad.

Like looking at the Shield of Athena.

First time we ever saw them Johnny

and I looked at each other and whis-

tled. At that moment, we knew why

the Taliban fought so hard. They did-

n’t want outsiders shooting their

muck into these broads.

And another thing, no-one could

ever understand why the women did-

n’t struggle to be liberated. We had

gender experts, lesbian theorists, fe-

male cops, people from San Fran-

cisco working day and night to

liberate these women to no avail.

They simply did not want to be liber-

ated. We began to understand when

Snuff

T

Two soldiers discover that a war is the perfect backdrop for a snuff movie...

By Andrew McIntyre
£20 first prize winner

these broads, they hang out together

smoking hashish in the cool of the

house, lounging about listening to the

peacocks and the mina birds, watch-

ing the fountain. They don’t have to

go through all the shit of having to go

the mosque. And who’s out there

doing all the work in the cauldron of

midday? Who has to go to the

mosque all the time? The guys, of

course, the losers in this whole damn

thing. Maybe we should have been

liberating them. Tell that to the Army

boys in Alabama, Georgia, Missis-

sippi. When I realized this, I shed

tears. We’d been fighting people for

nothing. And why were the Taliban so

tough? Well, they had nowhere to go,

nothing to do, except loose off their

guns and get rid of all the anger, ei-

ther because they didn’t have any

women, or else they had too many.

Johnny and I woke up to this way

late, when we both had harems. Now

we seldom go home except to fuck,

eat, and sleep. And we’ve got so

many kids I only know the names of a

dozen. And yeah, Johnny and I like to

roam around with machine guns

shooting at stuff now and then.

The movies are what made us

rich. We cornered the market, got into

niches at the right time, porn, all

types, fetish, regular, teen. We did

other stuff too, ads for soap, cars,

shaving cream, you name it. But the

snuff movies made us the big bucks.

With our background in torture, we

were poised to dive into the perfect

market. Here’s how it goes. Real

snuff movies are, for obvious rea-

sons, hard to come by. The true con-

we started hanging out with the Tal-

ibs, the guys we were fighting, these

guys told us everything. Finally, when

we’re hooked up with some of these

gals, we understand even more. The

women never go out because they

like to stay at home. And when you

marry a whole bunch of them, you

suddenly find you are not the head of

the household, the broads are. They

run everything. They shop, cook, con-

trol the money, they argue you to a

standstill because they never let up.

You try arguing with seven or eight

broads in burkas.

So the wealthier you are the less

powerful you are because you have

more wives than any man. It’s a trap

you’re in before you know it. The av-

erage Joe thinks, Hey, I can have lots

of women, therefore I’m a real man,

so he goes out and gets himself a

harem. But lo and behold, he has to

satisfy them too, and that ain’t easy,

and if he doesn’t, well, they never

leave him alone, or they’ll find other

men and destroy his life. Then there

are feuds, duels, it’s happened be-

tween harem-endowed Americans

here, but isn’t Texas like that, or

Utah? Hasn’t it always been like that

pretty much anywhere? But there’s a

sweet side too. The more powerful

you become, the more women you

have, the more you can be a little boy

in shorts again.

Hey, welcome to the history of

Afghanistan. We’ve been absorbed,

we’re living it, the history of the coun-

try in a nutshell. Who’s conquered

who? It might explain why Afghan

men have always been happier in the

mountains killing each other. And
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the NSC boys who run the show. The

General never forgot us. We get

Christmas cards from him, occasion-

ally he’ll visit for a little R and R, play

a game of golf, indulge himself in

some live stuff. He loves to kill little

girls, after having his way with them.

Nothing under the age of eleven,

mind, he abides by his codes. Every-

one respects his restraint. Boys, he

drawls, If it weren’t for you, I’d still be

living in a barracks in some far place,

Guantanamo Bay maybe, yearning

for the big time, longing for home. I’ll

never forget you, any time you need

something, just give me a call.

Johnny always jumps straight to at-

tention when the General says this.

Stiff as a ramrod, Johnny’s kept him-

self in shape, it’s a wonder to see.

Yes sir, General, sir, he snaps, salut-

ing. At ease, soldier, says the Gen-

eral.

Oh, the time goes by, easy

street, and Central Asia’s ours, we’re

the first people to control the region

since Alexander the Great. The

money rolls in, everything as good as

it could ever be, the years pass. In-

vestments grow, the USA is the

biggest empire the world has ever

known, the people are happy. Too

damn happy, complains the General,

If anything ever goes wrong they’ll be

too damn soft to defend themselves.

This country’s starting to remind me

of a pond in summer. We need vio-

lence godammit, some evolution. Not

like the old days. I remember when...

and he goes into a monologue that

can last for hours, seems like the

General lived the entirety of US his-

tory. People drop off to sleep, or fetch

themselves another whiskey, JJS of

course, like medieval England where

all day Sunday church attendance

Stiff as a ramrod, Johnny’s kept
himself in shape, it’s a wonder
to see. Yes sir, General, sir, he
snaps, saluting. At ease, soldier,
says the General...

noisseur knows the genuine article,

they horde them like gems. And when

you encounter a really good one, a

work of art, as opposed to the crap

the Russians produce, it will cost you

a hell of a lot. Making them’s easy

enough. Especially with a war. Peo-

ple are free, you just go out in a limo,

find someone you like, feed them,

coax them with dollars and a story

about Hollywood, take them back to

the studio, get the camera ready, do

the biz. Now it’s a tad harder, with all

the peace. You have to look around,

and we only do beautiful people.

Johnny and I work for some high

rollers who want their snuff movies

tailor made. We get an order from

one of our regulars. He stipulates, I

want you to make me a snuff movie

with a 1920s setting, nice young

French girl, then he specifies the sta-

tistics he wants, blonde, nice titties,

bobbed hair. And the background, It

has to be in a hotel, he continues,

Plush, she has to be dressed as a

maid, she has to be murdered with a

cutthroat razor, a slick of arterial

blood has to be in her hair etc. Or

whatever the punter wants. Johnny

and I get on our merry way to seek

out the fair maid and put the whole

shebang together. Down the line we

get it right, no second chances, you

only get one chance at killing, and the

experts can spot a duff snuff movie

like jewelers can tell a fugazi dia-

mond. There are duffs out there who

fluff it, they try to kill a corpse twice,

then it’s just comedy. No escaping the

punters, they get wind of this and the

duffs get snuffed. When it’s all set up,

the customer gets the movie with

rights of copy, we keep another for

the archives. Johnny and me, we’re

the top of the Pyramid, but there’s

one eye.

One of our best customers is the

General. He’s the guy who won the

war here. He got his five stars, he

went into politics, now he is a big shot

in the National Security Council. For-

get the President, he’s the patsy, if he

doesn’t behave he’ll get snuffed. It’s

was obligatory, but you could slip out

for a pint now and then, why so many

pubs are within walking distance of a

church. I found this out when Johnny

and I were based in East Anglia dur-

ing the Cold War. We were working

on East Germans using tricks their fa-

thers taught us... And that’s how this

country became the greatest country

on earth, the General concludes,

having compared the Greeks, the Ro-

mans, the Arabs, lambasting the

British, lampooning the Turks, dimin-

ishing the French and the Germans,

ridiculing the Spanish and the Ital-

ians, let alone the Russians, the Por-

tuguese, and the Chinese. How the

Red Indians were a bunch of primi-

tives who needed to be wiped from

the face of the earth, My great great

Granddaddy was a sergeant under

George Armstrong Custer at the Lit-

tle Big Horn, he drones, Tragedy we

didn’t finish them off, godammit, the

sons of bitches, I could use for hunt-

ing some of that prime reservation

land those alcoholic savages own.

The General pauses for a sip of JJS.

Yes sir, General, sir, everyone

shouts, Absolutely sir.

Then one day on the edges of

the empire, in a distant land named

Balustan, the natives topple the king.

We see shaky footage of the mob in-

vading the palace, the king seized

along with his family. We see the mob

setting fire to the palace, lynching the

royal family, dancing in the streets.

Naturally, some of the natives do not

agree with these procedures, very

soon a civil war erupts. Johnny and I

watch events with mild interest, more

for entertainment than anything else.

The royalists are put to death, the

revolution is complete. The revolu-

tionary government builds a new

palace, enforces new codes of be-

havior, new dress codes, everyone

has to wear pajamas, not Maoist pa-

jamas, rather striped pajamas from

British styles of the 1920s, the

trousers with drawstrings. They start

to rebuild. These people are hostile

to us, but they pose no immediate

Snuff by Andrew McIntyre
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Snuff by Andrew McIntyre

threat. However, I’m starting to think,

and I feel Johnny’s on the same radio

channel, we start to look at each

other in strange ways. He looks away

and simpers, I wonder what’s up. I

blush. We get confused, down the

line both of us admit that we sus-

pected we were going gay. Then the

General calls, and puts us straight.

Boys, he says, I’ve got a job for

you. We sit in the VIP room of the

Kabul Hilton sipping our whiskey, and

the General starts to explain. We

need this country, boys, Balustan I

believe it’s called, a fine god fearing

country and we’re gonna get it. Hell,

we could go in right now, take it in a

few weeks. We need it because if we

don’t get it, the Russians will, or the

Chinese, who knows, even the

British. We’re going to do these mon-

keys a favor, invade them before they

get invaded by someone else. I heard

they have to wear 1920s striped

British pajamas, with the drawstring.

Isn’t that reason enough, fer chris-

sake? Donate them everything Amer-

ican, all the trimmings, all our values,

everything free of charge. Problem is,

how do we get the great American

people to support the project? I don’t

know what the hell’s wrong with

everybody. He stares, one eye twitch-

ing.

The General is right. This has

got to be the laziest goddamn empire

in history. But why should the Ameri-

can people want to participate in such

a project? The problems are thou-

sands of miles away. Things are

going fine, everyone’s rich, who

wants fine young sons going off to

fight in some lousy swamp, when

they could be going to college to

study business, maybe even get an

MBA? But if we don’t get this country,

someone else will, and that’s how

empires start to collapse. General,

sir, says Johnny Scotland, Excuse

me for interrupting sir, I’m thinking

Czechoslovakia, 1938.

Shaking, the General ejaculates,

Exactly, exactly, you took the words

right out of my mouth, son. And that’s

where you boys come in. You’re

going to make a movie. A movie, sir?

asks Johnny. A movie, the General

repeats, grinning, What you boys do

best, a snuff movie. With a star cast

of select US military personnel. Spe-

cial Forces dressed as Balustanis.

They attack our borders, you film the

action, we show it to the American

people, they get mad enough to sup-

port our project, we invade. As sim-

ple as that.  Just like the Germans

with Czechoslovakia. You hit the nail,

Johnny Scotland.  Get working boys,

we need results fast before those

goldarned liberals get the upper hand

in Congress.

The mechanism starts rolling,

the cameras in the exact same spots

we’d place machine guns, we know

our terrain, Johnny and I, we capture

events. It’s always odd to see our

own people getting blown to

smithereens, machine gunned,

bombed, but it’s all on film, it’s a

movie after all. Hey, it’s not the first

time we did this, it sure won’t be the

last. One of the oldest tricks in the

book, and it works, part of the game.

The Great Game, the Brits called it.

And these martyrs will be heroes,

they’ll be immortalized, like the boys

at Pearl Harbor, the folks in the Twin

Towers. Every year their names will

be honored, we’ll have shaped an-

other keystone of the great American

myth.

Headlines around the world ex-

plode. The liberals fade into the back-

ground, they go into exile in Holland,

or they jump onto the roller coaster of

war. The American people are moti-

vated all right. Furious grandpas try

to enlist, flexing biceps, dying their

hair, thousands of young men rally to

the flag, girls only date a fellow if he’s

wearing a uniform. Sports stars moti-

vate the masses. Oh there are pock-

ets of protest, the usual places, San

Francisco, New York, the peaceniks

forgetting, as usual, that they are just

as invested in this as we are. It’s in

our interests to leave them alone.

They have the joy of their illusions be-

cause we’re so fucking strong the

barbarians are very far from the

gates. I mean, how many people in

history had the luxury of voting, and

protesting, and planning their retire-

ment?

“Evolution Not Revolution,” is the

General’s motto, and he’s content.

The USA is strong in its resolve,

we’re worth many millions more. It’s

going to be a long war. We’ve got

stakes in companies linked to military

supply, we’ll make a killing. And we’re

directing The Movie. Along with the

General, Johnny and I are among the

most powerful people on the planet,

the Eye in the Triangle. E Pluribus

Unum. Reform school boys made

good, Johnny and I are living the

dream. We meet the General in his

New England retreat. The butler

takes us down the long polished cor-

ridors of the labyrinthine manor to the

parlor, where, as he is accustomed in

his leisure time, the General is

dressed as a 17th Century English

Civil War cavalier. He offers us JJS,

on the rocks of course. With boys like

you, the General enunciates, This

country will always be great. We

salute, shouting, Yes sir, General, sir.

At ease, soldiers, he growls. He

takes a little silver box from his

pocket, opens it and, placing white

powder between his thumb and his

forefinger, he sniffs it up one nostril,

then the other. Johnny and I look at

each other amazed. We haven’t seen

the General doing coke for more than

twenty years, not since the Central

America business. He observes us

then, in Queen’s English, with a touch

of Old Etonian, he says, Snuff, old

chap, snuff. Fancy a pinch?

The problems are thousands of
miles away. Things are going
fine, everyone’s rich, who wants
fine young sons going off to
fight in some lousy swamp,
when they could be going to
college to study..?



Nymph-headed stiff.

The liverish hearts 

of corsairs and dock-hands

that mouldered at the quay

have stained your shoes,

stained your jacket, and hands.

You drifted like a torso in a bag,

listing till

a thirteen-year-old

dragged you from the Thames.

Her spotless excess

spattered songs

amid the rashers and wormwood

of the cabmen’s shelters,

and holler

of cabmen’s wives.

Her freckled nose and alabaster

grew to abortions.

Your crotch, (always gamy),

decamped at altars.

Damned, blood on your lips,

you read Dickens,

reached,

stepped from your skin

in a dying cough

and a world of parasols

folded up.
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Two flash fiction pieces from Colin Campbell (runners-up)

fter the funeral, the two of them came round to di-

vide up their Grandpa's things.

"So don't think you're going to get all the

good stuff." Jane had to say something, anything

just to break the silence.

"We never really knew him," said her brother. He

could remember the Christmas visits but not much in

between. "People round here must have liked him. They

seemed to treat him with some sort of respect. Anyway,

why should you get the good stuff?"

"I've got the things ready for you," Mum spoke qui-

etly and took them through to the back room. She had

arranged everything in a single neat row on the old car-

pet. She didn't stay to watch.

They fell silent and the slow ticking of an old clock

at the far end of the row seemed strangely loud. Jane

found herself thinking that it looked like a gravestone.

She felt her hand brushing something off her face.

At first they were reluctant to disturb anything, for it

felt like they were intruding, but soon they were busy

looking. They tried to spot anything of value, but mostly

they wanted to find links to their own memories.

The old man's watch caught their attention and

they passed it back and forth. It was a Rolex, the only

really good thing he ever owned.

"It's a man's watch. You should have it. Do you re-

member when we were young and he had just got it as

a special Christmas present? He was soproud and he

just kept looking and looking at it."

"That was the problem. Remember we heard that

these two young thugs had picked up on the idea that it

was worth stealing and followed him into the park?

Good for Grandpa. He wasn't too young even then but

he sent them running.”

"He always said he could thank his walking stick for

that," said Jane.

"From what we heard, they were bleeding all over

the place."

"You always loved that story. Okay, you'll have the

watch but I want this." Jane reached over to take the old

man's walking stick.

Just then, Mum came in with cups of tea.

"Be careful," said Mum. "Don't cut yourself on

Grandpa's old sword stick."

long day of excitement and celebration was draw-

ing to a close in the court of the First Lord of the

Great Western Desert. The dancers were long

gone. One old blind musician remained. His famil-

iar tunes were now competing with the dry evening winds

that were already gathering strength.

With dusk beckoning, the First Lord stood apart from

the few courtiers that remained. Quietly he looked far out

into the final moments of the sunset on the great desert.

Those who knew him well saw something was changing

in his posture. Was age or tiredness finally catching up

with the great warrior?

Few dared to approach uninvited, but his old Chan-

cellor had been on many campaigns with his Lord and

they were like brothers. He spoke quietly as he drew

close. "My Lord we have been through much together.

You have won many great battles. Our ancient enemy is

defeated. His lands are now your lands. The war is won

and today we celebrate. But why do you now seem so

sad?"

"Ah, old Chancellor. If only it were so easy. At heart

we are men of action but now there is all the paperwork."

"Paperwork my Lord?"

"Yes, loyal old friend. We have won the war, but now

we have to sit down and rewrite all the history."

Grandpa’s
Walking stick

AA

At the end of 
the Day
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Milagros
You have come to carve no moon into an idol to be garlanded with comets,

come not to gild the crystalline center of the sun hung in a splintered window

until it resembles a cathedral’s healing halo: you have simply come to the patio

to watch Milagros cross the threshold of peeling palm trees, eyeing go-betweens,

eyeing dawn and dusk at once, and hoping that those trunks hold like crutches

when the rain hits the dust and splits it into a million rivulets, a million trusts.

Caleb Puckett
Runner-up



Postcard from the
Great Barrier Reef

Eight great ideas from publisher & author
Diane Andrews

Diane Andrews, publisher at Adventure Yarns, author of ‘Little Ship - Big Trip’ (Lulu, 2005), and keen sailor, lives
and writes on a boat currently moored in Cairns Harbour. Here, she shares her best writing ideas with us...

Finding markets
The markets have been found

through The Australian Writer’s Mar-
ket Place or by trolling the internet.

Googling ‘free story’, ‘free poetry’,

‘poetry competition’, or other key

words, such as anthology, publisher,

writing, awards, etc will bring up hun-

dreds of options. There are also

newsletters and forums to join, all of

which gather together prospective

markets and send them out with use-

ful articles, on a monthly basis. Two

of the most excellent ones are 'Win-

ning Writers' and 'Funds For Writers'.

Both have an archive as well and

contain URLs for a simple click-

through to a website.

Keep track of your data
I also have a folder called Opportu-
nities. Inside this one are subfolders

for each letter of the alphabet. Inside

each of these is a folder for the mar-

ket, ie Abdul's Sonnet Prize in A,

The Blinky Bill Awards in B, Cream-
ing Soda Literary Magazine in C and

so forth. Within is a document with

all the relevant data from their web-

site. This includes notes about what

4
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Follow the guidelines
Each piece of work is written in a

master file called 'Guppies', that's the

name of a prolifically breeding tropi-

cal fish, not quite as cute as Nemo.

When a piece of work is done, I trans-

fer it to a file where I've put the rele-

vant data on a prospective market. I

ensure the document fully complies

with their guidelines, i.e. font, line

spacing, credits and bio, etc. Try writ-

ing a fifty-word biography note, as

most want. Mine has only one full

stop and leaves out the divorce. I

save it to a memory stick and go to

an internet café, where I submit the

work via the website or my own email

address, once again according to

how they want it. 

Make sure you follow guidelines

precisely - especially the bit about

what to put in the subject line. You

can imagine how many of us are out

there, starving in garrets, eating

bread and cheese, and writing the

great Australian novel. The publish-

ers get submissions from Outer Mon-

golia to Eritrea and dump all emails

that look like Nigerian scams. You

could even send stuff to Eritrea if you

wanted to. I have a deal with an in-

ternet cafe to pay only $30 a month.

3Go green
I live on a boat in Cairns harbour; no

electricity, water, air conditioning or

internet connection. I write and am

getting published. How the hell do I

do it, you might ask? Well I have a

bank of solar panels, a generator and

batteries. At night, when the TV is on

(and my husband's Playstation or Top
Gear), I write stories, articles and pot-

ter around with the wording of three

novels I'm in the middle of - getting

them ready for sending out to mar-

kets. I charge several batteries for my

laptop at the same time. If they run

down during the day I plug the laptop

into a ‘car charger into the cigarette

lighter type’ battery outlet and use

solar energy. I believe I'm doing my

fair share to prevent global warming. 

Minimise distractions
My only pets are a native gecko, a

two-metre croc and a sea eagle, so

I'm not distracted by any barking

dogs! There are also no screaming

babies, drunk housewives or religious

zealots nearby. My phone's so ex-

pensive that no-one wants to bother

me just for a chat.

1
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pages you've read. That's lifting text

word for word. Be a magpie. Pick up

bits and pieces. Walk around with a

fat purple notebook and jot down

ideas.

It's good to have a look at the

various websites first to get an idea

of what they want and what they’ll ac-

cept, etc. You can often read other

people’s writing too. There are fo-

rums where you can post poems and

stories, and receive feedback. I've

found several that I think are excel-

lent:

www.gather.com, 

www.writerschatroom.com

www.moontowncafe.com

www.writelink.co.uk

www.microhorror.com

If you want to sell your work

yourself, you can upload just about

anything to the self-publishing site

Lulu (www.lulu.com) for free. In fact,

there are hundreds of publishing

websites out there. Some have an

editorial process and charge a fee.

If you are in need of inspiration,

advice, markets, or just a community

to belong to, then join a forum, get

the newsletters and tap in to the huge

resource that is the internet.

Finding ideas
Because I have found so many mar-

kets, my ability to get published is

only limited by my imagination. I

watch and talk to people when I'm in

town. Many a story can come from a

few snatches of conversation, or

even just getting spooked by a palm

frond swinging from powerlines. Not

to mention the checkout chick, who

bought 'Big Day Out' tickets but can't

go because of being on probation.

There’s also my writing group, and, of

course, my family and friends, but I

change all names to protect the guilty

and make the innocent squirm!

Profit from the Internet
If a particular website wants a type of

story you're not familiar with, Google

it. There are hundreds of pages on

the internet where you can research

everything from magic rituals at full

moon on Machans Beach to annual

wheelbarrow racing in Sussex or old

radio plays. Beware plagiarism of the

8
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Diane’s front porch

they accept, their guidelines, sam-

ples of stories or poems published

by them and whether to send pieces

by snail mail or email. Find out the

costs and how to pay. Some will only

accept a particular currency, which

can get expensive, particularly via

snail mail. Sites that have PayPal or

other online payment systems are

best. You’ll just have to be prepared

for the bee sting at the end of the

month. Remember, you're starving

and just about surviving on your

bread and cheese!

I have another folder called

Time Sensitive inside the Opportuni-
ties one. That has subfolders for

each month of the year. Inside each

are folders and a document as

above for the markets that have

closing dates, including competi-

tions. When something is sent out to

a publisher I put a file called ‘Done’

in it. This may sound like a lot of

work, but it's your memory. If you

don’t, do it things could get more

tangled than Innisfail after Larry.

Vanity Publishing
My preference is for sites that ask for

submissions or run free competi-

tions. I'm not too keen on paying

someone to publish my work, known

as ‘Vanity Publishing’, as I place a

high personal value on it. In fact, I'd

only pay to enter a competition if

there was a decent amount of prize

money. This is entirely up to you, of

course, and money can be made by

paying to get published, although

mostly breaking even is the best

you'll do. You never know for sure

what kind of work will rise through

the slush pile. Recently someone

rewrote a Harry Potter book because

she was disappointed with the one

JK wrote and got a publishing con-

tract! There are no new ideas...

6
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ust before Emma died last au-

tumn, she made Hank promise

not to die with her. She wanted

him to keep trying new things.

“My time is up,” she told him, “but you

still have more to do.”

So far, Hank hasn’t made good

on that promise. Winter comes early

in Freedom, Wyoming and doesn’t

take her leave any too soon. With the

first heavy snowfall, Hank had holed

up in the little house he’d built for

Emma many years before, firewood

at the ready, cupboard stocked. And

there he’d stayed for weeks at a time,

replenishing supplies and fetching his

mail only as necessary.

When Spring arrived and the

aspen’s green leaves once again

quaked with gentle breezes, Hank

knew it was time to keep his word.

Emma would have expected it. He

locked up the house in Freedom and

headed for warmer parts. He waits,

now, at the Carefree, Arizona airport

and wonders about this tendency for

western towns to adopt variations of

the word “free” as their names - as if

their founders were trying to assure

perpetuity of the open frontier.

“Hank?” A handsome man with a

ruddy complexion sticks out his hand.

Hank knows the type. His polo shirt is

perfectly tucked into neatly pressed

pants. His hair is what Hank likes to

call wind-tunnel tested.

“That’d be me.”

“I’m Jake. We talked on the

phone. Ready?”

Jake. Of course. These kids’

names nowadays always sound like

cowboys or movie stars. Hank follows

Jake on to the tarmac, where they

Flying Lessons

J

A man from Freedom looses his wife and wonders if there is anything left to live for...

Dianna Graveman
Runner-up

up learning new things. Keeps you

young, she liked to say.”

“Carpe diem. Seize the day.”

“Yeah, well then there’s the rest

of that saying,” says Hank. “Trust as

little as possible in tomorrow.”

Jake catches the bitterness in

the older man’s voice and hazards a

sideways glance. “How long you

been married?”

“Would have been fifty-four

years this December.”

“Oh. Sorry.”

“Don’t be. How about you?”

“Ten years.”

“Well, stick to it. Too many young

people nowadays want to quit when

it gets tough. Marriage is hard work.”

“Angie and I are separated.”

Hank is not surprised.

“It wasn’t my idea,” Jake says. “I

wanted to work it out.”

“So why didn’t you?”

“It’s not that easy. Angie found

somebody she liked better.”

“You still wear your ring,” Hank

points out.

Jake pushes the ring around a

few times with the thumb of his left

hand and heads the Cub into a turn,

south toward the airport. “Like I said,

it wasn’t my idea.”

The men sit in silence, bumping

along on the wind.

“Angie never wanted to try any-

thing new,” Jake says after a while.

“That is, until she found another guy.”

“Emma was just the opposite,”

says Hank. “Always wanting to try

some fool thing or other. A few

months before she passed, she de-

cided she wanted to see wild horses.

stop beside a yellow Piper Cub.

“Today I’ll just take you up and

we’ll get acquainted. We’ll go over

the preflight checklist next time.

Deal?”

“Sounds fine.” Hank struggles up

into the cab of the plane and fastens

his seatbelt. He’s never been in a lit-

tle plane like this before. A new expe-

rience.

The engine roars to life and soon

the plane is gliding over the desert

north of Carefree.

“What makes you want to take

flying lessons, Hank?” Jake shouts

over the engine.

“No need to yell. I’m old, but I’m

not deaf.”

“Sorry. Engine’s kind of loud.”

“Yep.”

The cockpit falls silent until the

Cub catches a wind current that

bumps them up and down a few

times.

“Told my wife I would.”

“Pardon me?”

“You asked why I wanted to fly.

I’m doing it for my wife.”

“Haven’t heard that one before.

Usually the wife’s against it.”

Hank notices the shiny platinum

wedding band on Jake’s left hand.

“What about yours? She against you

flying?”

“Not anymore.”

The desert rolls out beneath

them. Brown rocky hills and patches

of sagebrush remind Hank of home.

A lot of rattlers out here, no doubt.

Sidewinders.

“So why does your wife want you

to fly?” Jake asks.

“I promised her I wouldn’t give
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“They also call it ‘Land of Many

Ponies’,” she said.

Hank shook his head. He didn’t

want to see her disappointed. “You

know, Emma, we could drive through

this desert all day and not see the

horses.”

Emma smiled. The horses would

show themselves, she knew. Hank

shrugged and put the truck in gear.

They traveled on for a few miles, tires

spewing dust and rock. As they

rounded a bend in the narrow dirt

road, Emma spotted some frolicking

brown figures, small in the distance.

“Is that them?”

“Well, I’ll be,” said Hank, pulling

off to the side.

They stayed close to the road,

fearful of rattlers, hand to the brow.

Emma lifted binoculars to her face.

It was a small band, six or seven

adults and what looked like a foal, all

deep red brown. Heads held high,

noses to the wind, they leaped and

trotted and nickered. The mother

nudged her foal and he galloped off,

tail swishing, rebellious.

Hank watched Emma’s face,

wide with wonder. For what seemed

like the millionth time, he wondered

how he would stand it when she was

gone. 

At least they had this. Emma

was strong enough yet to stand out

here and watch these horses, to feel

their spirit, their courage and

She watched a nature program on

television where they showed these

horses running free in the Red

Desert. No fences, no people, no

reins and saddles - just wild horses

doing what they were meant to do.”

He remembers now how he and

Emma headed south in the pickup to

one of the last great undeveloped

highlands in the West. With their

backs to the Uintas and the Wind

River Range on the horizon, they

held hands and leaned into the desert

wind, struggling to commit to memory

the images of Killpecker Dunes and

Honeycomb Buttes. An expanse of

painted badlands opened before

them; green greasewood, volcanic

cones and sand dunes that still held

fossil beds and ice deposits from an

ancient inland sea.

Standing on that ridge, with

Boar’s Tusk rising in front of them

and Pilot Butte behind, guideposts

once for the Oregon Trail and Mor-

mon Trail emigrants, Hank felt con-

nected to all of creation. He had a

strong urge to run as fast as he could

into the openness, fling himself on to

the rocky terrain and burrow in the

dirt like a prairie dog or badger, a

child of the desert. Emma would think

he’d gone looney.

“The Shoshone call this ‘The

place where God ran out of moun-

tains’,” Hank told Emma as they

climbed back into the pickup.

strength. She was captivated by their

wildness, and Hank hoped some of

that spirit was becoming a part of her

now, some last little sense of free-

dom. Soon enough would come the

long, heavy days of decline, the soli-

tude of dying, the prison of hospital

walls.

The perception of tranquility in

this land was really just an illusion,

Hank knew. Peace had not settled

here. The Bureau of Land Manage-

ment wanted to increase oil and gas

development in this region. Horse ad-

vocates and ranchers disagreed over

management of the wild herds.

Shoshone and other tribes were

angry that the public did not fully re-

spect lands sacred to them, like this

Red Desert. The Wild West was gone

- managed now by the BLM, the For-

est Service, by the states, by the

cities and towns, and by private

landowners. Hank would not share

these depressing notions with Emma.  

She lowered the binoculars and

sighed, squinting into the distance,

and for a moment Hank thought she

had guessed at his gloomy rumina-

tions. “I just wish I could get a little

closer.”

Hank gently gathered his wife’s

lean frame in his arms and carried

her into the windy landscape.

“Hank!” Emma scolded, arms

circling his neck. “There are rattlers

and God knows what out here! You

don’t have your boots!”

“So let them come and get me.

We’ll go to our reward together.”

Hank trudged as far as he dared

until the horses caught wind of them,

startled. They stood and stared, hus-

band and wife, mother and foal, along

with the other horses of the herd.

Hank felt a primitive stirring deep

down, and he knew Emma felt it, too.

Their souls were reaching, tentatively

mingling with the ancient souls of

those others - delighting in the mys-

tery of their essence, the history of

their origins, of Mustang bloodlines

and Spanish conquistadors.

The sky had become overcast

Flying Lessons by Dianna Graveman
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that Piper Cub,’ I said. He was maybe

going to think about it. A week later

he was dead of a stroke.”

“That’s too bad.”

“Around that same time I found

out about Angie’s affair. I was feeling

pretty low. So I went up with this guy

in a Waco biplane. Open cockpit. You

know the kind - you have to wear a

helmet and goggles, and it’s so loud

you can hardly hear the other guy,

even with a microphone.”

Hank nods. He’s seen pictures.

“Here we were,” Jake says, “fly-

ing really low over the desert hills.

Really low. It started to dawn on me

that maybe this guy was a nut-case.

A couple of times we probably only

had a fraction of a second of error

room. I wondered what his deal was.

I mean, I was the one who was sup-

posed to be depressed, for God’s

sake. All of a sudden, he puts the

plane in a dive to gain airspeed. He

pushes it to full throttle, makes the

engine roar. We were staring right

down at the ground and the only thing

holding me in were the waist and

shoulder straps.”

“How’d you keep from getting

sick?” Hank asks.

“Not sure. Anyway, then this guy

pulls back and we head straight up

into the sky. The horizon just disap-

peared and all I could see was blue

sky. I heard him shout, ‘Hammerhead

Stall!’ into the microphone, and I gave

him a ‘thumbs down’ to show him I

wasn’t ready. He didn’t care.”

Hank looked out of his side of

the plane and tried to picture heading

straight for the ground in an open

cockpit.

“He took the plane straight up

until it stood on its tail, and then we

fell over to one side and headed

All of a sudden, he puts the
plane in a dive to gain airspeed.
He pushes it to full throttle,
makes the engine roar. We
were staring right down at the
ground...

straight down again. He did this thing

called a barrel roll. Picture a side-

ways barrel in the sky, and your plane

is moving around the inside of it.”

Hank shakes his head, amazed.

“So you made it back down okay.”

“Barely. This guy was so high on

himself and his tricks that he wasn’t

careful enough coming in. We

brushed a couple of treetops pretty

good and almost toppled the plane

right over. I was pretty mad when I

got out of that plane, but I learned

something important.”

“Don’t fly with a madman?”

“Yeah,” Jake laughs. “That, too.

But more importantly I realized I was-

n’t all that depressed. I knew I’d

rather live alone than not live at all.”

Jake speaks into the micro-

phone now and waits for permission

to approach. A few minutes later, the

Cub begins its descent.

“It’s not that I don’t wish every

day that Angie was still with me,” he

says to Hank. “But life goes on. I’ve

got things to do.”

The Cub bumps and rolls to a

stop on the runway.

“So what’s next for you, Hank?

What other new things do you want

to try?”

Hank considers this as he un-

fastens his safety belt and prepares

to ease his old bones from the cock-

pit. He’s heard about the ferry trips

along Alaska’s inside passage. Get

on and off when you want. Pitch your

tent right there on the deck and sleep

under the stars. “I’ve got a few things

in mind,” he says.

Jake steps down from the plane

and the two men meet on the tarmac.

“Thanks for the flight,” says

Hank, sticking out his hand. “Enjoyed

it.”

“See you next week, then?”

“You know, I think I got what I

came out here for. Learned a few

things. Look me up if you’re ever out

my way.”

Jake runs his left thumb along

the worn edge of his wedding band

and nods once. “Will do,” he says.

and dry lightning flashed and crack-

led on the plains. All afternoon, gray

clouds had gathered and glided over-

head, threatening to ruin a beautiful

day, but promising much-needed

rain. Now came a soft spattering of

raindrops, even as clouds parted and

the sun beamed down on their heads

like a blessing.

Hank pressed his lips to Emma’s

wet skin.

“Promise me, Hank, you won’t

just give up,” she said. “Keep trying

new things. Get on with your life.”

“On one condition. A fair trade.”

Emma nodded.

“When you get there - to wher-

ever ‘there’ is - show me you’re okay.

Tell me somehow.”

Emma laughed. “I don’t know if

it works that way.”

“Well, if it does, then.”

Hank snaps to attention in the

cockpit of the plane, realizing with a

start that he’s been wool-gathering.

Jake must think him an old fool.

“Why’d you become a pilot?”

“Kind of made a promise to my

dad,” says Jake. “Sort of like you did

with your wife.”

“Oh?”

“A couple of years ago I was

helping Pop put up a fence on his

place. It was hot and he was getting

up in years, so we took a lot of

breaks. Did a lot of talking. He told

me about all these dreams he had

when he was young.”

“Had a few of those myself,”

says Hank.

“Pop always dreamed of travel-

ing to other continents. He wanted to

be a writer. But mostly he wanted to

fly a Piper Cub. Instead he quit high

school his junior year, got married,

and spent the best years of his life

working two jobs to put food on the

table.”

“So your dad made you promise

to get out there and live a little before

it’s too late.”

“Yeah. And I gave Dad the same

advice right back. ‘It’s not too late for

14

Flying Lessons by Dianna Graveman



Impression
The reflection of a painting,

my back turned.

Doors within doors, stepping into a room

like talking to the sun.

The woman with the parrot on her shoulder, these faces you taught me to read.

What you can see in the swirls of white,  

a colour is more than just a colour.  

To capture the shadows of light  

is to avoid crashing on the rocks.  

Climbing the spiral staircase,  

I remember how to dance on the ceiling.   

I stare into the garden,  the greens whispering to me  

it will be all right.  

Even after the paint has peeled from the walls,  

even after you are just a space,  

an absence marked only by a lighter shade of blue.  

What has been covered  

is the ghost of a portrait.  

All the stories in the water lilies. 

I drink their echoes  

as you tell me about cornfields and heartbreak.  

It’s written in the wildness of their eyes,  

a mirror smashed into life. 

Aoife Mannix
Runner-up
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watch Horse Feathers pretty much daily. Not the

Marx Brothers’ absolute best film – that’d be Duck
Soup, what Groucho referred to in later interviews

as ‘the war picture’ – but my personal favourite, be-

cause I find it the funniest. Groucho, Chico, and even

Harpo are funny in Horse Feathers, one of the films they

made before Irving Thalberg. 

When Thalberg came along and the brothers moved

to MGM, as well as all the stupid love interest, Harpo’s

character changed. He became the sweetie-pie who the

kids liked. I never cared much for him anyway, but I pre-

ferred Harpo in the early films when he was chasing

women across the sets and wrecking things, without the

Thalberg influence.

I own the Thalberg films, don’t get me wrong about

this, and I watch A Day At The Races at least three times

a week. A Day At The Races is really good at helping to

block out the shrill sound of the baby crying in the next

apartment; but the earlier films are by far the best, the

earlier films are the ones I like to watch every day.

Every day my wife used to call me from the other

room. I’d be watching Animal Crackers. I’d be being Grou-

cho and hitting all his lines with timing almost as spot-on

as his. Every day my wife used to call me from the other

room, but I wouldn’t answer her. When she came into my

study I’d smile at her. She called it my Groucho smile.

She’d say something. I’d glance at her, look back at the

screen, glance at her, and so on. I didn’t need to stop

watching and listen to her to know what she was saying. 

Later my son would come in and hold up a picture

he’d painted at school. It’d show him with missing front

teeth or some such. I’d glance at his picture, and then

watch some of, say, Monkey Business, glance at his pic-

ture, watch some more of Monkey Business, wave back

at him when he waved at me as he left my study.

I love the Marx Brothers. 

It’s been that way for as long as I can remember. It

started as a little thing some years ago and then picked

up. 

There are Marx Brothers conventions. Years ago I

used to go to them. There’d be guest speakers, film

showings and discussions over drinks. At every conven-

tion I ever attended they showed the Thalberg films as

often as the Paramount films. I kid you not.

Me and Groucho
Meet the World’s No.1 Marx Brothers fan...

I
I always thought that was stupid. That and myriad

other things that went on at the conventions. Eventually I

stopped going. It was the right thing to do. Loners and ob-

sessives don’t belong together in my opinion. I felt better

when I stopped going. Besides which, it wasn’t as if I

needed anything from the conventions I hadn’t already

got.

I have all the films the Marx Brothers appeared in:

either as a team, or the pieces they did later, the oddities

- often done because Chico was broke. I have tapes or

DVDs of all the Marx Brothers’ TV appearances, and

Groucho’s stint on You Bet Your Life.

I also have hundreds of books about the Marx Broth-

ers. Groucho is the most popular brother, of course, which

is why there are more books about him. (And by him.) 

It was in one of the books about Groucho that I read

about the silent film the Marx Brothers made in the early

Twenties, before The Cocoanuts: read about it and de-

cided I had to have it. 

The various books in which it’s mentioned say that all

the prints of the Marx Brothers’ silent film were destroyed,

but I know that can’t be true – all the prints are never de-

stroyed. I know that if I search long and hard enough I’ll

find a print. Hopefully, one will be squirreled away in

somebody’s attic and they won’t know what it is, what

they have – which means I’ll be able to get it for next to

nothing. 

My wife visits, always angry, to tell me what’s hap-

pening with the divorce, the settlement, myriad details.

And my son, when he sees me, is always demanding:

telling me I should look at this and listen to that, buy him

this thing or that thing. And the baby in the next apartment

never stops crying. And there are phone calls from work,

and from my mother wanting to talk about my father’s ill-

ness, and a million other things, but I’m intent on my

search, my search is what keeps me going, now, so I

don’t let any of this stuff get in my way. 

I use the Net. I write letters. I dig through archives. I get

by on very little sleep and snack food.

Some day, I tell myself – unutterably excited at the

prospect of my first look at that unseen Marx Brothers

film, my first look at the young Groucho. 

Some day, I tell myself.

Wayne Dean-Richards
Flash fiction

Runner-up
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this love
this love is new as the frozen grass on

a clear morning

the dew still slumbers and the roots

yawn

in this cold december my heart lies

in a box with truthful apples

i hope your dream was like mine

in a world

that gives god amnesia,

we can still waken and see love

with seedy eyes

remembering these moments,

with you

pizza for breakfast and

your fleshy bone inside of me

the bitter taste of night wraps its ragged

chill around me

i fold our memories in a hopeful chest, 

love is always a grey quilt

we stand still in winter's perfection,

stillborn during summer - 

love grows that way

Amanda Boschetto
Runner-up
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t was February ninth when

Weasel Jenkins decided to grow

himself a date.

The advertisement in the

magazine, Dates R Us, had stated

that his date would be fully-grown,

body and mind, within forty-eight

hours of her first breath.

Weasel poured himself a cup of

tea, the pink roses adorning the

teapot like weak blushes against its

white china. “Me, arriving with a

date,” he said. That would raise a

smile on the face of his dead mother,

and smack the smiles off the faces of

his work colleagues.

If it went according to plan, he’d

have a companion and a date to chat

with at the Valentine’s Day ball at

work. He wouldn’t have to hover, pre-

tending to be attached to a group of

people, who in reality didn’t even

know his name.

His work colleagues had never

liked him, apart from Carol Pringle,

the office dogsbody. He often met her

near the photocopier whilst complet-

ing his boss’s chores. Carol wasn’t a

friend...barely a passing acquain-

tance, but at least she acknowledged

him when he was in the vicinity; the

others in the office had barely raised

a smile to him in the years he’d

worked with them.

Weasel glanced out the kitchen

window, staring through spectacles

so thick they only needed goldfish

and water for a new career, and took

a sip of his tea. The strong liquid

soured his palate. “Missed out the

milk, Weasel,” he said and flipped the

metal lid off the sterilized milk bottle,

pouring a snip of it into his tea. Pick-
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clipboard under Weasel’s gaze.

“Sign, please.” Struggling to hold the

large package, Weasel placed his

scrappy signature on the dotted line.

“Do you want me to wait while you

check the contents in case anything

is missing?” 

Get out the How To Grow A Date
handbook in public? “No, thank you.”

Weasel started to backtrack from the

door’s threshold. “I trust the company

I ordered this from.” Hank at the

newsagents had not been disap-

pointed in their service.

“That’s what most folks say.

Then they get to the third shelf of their

pre-packed bookcase, realize it’s

missing, and have to dismantle the

whole thing and post it back.”

“It’s not a bookcase.”

“Fine. Have a nice day now.”

“Thank you.” Weasel shut the

front door and went back into the

kitchen. 

This was it. This was the begin-

ning of a new era. He would no

longer be weirdo Weasel at number

thirteen Lonesome Road, but part of

a duo. Male and female. 

And the wonderful thing about it

all was that his date would like every-

thing that he liked. She’d remember

his life as he had lived it. Understand

his wants and desires…that was why

she needed his blood.

Weasel put the parcel on the

table and went to the drawer. He took

out his mother’s old sewing scissors

and then carefully began to work on

opening the package. Finally, he

turned back the parcel’s cardboard

wings and lifted out the contents. 

ing up the teaspoon from the china

saucer, Weasel stirred his drink, his

concentration on the gravel driveway

outside. “Where is that deliveryman?”

The package was late. Time was

ticking by and he had to get the plant

in the soil and feeding before teatime,

or the curtains would go down on his

whole plan.

The looks on the faces of his

work colleagues would be priceless

when he arrived at the Valentine’s

Day ball with a date on his arm. They

all thought he was odd. The eccentric

weirdo Weasel, who lived at number

thirteen, on the unfortunately named

Lonesome Road. So he drove a

cream Robin Reliant and was an am-

ateur taxidermist, that didn’t make

him evil. He had a right to love and to

be loved.

That’s what the owner of the

newsagents had said when he’d of-

fered him the magazine. Losers in

love seemed to know their own kind.

Hank had grown himself a wife five

years back and was now as happy as

a great white shark in a swimming

pool full of tourists. He and his wife

couldn’t have children, but, as Hank

had told him, they had a lot of fun try-

ing. 

Weasel saw a figure coming up

the driveway and put down his tea,

rushing for the front door. He pulled it

open before the doorbell sang its last.

The man behind it wore a black uni-

form.

“Can I help you?” 

“Delivery for Weasel Jenkins?”

“That’s me.”

The deliveryman handed over

his parcel and pushed the pen and



shows and listen to radio broadcasts
in order to obtain a good understand
of your country’s dialect. After forty-
eight hours, you will have a fully sen-
tient being and your life together can
begin. Enjoy!

Weasel folded over the paper

and checked his watch. It was time to

set to work. 

* * *

Five minutes remained and then

the growing season was over. 

Weasel opened the airing cup-

board’s door and stumbled back-

wards in fright, thighs banging

against the teak table’s edge behind

him. It had grown even bigger!
Occupying the interior of the

cupboard was a monstrous combina-

tion.

The plant’s main stock was so

big, the pot beneath could barely be

seen now. It was a mass of velvety

pea-green strands and crimson

heart-shaped leaves trimmed with vi-

cious yellow spikes. Resting on a

bunch of sofa cushions below it was

the cocoon. It looked like a giant

bruised kidney, its deep purple flesh

riddled with pink veins and shimmer-

ing with a coating of fine grey hairs.

It looked like a b and further

down a d. 

Blood. 

It obviously meant that after a

day he added his own blood to the

soil, as Hank had told him. It was

added because his blood contained

his memories. A few drops would en-

lighten his growing mate to his life so

far. Hopefully, it wouldn’t bore her too

much.

After thirty-six hours, your plant
will produce a large cocoon and this
should remain attached to the main
plant. 

The cocoon will need to be sup-
ported, such as with cushions or
blankets, to ensure no damage is
caused to the outer coating. After
forty-eight hours, the cocoon will
crack and your new date will arrive
into the world. 

Your new companion should be
kept warm and with you for the first
twenty-four hours of its life, as it will
need to bond with its new partner.
During this period, it will become self-
aware. 

After thirty-six hours, your com-
panion will have vocal capabilities
and should be allowed to observe TV

The extra-large plant pot came

out first and then an assortment of

plastic bags containing a companion

seed, which looked like a giant fig;

Body-Moulding Compost®; Frisky

Fertilizer (to be added at the grower’s

discretion) and five cartons of Love

Potion. 

Weasel glanced inside the box.

The interior was empty but for an in-

struction sheet. He opened it and

started to read:

First, pick an area in which to
place your extra-large plant pot. Take
care to ensure this is in a warm and
shady area, such as near a radiator
or in an airing cupboard. It must be
kept moist at all times. 

Fill the pot with the Body-Mould-
ing Compost® and insert the com-
panion seed directly in the centre of
the pot to a depth of five inches.
Cover the seed with the remaining
Body-Moulding Compost® and then
pour over one carton of Love Potion. 

Leave the plant for eight hours
and then add the second carton of
Love Potion. At eight-hour intervals
thereafter, add a carton of the potion
until all five are used up. 

DO NOT allow the plant to dry
out. If the Body-Moulding Compost®
feels dry to the touch, add a bever-
age of your choice, but please re-
member that your companion will
continue to enjoy this beverage once

it is full-grown. After the first twenty-
four hours have elapsed, add the… 

Weasel screwed up his eyes try-

ing to see the faded words. The com-

pany’s photocopier had left only

dashes and pinpricks of ink; that’s

what you got for not checking the

toner cartridge. 

“What is that?” 

Leave the plant for eight hours
and then add the second car-
ton of Love Potion. At eight-hour
intervals thereafter, add a car-
ton of the potion until all five
are used up...

Love Hearts and Lonely Souls by S H Hughes
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that he was watching, but Eve had

not tried to conceal it. 

And instead of showing guilt or

remorse, she had simply swept it into

the dustpan and thrown it over the

back hedge. 

Their shopping trip today had

not eased his concerns. He’d bought

her a beautiful sapphire necklace to

match her eyes. She was wearing it

now. Yet she had neither thanked him

for it nor shown an ounce of joy or

happiness at the gift. 

Tomorrow he’d read the instruc-

tion sheet again and try to figure it

out. It was only a minor hiccup and he

did have a lifetime with her to fix

things. 

Tonight mattered. Tonight it was

the Valentine’s Day ball at work. And

he, Weasel Jenkins, office nobody,

had a date. 

“Right, we better get going.”

He’d park his Robin Reliant in the

back car park so nobody saw them

exiting the three-wheeler. That would

spoil the surprise. 

“You look plain,” said Eve, slid-

ing her gold shawl over her shoul-

ders, showing no empathy for his

feelings again. 

“Plain?” Weasel questioned.

“How so?”

“You need a splash of colour.”

She walked over to the dresser’s

drawer. 

“Colour?” He turned back to the

wardrobe’s long mirror. Perhaps he

did look a bit monochrome. He’d

never worn a suit to the ball before,

not that any of his work colleagues

would have noticed if he had. He

turned back around to face his date.

“Do you-”

Eve jammed the nail file into his

throat. 

She had...crushed the poor bird
with a paving slab. He’d
watched her do it. And she’d
known that he was watching,
but Eve had not tried to 
conceal it...

Weasel collapsed to the floor,

blood gushing from the wound.

“What…did you…” he removed his

trembling hand from the injury, the

extremity covered with dark arterial

blood, “do to me?”

“Colour,” Eve said.

Weasel opened his mouth to

question her, but couldn’t find the

strength.

“I told you, you looked too plain.

Now you have a splash of colour.

Red always goes well with black. Are

we going now?”

“Eve …” Weasel keeled over,

silent and still. 

“Weasel?” Eve shook him.

“Weasel, get up, we’ll be late.” Again,

she shook him, violently this time,

sending bloody droplets over the bed

behind Weasel’s corpse. 

“Very well,’ she let go of him and

he fell face-down against the cream

carpet now decorated with a dark red

lake, “I’ll go alone.” 

Eve slammed the front door to

number thirteen Lonesome Road

shut, pushed up her umbrella, and

set off down the street, strolling un-

hurriedly towards the offices of Kip-

per Gate Incorporated and their

annual Valentine’s Day ball. 

The cold rain continued to beat

down against the gravel driveway,

washing its pebbles and saturating

the square of crumpled paper at its

centre, accidentally dropped by a de-

liveryman days earlier. 

Mistakes happened. A dropped

delivery note. A missed ingredient. 

Its paper sodden, its ink running

like cheap mascara, the delivery

note’s words could still be seen:

www.dates.R.us.com: 

Order Reference: 18856734210 
Please find enclosed in this delivery:

One extra large plant pot 

One companion seed 

Two bags of Body-Moulding Com-

post®

One bag of Frisky Fertilizer 

Five cartons of Love Potion

One bottled soul

Weasel cupped his hand around

his mouth. The entire macabre cre-

ation was now saturated with a sticky

substance that gave off a noxious

stench. 

He took a few steps closer, try-

ing to get a better view of the thing.

The cocoon cracked. 

White puss flowed from the

opening as the cocoon split further

apart and birthed that which had

been gestating in its innards for two

days. The newborn slid down onto

the soft cushions, drenched in an un-

natural serous-like fluid.

Weasel rushed over, turning the

new being to face him. His date was-

n’t breathing.

He cleared the fluid from her

nose, scraped it from her sweetly

shaped mouth and gently prised

open her lips, ready to offer the best

CPR he could muster. She coughed

up more fluid and finally took a

breath. Her eyes opened. “It’s al-

right,” Weasel said, moving aside the

soaking brunette hair from her eyes,

“you’re safe.” 

* * *

Tonight was the night. 

Weasel straightened his bow tie.

“You think I look okay in this, Eve?”

He’d decided to name her Eve since

it seemed fitting. First woman. First

date. 

“I think you look fine,” she said. 

“Only…fine?” 

“Yes. Fine.”

He looked over at Eve about to

question her further but held it. His

date looked fantastic in her slender

red dress. She was curvy, pretty and

elegant. 

But something was missing. 

The instruction sheet had men-

tioned that certain emotional re-

sponses sometimes took longer than

others to appear, but Eve didn’t seem

to be manifesting anything. 

The sparrow incident in the gar-

den yesterday had raised his suspi-

cions further. She had…crushed the

poor bird with a paving slab. He’d

watched her do it. And she’d known
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finding shells
we found shells

in the night

on beaches behind

the eyes of children

and we stored them in heaps

of memories that dried

in the sun and love

and negativity

and god was rude to me 

once

by creating Cosmos

wrong

with death and finitude

in, for all our sins,

and, arguendo, if

i believed in him

he could still fuck off

a smart god

he's not

and men

should not create

anything, his mother

might have made worlds

so much better

and eternity

in me

re-members

Her

here

David McLean
Runner-up
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for publicity when the paperback of Light Reading comes

out under the Pan imprint – I’m looking forward to seeing

what that will involve!

I tracked down the Light Reading trailer on youtube,

and was really impressed. Whose idea was that? How

well do you think it works to promote the book?

The company who made my website, Slicklix, offer an all-

round package for authors, so it was their idea to make a

trailer. It was all their work, and I’m extremely happy with

it. They’re currently making a longer trailer for the paper-

back release and also putting together a podcast of a

reading from the book. They do an amazing job.

One of my favourite scenes in the novel is when Pru

and Lena are trapped in the basement. Genuinely

creepy and compelling. Do you have a particular

favourite scene yourself, or one that you are espe-

cially proud of?

The basement scene is really the high point of the book

in terms of tension, so I’m really glad to hear you say you

think it works! Yes, I was aiming towards that scene from

the beginning, and I liked the way it turned out. I think the

scene I’m proudest of is right at the beginning, when Pru

shows Lena her collection of suicide notes. That gave me

the characters so completely that I could hear them from

then on, and it captures the sadness and the bitterness

very well, I think. I hope I write something as good as that

scene again at some point.

The relationship between Pru and Lena is central to

the book, and is pretty complex. At several points I

was convinced that Pru wanted the relationship to be

more than friendship. Was that something you hinted

at intentionally or is it all in my head?

There’s certainly something there, something that goes

beyond friendship. You’re not going bonkers… But this is

meant to be a series of books, so I’m not going to say any

Hi Aliya, thanks for taking the time to do this. First of

all, congratulations on Light Reading. It’s a great

book. Have you been happy with the reviews?

Hello again. Yes, I’ve been overjoyed with the response

to the new book. The crime magazines and blogs really

praised it, and then to get a review in The Sunday Tele-

graph as well was amazing. A few weekly women’s mag-

azines picked it up as well. Now ran a very positive review

of it, and My Weekly. Hopefully this means it has

crossover appeal when it comes to the paperback re-

lease! 

You’ve had two novels and a novella published now,

as well as a number of short stories. How helpful (if

at all) do you think reviews have been to the devel-

opment of your work?

I don’t think I’ve ever deliberately changed my writing due

to a review. Comments from other writers and agents

have been more instrumental. For instance, the first agent

who read Light Reading in its early stages, when it only

contained Pru’s point of view, said it lacked the deeper

motivations that intrigue the modern crime reader. So I

rethought it and added in Lena’s diary sections, which re-

ally brought it to life. Comments such as those during the

writing process really shape the work, and future works,

for me.

Can you tell us a bit about the publicity side of your

work? To what extent do you have to take the initia-

tive, and how much have Macmillan done for Light
Reading?

Macmillan New Writing don’t have a huge budget for mar-

keting, so as a team we’ve come up with some different

ideas. Sometimes two or three of the writers on the im-

print will give a talk or do signings in bookshops. Local

radio is usually keen to talk to authors, and local news-

papers will run a piece. Macmillan arrange a lot of these

events. I’m told that there should be some more money

Aliya Whiteley
Author of Light Reading (Macmillan, 2008) and

Three Things About Me (Macmillan, 2006).

Interview: Eden Carter Wood
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more than that.

I saw on one of your blogs that you are working on a

new Pru and Lena book right now, and finding it dif-

ficult to commit to. Is this a plotting problem do you

think, or are you distracted by other projects?

It’s just a timing thing. In fact on the blog I was talking

about the third Pru and Lena book, which I’m just making

a start on. The plot’s all there and I’m ready to go, really,

but the problem is that book two is still in the editing

process so I feel like I can’t get stuck in until number two

is done and dusted. 

Can you tell us a bit about the book you are co-writ-

ing with Neil Ayres?

I’ve always written sci-fi, usually in the form of short sto-

ries, and Neil and I have written a few shorts together that

I’m very happy with.  I had an idea for a novel kicking

around that really needed a second viewpoint, so I asked

him about it, and he said he also had an idea in that vein.

When we looked at it, he had the better idea, so we wrote

his! It’s turned into quite a subversive novel. It has clas-

sic sci-fi elements, and also has a strong mystery com-

ponent, but the two main characters are very different.

The male character (written by Neil) is very reflective,

calm, passive, and the female character (my part of the

novel) is violent, strong, not particularly interested in

morality. She was so much fun to write, and the two per-

sonalities are great together. I’m pretty happy with it, and

hopeful it’ll find a publisher.

You two have a co-authored story coming out soon in

the Subtle Edens anthology. What kind of story can

we expect?

Subtle Edens is a slipstream anthology, and that’s diffi-

cult to define. It’s similar to mundane science fiction (I

think!) in that there won’t be spaceships and aliens and so

on – just some unfamiliar elements in stories that would

be described as literary. The stress is on description and

characterization.

How have you found the process of collaboration?

What have been the best and most difficult things

about it?

The best thing is the fact that you always have someone

to turn to when you think it’s going wrong! Neil’s very good

at coming up with new directions and solutions. Also, the

obligation of having another writer waiting for your pages

does speed up the process of writing, which is very help-

ful.

The worst thing for me is that Neil doesn’t plan. He

likes the story to grow organically, which drives me

bonkers. I have a fairly set plan when I start putting words

on paper. I think it’s been good to stretch myself and to go

with the flow, but it does mean I have to edit at the end far

more than I would like to. If we write another book to-

gether I’m going to make him try it my way, and agree

some basic structure before we get going.  He’ll hate that,

so it’ll be good revenge!

Congratulations on winning the Drabblecast People’s

Choice award. I have to admit I found Jelly Park, your

winning story, quite baffling, and came to the pretty

tentative conclusion that the whole thing is an ex-

tended drug analogy. Can you tell me what Jelly Park
is about?

It’s a love it or hate it kind of story, I think. It’s got quite a

simple message at heart – you can choose to enjoy life or

suffer it. The main character falls asleep on a bus and dis-

covers that off-duty bus drivers have far more fun that she

had ever suspected, and beneath the surface of normal

life there is another, wonderful approach to living. Of

course, it’s simplistic in its message, but it is only a thou-

sand words long! And it always cheers me up.

Did you write the story with a podcast in mind?

Not at all. I had the first paragraph for a while, and one

day while I was taking the bus to work, the rest of it came

to me. It always had a song in the middle, but I never

thought of actually getting the song made until Drabble-

cast approached me. 

I’m not British myself, and am still a bit of an amateur

at distinguishing between the various British ac-

cents, but I think the bus driver on the podcast has

the strangest Welsh accent I have ever heard! Was

that written into the story as an extra surreal element,

or was that a quirk added by Drabblecast?

I had nothing to do with the production, but I was de-

lighted by it! Drabblecast is an American outfit and the

Welsh accent is on the strange side, I’ll give you. But it

certainly adds something surreal to the story. My favourite

part is the song. I wrote the lyrics, but the music is just

brilliant. I was singing it for weeks. It’s one of those tunes

that gets stuck in your head. To be honest, I think it really

won the award for the song rather than the story!

Finally, when can we expect a new novel from you?

I’ve finished the new Lena and Pru novel and am cur-

rently talking to Macmillan about publication, so that’s

very exciting. Of course, it’s a drawn out process, but

maybe 2009 if I’m lucky. Lena and Pru are moving in in-

teresting directions (usually away from each other!) and I

love writing about them, so as long as I can keep doing

that, I’ll be happy.

Thanks Aliya. All the best with your work.

Thanks.

Interview: Aliya Whiteley

Issue 13    July 2008    www.golddustmagazine.co.uk 23



ru and Lena are RAF wives and best friends. Fol-

lowing the suicide of another wife in their circle,

Lena discovers that Pru has a macabre hobby: she

collects suicide notes. A prized part of Pru’s collec-

tion is a cryptic example of the genre written by TV star

Crystal Tynee. Curiosity duly piqued and in an effort to

escape the fallout of their friend’s more recent death, the

pair head for the ‘blighted’ seaside town of Allcombe to

investigate Tynee’s suicide. In Allcombe they uncover still

more secrets and a cast of bizarre, often shady and

grotesque characters.

This is a novel preoccupied with suicide and with se-

crets, and with such dark subject matter you might expect

a somewhat sobering read. Not so. Those who have read

Whiteley’s first novel Three Things About Me, or her

shorter fiction, some of which is available to read online

via her website, will know her work as uniquely quirky and

undeniably comic. It might start with a suicide, but Light
Reading is darkly humorous and extremely readable, an

offbeat detective story in a very English tradition- and set-

ting. 

Although the plot revolves around the pair’s investi-

gation of Tynee’s death, the novel’s real subject is Pru

and Lena’s friendship, and the personal crises both

women are facing. Pru, lonely and overweight (‘The last

few chips looked grey and unappetising, but I ate them

anyway.’), and Lena, a stick-thin chain smoker, are both

in floundering, troubled marriages and the novel cleverly

interweaves various personal revelations with the pair’s

ongoing detective work. At its heart, Light Reading is a

novel about the impact of suicide on those who are left

behind, and, like any good detective story, there’s a twist

at the end.

Light Reading (hardback) is available now from Amazon
and is due out in paperback in April 2009.

Review

P

Ilfracombe, Whiteley’s home town

Light Reading
by Aliya Whiteley

(Macmillan New Writing , 2008)
£10.49
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Waiting
White blossom on the pear trees

has turned to petal snow and

buzzing music of the bees

has stopped, but will go on

in peach and apple trees.

Birds chase one another

in kamikaze love play,

and have signed the leases

of all the nesting blocks

and hidden nooks.

The Dingo-dog proudly marks

a brand-new tree

each day,

hoping still, to mark them all

before Summer.

The music of the Ocean

is calming down

to a pianissimo

of waves, and no longer

roars its tides.

I stand in awe and, while

looking up to the blue,

blue sky, I listen for the sound

of velvet hooves.

I’m waiting for a Unicorn
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ut Jesus often withdrew to

lonely places and prayed."

I spent my final six months

at home working at a doll factory.

There were hundreds of us in green

shirts and white hairnets. I was one

of the few men working in the cav-

ernous and noisy building. 

The women seemed better able

to nest and settle into their worksta-

tions. Surrounded by family photos,

they chattered like hens as they

worked. To delay the blisters forming

on their palms, they padded the cold

metal handles of their equipment and

wrapped the padding in patterned

cloth. Some accented this cloth cover

with ribbon or the jangling charms

meant for mobile phones. I didn't

bother to do either. I started each day

by sitting at my bench with a card-

board box filled with doll heads -- all

bald, button-nosed and rosebud

lipped. The sockets of their eyes

were empty, because it was my job to

fill them. My box, my bench and I

were surrounded by tubs of eyes, lids

and lashes. Each morning attached

to my timesheet by a paper clip was a

hand written list: 1,000 blue, 800

green, 500 violet and 300 brown. The

actual numbers changing each morn-

ing. My day was measured by draw-

ing a red line through the items of the

list. 

At first it was gruesome work

watching those disembodied heads

pouring into my cardboard box from

the large silver silo. Dragging the

filled box to my bench, their eyeless

heads would shake in disapproval.

That was my last six months at home:

26
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sitting at my bench, snapping the

weighted lids, tilting the head to

check that the lashes flutter, grabbing

a pair of glass eyes from the tub,

snapping in the eyes, tilting the head

to double check, putting the finished

head in a different tub and pushing

the tubs of eye-filled doll heads to the

rows of women who put in the hair. 

At night I dreamt of impossible

lists to complete, missing tubs and

broken silos that drowned me in un-

finished doll heads. At breakfast I lis-

tened to the drone of mother's plan

for my life; critiques of my own

choices, clothing and posture; enu-

merations of wasted opportunities;

tales of successful siblings and

pointed interrogations. But, that last

gulp of tea before I left for the factory

meant one less breakfast at home. 

***

I spent most of the money saved

during those six months on the bus

fare, a week's stay in a hostel near

the docks and first and last months'

rent. My new home was a single

room with a bathroom that used to be

a pantry. It still had the slatted double

doors. Beside the converted pantry

was the kitchen, which consisted of a

sink, a refrigerator under the counter

and a worn gas hob that listed to port

like a battleship that had served its

country long and gallantly.

“B

At night I dreamt of impossible
lists to complete, missing tubs
and broken silos that drowned
me in unfinished doll heads. At
breakfast I listened to the drone
of mother’s plan for my life...

A young man comes of age in a former ‘Everything-for-a-Pound’ shop...

Jarred McGinnis
Runner-up

Yet, I was content. It was my

dominion. I explored the few drawers

and their contents. I placed the bat-

tered cutlery into the sink to be

cleaned once I bought washing up

liquid and put a kettle on to boil. Sit-

ting on the ledge of my one window, I

drank the steaming water and

watched the pigeons. The girl pi-

geons foraged and the males twirled,

cooed and fanned their tail feathers

for attention. My first night I slept in

my sleeping bag upon the naked bed.

I rested my head upon my hands,

held as if in prayer and fell asleep lis-

tening to the shhh of late night buses.

I had no other plans besides finding

work, eventually.

Below my flat, there was an

emptied ‘Everything-for-a-Pound’

store. The soaped-up windows had

the standard scratched messages of

football support, luv4eva and draw-

ings of impossible genitalia. Peering

through the hollowed-out zero of Hibs
4, Hearts 0, I saw the emptied shop

and the scatter of trampled and de-

serted post. I crossed the street to

have my breakfast, a cup of tea. The

Polish lady behind the counter

obliged me with refills of hot water

until the tea bag no longer coloured

it. 

Sometimes she would tell me

the Polish word for toast, or coffee, or

spoon. Other times I would shrug my

shoulders at her soliloquies against

the Scottish lack of good bread or the

capriciousness of our weather. The

cast of promenaders that crossed the

café's window became well known to

me. They seemed set on tracks like



and gold squiggling lines. Though the

night was chilly, the group of women

standing outside fanned themselves

with their hands. Some wore vibrantly

coloured dresses. The patterns of

which matched the wearer's head-

wrap. They looked like royalty in their

gold jewellery and dangling earrings.

Two little boys dressed in natty grey

suits chased each other amongst

them. One woman caught my glance,

smiled and said good evening. Em-

barrassed by my curiosity, I smiled

back, nodded and hurriedly crossed

the street against the light. 

I wandered the town and wasted

hours watching traffic, looking into

bars and side-stepping the hollering

mobs of hen night celebrants wearing

ridiculous plastic hats. When I re-

turned, the church was quiet and I fell

asleep with another day at the pizza

from me and shivered in my vest top.

Most of the bus was occupied by cou-

ples and groups of people going into

the city for a night out. Occasionally

the smell of dough came to me like a

reprimand. 

As soon as I entered my flat, I

crossed the room undressing and

dropping clothes as I went. I

scrubbed and washed and did not

notice the music until I had turned off

the shower. The floor shook with bass

notes, and a man's amplified voice

rumbled from below. I heard the an-

swering shouts and trembling wails of

a guitar. I put on clean clothes and

decided to investigate. 

The ‘Everything-for-a-Pound’

store was now ‘The Rock Evangelical

Church – Rev. Isaac Baafour Annan’.

Below this lettering, a child's drawing

showed a brown cross radiating red

the characters of a glockenspiel

clock. At 11am the ginger-headed girl,

not much older than fifteen, strained

to push an abnormally large baby,

whose fat legs ended in tiny white

trainers that dragged on the ground.

Fifteen minutes later, three men, with

shaved heads and dark-circled eyes,

would come in for their take-away

sausage rolls and heavily sugared

teas with milk.

Mother's predictions began to

haunt me. What did I move for? What

was I going to do? With no answers

to defend myself, the novelty of hav-

ing my own flat wore off and I saw

clearly the dingy, tiny room for which

I had signed a year’s lease. There

weren't any interesting jobs; even the

bookshop preferred that I be a stu-

dent.

***

It took an hour and two buses to

arrive at the little village besieged by

factories. I walked through the indus-

trial park's manicured lawns and

spotless pavements. I walked past

the factory that made yum-yums and

jelly-filled donuts. Beside the door

was a group of girls dressed in uni-

forms of white and baby blue. Their

hair was caught in little black nets

and pinned to paper caps on the tops

of their heads. I walked close enough

to smell their butter and sugar smell

through the cigarette smoke. I smiled

at them; they returned perfunctory

smiles but no-one said hello. 

I approached an identical build-

ing, save for the enormous sign that

advertised pizza rather than a bakery.

Instead of pastries, the air smelled of

soured tomatoes. After an orientation

on health and safety, I was led to my

bench. My manager showed me a

walk-in refrigerator the size of a tomb

from which I filled my tubs with the re-

quired ingredients, and he handed

me a list: 100 margarita, 75 four

cheeses, 75 pepperoni and 50 meat

special.

On the bus ride home, I couldn't

stand the smell of myself. I took off

my shirt, set it on the seat across
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pressed into her folds. She was so

warm I thought she might be feverish.

She smelled of cocoa butter and

shampoo. She kissed me on my

cheek and told me, ‘Jesus loves you’.

‘God bless you,’ I replied. 

After the service I felt a terrible

guilt and shame, as if my tourism and

disbelief might detract from the gen-

uine spiritual experience these peo-

ple were having. I mused that maybe

I could believe too. I felt something of

relief during the service. Maybe that

was Jesus, or God, or something. No,

I thought, and my shoulders dropped.

I could never fully believe. I had read

the bible a few times and, in those

pages, I didn't see the handwriting of

God but the scrawl of humanity. I saw

human prejudices, hopes, fears and,

most of all, a very human attempt to

make sense of this seemingly trou-

blesome awareness that we all have.

I couldn't help noticing the tampering

and the misquoting. That little book

had passed through too many pow-

erful and cynical hands to be trusted.

I knew in my heart I would never be-

lieve. God, maybe. I am sure there is

something on the other side of the

red curtain, but the smoke pots and

tin sheet thunder of Christianity were

not convincing. I felt apologetic as I

thought this and had trouble getting

to sleep.

But I still kept going and slowly

grew comfortable. Before the serv-

ices, I chatted with the members of

the congregation. Sometimes, Panyin

brought me huge pots of stew to take

home. Derrick and Gloria admon-

ished me for not calling my mother or

not going back to school and ‘doing

something with my life’. The services

were livelier than the tedious ser-

After the service I felt a terrible
guilt and shame, as if my
tourism and disbelief might de-
tract from the general spiritual
experience these people were
having. I mused that maybe I
could believe too...

mons of my childhood and they were

a small price to pay for the kind-

nesses of the parishioners. The

questions from home haunted me

less when I thought of what I found in

a renovated ‘Everything-for-a-Pound’

store. Even if I wasn't exactly sure

what it was I found. 

Soon I was singing with the rest

of the congregation. It started with

mimicking the others. I picked up the

little black book from beneath my

seat, opened to the correct page and

mimed the words. Mimed words be-

came mumbled phrases and mum-

bled phrases became earnestly sung

hymns. We shared smiles amongst

each other as we sang of our devo-

tion. ‘Jesus, thank you for this day’ is

one of my favourites, but outside the

church I can never remember the

words. Eventually I imbibed the calls

of the faithful. Responses to the

preacher's emphatic shouts would

burst from my lips before I could con-

sider the amen I had just uttered. I

danced with the children at the front

and within a few months I found my-

self waking confused, on the ground,

with my tie loosened and my shirt

opened. I remained motionless to

catch my breath and let the blaring

guitar, played by a man with a silver

bow tie, bring me back to humanity. It

was beautiful. I know what they

mean. I understand that peace they

talk about. It is rapture. It is sublime.

It is a lie. Of course, I never think this

when I am in the throes of the spirit. It

isn't a lie then. I am as devout as

every other parishioner. 

But these moments aren't the

sacred ones. That catharsis I find on

the carpet of an ex-pound store, re-

gardless of my shrouding them in

secular explanations, is irrelevant. I

have found sanctuary when I tell Glo-

ria I've picked up an application for

the University or I help Isaac, a friend

of Panyin, to fill in yet another form

sent from the home office. Whether I

see my fellow parishioners in heaven

matters less to me than if I see them

next Sunday.

factory awaiting me.

The next night was the same. At

eight o'clock, the noises below

started to pick up. I put my ear to the

floor of my flat and tried to discern the

man's words. While I vacillated be-

tween getting dressed and going

downstairs or not, I felt his sermon vi-

brate in my chest. For the next three

nights, I either watched the parish-

ioners from my window or listened to

the sermon with my ear to the floor,

catching only a few shouted phrases. 

It was going to be two weeks be-

fore I got my first paycheque. I had

calculated bus fare and food costs. It

was going to be tight. That was

enough to convince myself I would at-

tend the next night's service for prac-

tical reasons. The church below was

free and I was sure they would have

tea and biscuits. If I went into the city

centre, I might step into a pub, order

a drink and have to sit there to face

how lonely I was.

*** 

I waited for my clock to read 8:08.

Already dressed in my good shirt, I

went downstairs at 8:10. I took a

seat at the back. Heads bobbed and

bodies swayed like ocean waves.

Occasionally a pair of arms raised,

gestured and fell back. The musi-

cians accented the pastor's sermon

by hammering quick chords from

their instruments. The keyboard

chattered continuously with squeaks

and wails. The man at the pulpit, a

frenetic and ceaseless blur, sweated

profusely. His closely shaved head

glistened and perspiration darkened

his shirt collar. He pounded a finger

at the open bible as if marking the

punctuation of his recitation. The

congregation called and responded

to unknowable cues. I was one of

the few who remained seated.

At the end of the service, the

man with the microphone called on all

of us to hug and reassure each other

that we were saved. The enormous

woman in the chair next to me stood

and turned toward me. Her flesh gave

no resistance as my embracing arms
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Daring Winter Escape
That December,

Rocking in a chair

And reading Rumi,

I ceased to reflect in a mirror.

You broke into tears:

“How can I trust you ever again?”

In January,

I began to levitate

By the chandelier

Reading Khaayam.

It made you nervous.

You learned to

Throw the rope like a cowboy,

Pulling me back into the bed.

And in February,

I went into spontaneous combustion,

But you, ready for contingencies,

Slept with a fire-extinguisher

And put the flames out,

Destroying my plan

Of daring escape

To the 12th century Persia.

Alex Galper
Runner-up
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t started the way it always started:

with the twitching.

One moment she was fast

asleep, curled comfortably around

herself, snuggled and warm, and the

next a stab of adrenaline shot

through her body, jolting her awake.

Damn it all! Here we go again.

Resignedly, she rolled on to her back

and peered at the bedside clock. The

flecks of luminous paint clinging

doggedly to the rusting hands told her

it was two-thirty in the morning. She

gave a despairing sigh. Two-thirty!

Only three hours sleep and if she was

any judge, it would be the last she got

this night.

She lay staring at the shadowy

ceiling where the sickly glow from the

street-lamp filtered through the dirty

windows and threadbare curtains to

pick out flakes of loosening plaster

over her head. She knew their pat-

terns well. Even in the gloom she

could see the patch that resembled a

cat. And over in the corner by the

door was the damp stain, spreading

its fuzzy arms down the peeling wall-

paper like an uprooted tree. They

were familiar, these outlines, old

friends, for she had stared at them

many times before.

The twitching continued, send-

ing irritating and arrhythmic shudders

through the bed. Not large ones; just

enough to keep her awake. What

was he dreaming of this time? She

hoped it wouldn’t turn into a night-

mare; it wasn’t unheard-of for him to

kick her out of bed in the throes of a

nightmare and she still had the

bruises to prove it. For the thou-

sandth time she considered giving
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The Silent Snore

him a dig in the ribs; for the thou-

sandth time she let it drop. It was a

total waste of time. For one thing, his

ribs hadn’t been seen for years, hid-

den as they were beneath rolls of

blubber, and for another, he was

dead to the world. 

How did he manage to sleep

through the racket he made? Could

obesity affect the hearing? A mental

image of eardrums clogged with fat

swam before her eyes. Hurriedly she

banished the picture; things were

going to get unpleasant enough as it

was, she could do without such

graphic images. 

As if summoned by her dread,

the next phase began. Another vio-

lent twitch sent ripples through the

lumpy mattress. There was a mutter-

ing of sounds, mercifully unintelligi-

ble, and a creaking shift of the vast

bulk. It was always the same and she

didn’t stand a chance. Tears blurred

the darkness as she futilely clenched

her fists.

There was a brief spell of quiet;

there always was. Despite her past

experience, despite knowing the

I

Another violent twitch sent rip-
ples through the mattress.
There was a muttering of
sounds, mercifully unintelligi-
ble, and a creaking shift of the
vast bulk. It was always the
same and she didn’t stand a
chance. Tears blurred the dark-
ness as she futilely clenched
her fists. There was a brief spell
of quiet; there always was...

Living in a one-bedroom flat with a snorer...

Caroline S Peace
Runner-up

score, she couldn’t suppress that

flare of hope, or silence the treacher-

ous little voice that whispered in her

ear:

Perhaps this time it’ll be different

– perhaps this time it won’t happen. 

But she knew better. She really

did know better. And when she heard

it, as she knew she would, she

cursed herself for the disappoint-

ment. It was torture and she was

doing it to herself.

At first it was only a tiny snore.

Like a bubble popping, or a baby gur-

gling. Had it stayed like that, she

could have coped. A pillow over her

head would have solved the problem

and she could have gone back to

sleep. Only it didn’t stay like that.

Once it had. Once, not so long

ago, he had been a silent sleeper,

peaceful and still, a joy to lie next to.

Warm and comforting; protective.

She almost smiled in the darkness,

watching her memories. Her eyes

began to close; her senses began to

drift...

And the hulking presence beside

her vented a tumultuous snore. It

came blasting from his juddering lips

like whale-breath breaking the sur-

face of the sea. It vibrated against her

ears and grated down her nerves.

Her skin prickled with shock and she

sucked in a breath, wishing with all

her heart that something would make

it stop. But she knew this was only

the beginning; she knew it would

never stop.

The bed shook with vibration.

She could almost see the rolls of fat

shuddering with it, even in the dark-



It revolted her, that slobbering sound.

She was growing desperate. If only

she could get away from it, if only she

could sleep! But even if she went into

the little sitting-room she’d still be

able to hear it. The thin walls of the

dingy flat were no barrier to those ex-

plosive, rancid breaths. 

She turned her head and

pinched her nose, cursing the take-

aways. It was bad enough during the

afternoon and evening, smelling the

acrid, spicy aromas that wafted up

through the creaking floorboards and

wove themselves into the faded cur-

tains, without having them thrust

upon her second-hand via the

medium of his triple-chinned throat. 

He had been her husband for

four years. Robert, who had once

been, if not slim, then at least sensi-

bly-proportioned. Bob, whose body,

addicted as it was to the rubbish

churned out by the burgeoning fast-

food outlets, had rapidly become

bloated with fat. She was so repelled

by his size that she had begun think-

ing of him as ‘Blob’. If she wasn’t very

careful, she’d let it slip one day, call

him that to his face. She dreaded to

think what might happen then; he had

such meaty fists. She consoled her-

self with the knowledge that such an

unwieldy lump of lard would never be

able to move fast enough to catch

her.

The bed quivered again beneath

her, like an earth-tremor. She closed

She was so repelled by his size
that she had begun thinking of
him as ‘Blob’. If she wasn’t very
careful, she’d let it slip one day,
call him that to his face. She
dreaded to think what might
happen then; he had such
meaty fists. She consoled her-
self with the knowledge that
such an unwieldy lump of lard
would never be able to move
fast enough to catch her...

ness. She stuffed her fingers in her

ears, even though she knew it did no

good. Another snore ripped the night

and she took her hands away. What

was the use? She lay flat on her back

and stared up at the ceiling, resigned

to yet another sleepless night.

Just when had he grown so

obese? When had the burgers and

pizzas taken him over so completely

that he couldn’t live without them?

She cursed the day they’d moved into

this poky little one-bedroom flat over

the shopping parade. Oh, it had

seemed so convenient at first. How

they’d congratulated themselves on

their find! It was hard enough getting

on the property ladder in this town, let

alone finding a place with so many

shops so close by. No matter that it

was run-down and damp. They didn’t

mind the fact that they couldn’t afford

to decorate, couldn’t buy furniture or

new curtains. They’d got by on hand-

outs and cast-offs from friends.

Back when they’d had friends.

Back when they’d still socialised.

Back before the take-aways had

taken away their lives.

An earthquake shook the bed,

thunder assailed her ears. There

would be dribble on his chin now, she

knew without having to look.

The fast food had taken over his

life, really, not hers. She didn’t really

care for it, but she hadn’t been given

a choice. “It’s cheaper,” he’d said, “it

means we don’t need a car. Who

wants to drive to the supermarket?

We have everything we need on our

doorstep.”

And they had. The parade had

everything. A Chinese. A fish and chip

shop. An Indian. A sandwich bar. A

pizza delivery shop, and, yes, even

though it was less than a hundred

yards away, he even got them to

bring his order up the back stairs.

Mind you, he was so fat now that he

could hardly get himself back up the

stairs on the rare occasions he made

the effort to go out.  

The huge, wet snores bubbled

from his lips. She clenched her teeth.

her eyes, squeezed them shut, but

nothing could cap that well of noise.

The snore rasped in her ears, vi-

brated along her eardrums and res-

onated through her skull. Her own

sinuses ached with the force of it;

God knows what it did to his. Her

heart shrivelled and tears pricked at

the backs of her eyes; he was really

on form tonight.

She turned over yet again, faced

away from the slumbering bulk.

Knowing it would do no good, yet

desperate for some relief, she tugged

on a misshapen pillow and moulded it

round her head. Beneath its musty

lumps she pushed her fingers into her

ears, but still the snores vibrated,

transmitted by the uneven slats of the

bed.  

Outside, a siren suddenly

sounded, its two-tone note wailing

away down the street. She immedi-

ately thought it was an ambulance

and the sound caused a tug on her

heart. What other poor devil was in

trouble tonight? Had there been a

fight in town? Had someone been in-

jured, or were they ill through drink-

ing too much? Or was it a traffic

accident? She didn’t know, but her

heart went out to anyone connected

to whoever was in the ambulance.

She knew how it felt to lose someone

close. 

Her eyes closed but the memory

refused to fade. The bed shuddered

as if in sympathy and the bubbling,

rasping snores echoed the horrible

choking sounds that had woken her

the night before. She’d snapped on

the light to see that bloated face blue

from lack of oxygen, straining as he

gasped to breathe, the pouchy eyes

terrified and pleading. The thick-

lipped mouth working as he’d tried to

force out a cry for help. One pudgy

hand clasped to his chest, the other

clutching at her arm.

She’d run for the ’phone, wishing

they could have afforded a mobile.

But they struggled to pay the bill as it

was, what with every penny going on

pizzas and chips.     
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The paramedics had been quick

and efficient. Massive heart-attack,

they said, arteries clogged with fat.

Their voices were sympathetic, but

their eyes told a different story. What

can you expect, they implied, carry-

ing that amount of fat around? They’d

taken him away, leaving her alone,

leaving her cursing him, crying for

him, wondering what on earth she

was going to do now.

But then the wicked little thought

had come. 

Well, at least you’ll be able to

sleep at night.

Once it had started, she couldn’t

shut it off. She should have been

thinking of him, yet there she was,

entertaining that treacherous pleas-

ure, looking forward to her first night

of unbroken sleep for years. Oh, and

it had been so good! So good to lay

her head down, to stretch out unre-

strained, to gently go to sleep and

wake with the light, refreshed and full

of energy! And how wonderful to be

able to eat what she wanted for

breakfast – cereal and toast, not last

night’s warmed-over pizza. 

How tearful and guilty she’d felt

the next day. But all the time there’d

been that sly little thought:

Blissful nights of unbroken

sleep!

The bed shuddered again,

stronger than before. She turned her

face to that shadowy bulk as yet an-

other thunderous snore ripped the

air. A cold shock ran through her body

as she remembered the ’phone call,

at two-thirty in the morning, telling her

that he’d died. She froze with horror. 

The vast bulk shifted and the

silent snore engulfed her. Her mouth

stretched wide in a despairing

scream; she would never be rid of

him now.

At night I dreamt of impossible
lists to complete, missing tubs
and broken silos that drowned
me in unfinished doll heads...
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Telepathy, Love etc
Perhaps there was that one word 

we never spoke enough of, left 

in beautiful secret 

inside a thing that never dies, a shiny

mineral and its plain science that will find

light and an eye once on open ground 

something that indivisible, 

or maybe it was a tinier thing in full view

as a ladybird before it stings a hand.

Lincoln O’Neill
Runner-up
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Janis Ian
Multi-Grammy Award-winning Singer-Songwriter

Interview: David Gardiner
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melancholy side of life and human relationships, or

do you think that this is in fact a misconception?

I would absolutely never have said that, even in fun...

mainly because I think he's a wonderful singer, and I don't

think I'm half the singer I'd like to be.

As to the rest, I think "deep" is probably more accu-

rate than "melancholy".

Heck, somebody's got to do it...

There was a break in your output of new work be-

tween the early 1980s and the early 1990s, followed

by your very successful CD 'Breaking Silence'. What

was the reason for this 'silence', or is it something

you would rather not discuss?

Let me tell you, after writing 350 pages worth of my own

life, there's nothing I care about discussing or not dis-

cussing! I took the break because I had fallen into the

grind of make album for 2-3 months, release album and

tour for 6-8 months, try to come up with eleven brilliant

songs in the time between. It was destroying my writing,

and the writing has always come first - before me, before

relationships, before career, comes the writing. I think part

of my job as an artist is to nurture and care for the gifts I

was given, and taking long breaks like those are part of it.

Do you consider that the melancholy that many peo-

ple find in your songs is a major part of your own per-

sonality or is it wrong to confuse Janis the artist with

Janis the person?

Honestly, I have no idea. I think probably those people

have never really listened to an entire album, and cer-

tainly not the recent ones, with things like My Autobiog-
raphy on them. Or Married In London, up on my website

for free download. I actually am quite funny, when I'm not

living up to my reputation for depression.

It's well known that at a particular point in your life

you decided that your sexuality was gay rather than

Your entry to the international music scene came at a

very young age and was highly controversial. Look-

ing back on this, do you think it helped or hindered

your later career? Also, in your early teens, do you

think you were emotionally prepared for the attention

that it brought you?

I actually don't think it made much difference, in the long

run. The great advantage of starting so young - I had my

first song published at 13, made my first record at 14, had

my first self-written hit at 15 - is that at that age, you have

no concept of mortality. That's very freeing.

As to my early teens, that's such a horrible age for

anyone! I doubt it made much difference; I would have

spent my entire adolescence having angst anyway...

<grin>

Actually, I was kind of appalled when I was working

on my autobiography and hit those years, to see what a

self-centered little shit I was for most of them...

Your song At Seventeen is already revered as an all-

time classic and rediscovered by each new genera-

tion as the years go by. Do you find that this one song

overshadows much of your subsequent work, at least

in the popular mind, or are you happy to have it as

the defining song by which most people know you?

I love that song, and I never get tired of singing it. I feel

very fortunate in two respects: first, while At 17 is the big

classic in the US, and somewhat in Europe, my big hits in

Australia and Southeast Asia are completely different.

Second, every song I've had a hit record with, be it Jesse
or Society's Child or Fly Too High or Love Is Blind or what-

ever, is a song I like, and more important, a song I think

was well-written. In that respect, it never bothers me ei-

ther.

I have seen a semi-serious review that said that you

'make Leonard Cohen sound like a comedy singer'.

Is there a reason why many of your songs explore the
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'straight' and that you now have a very happy rela-

tionship with a woman partner. Do you think that

your music changed in any way with this change in

your personal life, or would you (like me) consider

that the subject matter of your songs is completely

universal and it would be a mistake to categorise you

as a lesbian or gay singer/songwriter?

I don't think one has anything to do with the other. I also

don't think I "decided" on my gender preference. I've al-

ways thought a person can love either sex, and I have.

Is the community that has grown up around your

website (janisian.com) and its message-board as sig-

nificant in your life as it obviously is in the lives of

the other members?

Wow. That's a hard one. I think those members are very

significant to me, as a human and as a performer. We

were online very, very early; I had a website up and run-

ning in one form or another by early 1992. I envisioned it

as a community, so it's really nice that it's become one.

Do you compare yourself to other artists or would

you prefer to be thought of as a completely individual

voice in the music world? What do you feel when you

are bracketed with other singer/songwriters such as

Leonard Cohen, Joni Mitchell, Dori Previn, Suzanne

Vega etc.?

Honestly, I don't really care either way.

What do you think is special about the people who

come to your concerts and buy your CDs? Are there

any unifying characteristics that all Janis Ian fans

share?

They're generally well-read and intelligent. That's my

take, anyhow.

Would you like to say a few words about The Pearl

Foundation?

Just that all my net merchandising money gets donated

back to it every year. We've managed to raise $300,000

plus so far, which is amazing. And more information at

http://pearlfoundation.com.

You have created your own independent recording

company and have in the past been highly critical of

the Recording Industry Association of America

(RIAA). Would you recommend this path to anybody

building a career in the music industry (at least in the

US)?

That depends entirely on the kind of career you want. If

you want a global career, with serious money being put

into that career, you can't do it the way I'm doing it right

now. Remember - I manage myself, run my publishing

company and record company, and perform as well. It's

a lot of load, and I wouldn't recommend it to a newbie.

On the other hand, I own every aspect of myself, too,

which is priceless.

You have recently started writing science fiction. Do

you see this as a serious new career move or is it

something you regard more as a hobby or sideline? 

The nice thing about writing is that writing is writing, no

matter what the form. If I had more time, I'd stay home

and write prose, whatever the form.

Is there a particular reason why you have chosen this

moment in your life to write your autobiography?

It was a good excuse to stay home for a year, frankly. And

because I was so young, I think I probably have a very

different take on the times than my "contemporaries",

who are always 7-15 years older than me.

What do you feel about the power that many of your

songs exercise over people, often driving them to

tears and reaching down to emotional layers that

nothing else touches?  To what do you attribute this

gift?

It's a gift. That's all I know. I respect it and I'm grateful for it.

Find out more
Janis Ian’s official website can be found at:

www.janisian.com

Her autobiography, Society’s Child (Jeremy P. Tarcher,

£12.37), released 24 July 2008, can be pre-ordered

from Amazon. See review overleaf.

A 'definitive' double CD, Best of Janis Ian (Cooking

Vinyl, £16.49), released 22 July 2008, is made up of all

the work that she is most proud of to date.

Interview: Janis Ian
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have always been an enormous fan of Janis Ian.

Along with my whole generation in the 1970s I was

stunned by the sharpness and excruciating honesty of At

Seventeen. All my teenage fears and anxieties – the cer-

tainty that everyone else was more attractive, more loved

and coping far better than I was – expressed in the stark,

under-stated lyrics of Janis Ian's song. Nobody had ever

put that in a song before, or, as far as I knew, said it out

loud. Of course it was written from the female point of

view but its message was gender-universal. This was the

song that convinced me at the deepest level that I was

not alone. The song has proved immortal. Each new gen-

eration rediscovers it, and has no idea how long it has

been around. The song will never grow any older, but

thankfully those it speaks to will. 

This was by no means Janis' first song; Hair of Spun

Gold had been published in Broadside alongside the

works of such as Bob Dylan, Tom Paxton, Pete Seeger

and Buffy Saint-Marie when she was thirteen years old,

and she began performing publicly in that same year. So-

ciety's Child, the song that confronted racist attitudes in

American society (and which gives the autobiography its

title) followed shortly afterwards to a storm of death

threats and controversy. As her career progressed, Janis

continued to produce intensely intimate and heart-rending

songs, dealing with topics such as loneliness, loss, de-

sertion, casual relationships, obsessive love, falling out

of love, jealousy, resentment and self-delusion – as well

as some happier topics too of course. What they all had

in common was the superb technical craftsmanship, pow-

erful original imagery and unmerciful honesty that is the

Janis Ian trademark.  

Review

I

Society’s Child
by Janis Ian

Jeremy P Tarcher/Penguin USA, 2008
£12.37 hardback
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Nigger lover! Nigger lover! Nigger lover!
I was standing alone on a stage in Encino, Cali-

fornia, halfway through the first verse of my song “So-

ciety’s Child.” 

Come to my door, baby
Face is clean and shining black as night
My mama went to answer
You know that you looked so fine
Now, I could understand the tears and the shame
She called you “Boy” instead of your name 

The problem had begun with a lone woman

screaming out the words “Nigger lover!” Then the

people sitting around her had joined in, chanting as

though they were at a religious service. They were

even chanting in time to the song. “Nigger lover! Nig-
ger lover! beat beat beat beat Nigger lover! Nigger
lover! beat beat beat beat.” It was difficult to concen-

trate on keeping my own time.

The chant degenerated into yelling, twenty or

thirty people in the sold-out concert hall. I peered to

the left, where the sound came from, and saw some

of them beginning to rise. They were shaking their

fists in the air as the rest of the audience looked on in

stunned silence.

I was having a hit record.

I was singing for people who wanted me dead.

I was fifteen years old.

People threatened to burn down the venues I worked

in, to run me over in the street, to shoot me while I

was on stage.

I automatically began making an excuse for him, say-

ing, He’s only hit me twice, in seven years . . . I

stopped myself short. Even I could hear how bad that

sounded.



But let me be honest also: when I requested a re-

view copy of Society's Child, I imagined it would be pretty

much another celebrity autobiography; fairly impersonal,

full of false modesty, chronicling the artist's rise to fame,

mentioning some musical influences, flattering her fans

and remarking about how wonderful all her friends in the

music industry are. I couldn't have been more wrong.  

This is not only the intimate life story of someone

who was by any standard a child prodigy, talking at seven

months, reading and learning the piano at age three, and

condensing what seems like a lifetime of experience and

insight into each decade, it is also in part the life story of

all of us who were born towards the turn of the 1940s and

had our youth in the 1960s, when we were certain we

would change the world for ever and greatly for the bet-

ter by creating a human society powered by love instead

of hate, cooperation instead of competition. All the things

we felt and believed back then, the music we listened to

and the causes we fought for – an entire forgotten view

of the world – is brought back to life in this book, leading

on to the various ways in which the dream slipped away,

to be replaced by a harsher and more selfish age.  

The book contains the most sickening account of

child abuse that I have ever come across, as well as

many examples of the paranoid fear of socialists, intel-

lectuals, or people different in any way, that poisons such

a large section of American society.   

Janis uses one of her song titles and a brief quota-

tion from the lyrics as a heading to each of the chapters.

There is a descent curve in her life, bottoming out with

Review: Society’s Child by Janis Ian
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the chapter called Jesse, when she was (perhaps signif-

icantly) seventeen, and slowly rising again as she recre-

ates herself into the Janis that we know today. Of course

it’s far from a smooth ascent, there are some huge crises

both in her personal and professional life. She is black

listed over an ill-advised South African tour, left virtually

homeless and penniless by vindictive Income Tax offi-

cials behaving like agents of the Mafia, betrayed by her

lovers, her health undermined, her spirit almost broken;

and yet despite all this it is essentially the story of a

woman finding her strength and taking control, refusing to

be chewed up and spat out by the music industry, the

lifestyle that goes with it, and its shady hangers on.

The feeling you are left with is one of boundless op-

timism for what talent and determination can overcome,

and equally boundless admiration for Janis herself and

the way she has lived her life.

This is an obvious baring of the soul – as I should

have expected from Janis Ian. Nothing is left unsaid, no-

body and nothing is spared, most especially herself. Be

assured, it’s all in the book.

I started after midnight and read the book at one sit-

ting: it was the most compulsive thing I read all year. It is

before all else a marvellous, intensely personal story,

gracefully told. Even if you have never heard of Janis Ian

and have no more than a passing interest in contempo-

rary music, this is something you really don't want to

miss.

Society’s Child (hardback) is available to pre-order now
from Amazon.

Release date: 24 July 2008.

I wrote about things it humiliated me to talk about—the

mortification I felt when I realized I’d lusted, not to be

an artist, but to be famous. The shame I felt when tel-

evision directors would ask me to “Move, damnit!” and

my body would freeze because I was convinced it was

so ugly. 

By the time I finished the second verse two months

later, I’d decided I’d never sing it in public. It was just

too humiliating. I was sure no one else felt that way.

Everyone else was more popular, more socially adept,

than I’d ever been. No one would relate to it; they’d

probably laugh. 

Atlantic turned it down. Jerry Wexler, vice president of

the company, handed the master tapes back to

Shadow, saying, “Good luck finding a home for this.

We’ll eat the costs, but we can’t put it out; it’s too con-

troversial.”

Most radio stations were afraid to play it, and with

good reason. Radio stations depend on listeners for

their advertising revenue, and the volume of hate mail

and angry calls my record generated was astounding. 

“Nobody is safe from Janis Ian anymore.”  New York
Times, 1967

At its best, my business is the business of failure. You

fail every single day. I don’t know of another business

that grinds your nose into the dirt quite so often. You

have to be stubborn. You have to have faith in your-

self. You have to be egocentric, and stupid about

hanging in there.
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Therapy
I was well into tearing myself 

into a smattering of confetti on the carpet

when you knocked.

The gust of wind from the opening door

scattered me even further afield,

but you collected my bones,

sacked them, carried them through

the rows of ripening corn

and spread them as meal

from the crush of your strong fingers.

A deer careened through the rows

easily outdistancing a domestic dog

and its hooves pushed me deeper

into the tan ground, turning it black

as my mood before your arrival.

You never said, pull yourself together,

but opened the windows and the doors,

invited the wind to lift me where it blows,

to seed clouds, to settle only when the calm

leaves the dust thick upon the land.

Kenneth Gurney
Runner-up
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The slippage of memory

that occurred when he left 

the convenience store 

would not be reported in court,

the sparking in his brain 

being attributed to schizophrenia.

And later, when he would be wrapped

in a shawl of rain, nobody 

would tell him that the light glinting

from the object lodged 

in the man’s throat might twist

in the mire of his thought, 

blending into a repressed background

howling in his ears, inviting him in.

The Darkness of Rain

Christian Ward
Runner-up
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Le Frigo

wake. 

Eyes snap open. Whisper of

blinking eyelashes on the pil-

low. 

Hungry. 

Wail of a morning train. Is it mourn-

ing?

Taste of wine in the mouth. Heavy

tongue.

Salty.

Hum of the fridge. 

The bloody fridge.

Why bother with it? she thinks. 

To appear normal? As a test of
strength?  For company?

She can visualise every detail of the

fridge, like a mother can visualise

every detail of a newborn.

Exterior:

- Seven alphabet letters salvaged

from a garage sale for no apparent

reason or word formation.

- V,A,K,N,F,C,U. Always jumbled on

the door, never spelling nor seeking

the truth.

- A Harvey Norman calendar, never

glanced at.

- Chipped enamel on the left hand

bottom corner, a huge gaping stain-

less steel scar underneath the cheap

white veneer. An accident from when

it was last moved.

- The dirt-ingrained door seal, slightly

peeling away, yet still closing when

forced. 

Or taped.

Interior: Her favourite.

Cold, sterile, hospital white walls.

Empty. 

Vague scent of vanilla.

Stainless steel racks. Three. Empty.

The misted, smoky coloured crisper

compartment, emanating a clean

plastic smell.

Empty.

Curved condiment shelves. Empty.

The glaring light demanding answers

with every opening of the door.

The icicle clad freezer, hungry for

more than cubes of ice and frozen

mince. 

Lean, of course.

Sighing, she shuts the image of the

fridge from her mind.

Get up.

Legs swing out of bed. Torso follows

like a disjointed eel.

For a moment, hunger envelopes all

senses.

She forgets who and where she is,

her purpose, her pain. 

Her stomach is a tyrannical dictator in

a never-ending battle with herself and

the ferocious guilt she constantly har-

bours.

Averting her eyes to the ground, she

dashes to the haven of the bathroom

and its spotless, mirror-less sanctu-

ary.

Piping hot, cleansing water. 

Drinks greedily.

Washes away goose pimples on

pale, yellowish almost grey skin. 

Jutting shoulder blades, prominent

hipbones. 

Long, gaunt neck, thick blue veins –

constant in-built drips of blood filled

nutrition.

Paper flat stomach. Sinewy muscle.

Skeletal toes. 

Yet fat.

Dry off. 

The weigh-in. 

Not good enough. 

Too much water consumed in the

shower beforehand, perhaps?

Does skin weigh anything?

A laxative, or five, to get through the

day. 

Cosmetics to disguise the fragility of

the eyes, the jaundiced skin hungry

for vitamins, yet denied. 

Lank hair, vigorously brushed and

pulled away to disguise its lifeless-

ness.

Concentration on being beautiful dis-

rupted by a surge of overwhelming

guilt. 

Flashback of the previous night’s

glass of wine after work with a friend.  

Salty cashews on the bar. 

Consumed, hungrily. 

Disgusting. 

She can feel the fat coursing through

her blood, depositing itself on her

thighs, stomach, chin. 

Fuck.

Hum of fridge, deafening. 

Forget the fucking fridge.

Hungry=Fat. Hungry=Fat.  

Hungry=Fat. Hungry=Fat.  

Hungry=Fat. Hungry=Fat.  

Focus.

Breathe.

Another laxative for good measure.

200 squats.

Need to leave.

Prue Clark
Runner-up

Empty fridge, empty life?

A
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Le Frigo by Prue Clark

Outside. 

Health and obesity on every corner. 

Food everywhere.

Vapours travelling in the air, displays

and advertisements in shop windows. 

Eat this. 

Fresh bread, pastries, eggs with

every turn.

Two for One. 

Free before 10am. 

Oh god. Think. Breathe. Focus.

Cashews. 

Cafes spilling onto the street, people

consuming grilled tomatoes, buttery

mushrooms, smoked salmon, crusty

sourdough, coffee, bacon. 

Why is bacon the first thing vegetari-
ans eat? 
The smell makes people crazy, she

thinks.

Am I crazy?

Discipline. Cashews. Full of fat. 

It never leaves.

It grows. 

And grows and grows and grows and

grows and grows and grows.

Lantana of the soul.

Brisk pace. 

The throbbing of her bones with

every step. 

Satisfying.

Her clothes flapping in the breeze like

a protective parachute. 

Satisfying. 

She taps a melody on her ribs. 

Runs her finger down the side of her

shirt. Counts them. At least five.

Satisfying.

Necks turn. People gape. Heads

shake. Mutterings behind cupped

hands. 

Truth never spoken aloud. 

People and family offer sympathetic

smiles. 

Never help.

‘I’m beautiful,’ she says.

‘Jealousy is a terrible thing,’ she says.

10am. 

14 Hurst Street, Red Hill.

Gold plaque signals the address.

Fern leaves cover part of it. 

CTOR Wally Bodetti.

B.A: blah fucking blah.

Help=fat. They will make you eat.

Help=fat. They will make you eat.

Help=fat. 

Musical ribs. Cashews. Non-touching

thighs. Cashews. Fridge. Prominent

cheek bones. Hungry. Cashews. Skin

and muscle. Turning heads. Cold.

Cashews. Scared. Tap ribs. Melodic.

Strong. Discipline. Fit. Fridge. 

FAT. FAT. FAT. FAT. 

I hate myself. 

I am beautiful, right? 
YES NO YES NO YES NO YES NO

YES NO YES NO YES YES YES.

Control. Breathe. 

Go. 

Brisk pace.

Leave. 

Discard Post-It note as one discards

an afterthought.

Sorry. 

Guilt wavers like a spider’s web in the

wind. 

Passes. 

I don’t need help.
I can do this on my own, my way.

Will get rid of the fridge.

Hurriedly dressing in billowing skirts

and oversized blouses. 

Her disguise.

Beautiful breasts long since dimin-

ished in the quest to be thin. 

‘Deposits of fat’ she was told. 

The image stuck. 

They were among the first victims. 

Closely followed by curved stomach,

soft skin, rosy complexion and volu-

minous hair.

Glass of water.

Fridge. Glaring. 

Turn the fucking thing off. 

Yellow Post-It note, address and

number screaming at her. 

Echoes of a concerned, pleading, yet

frustrated, tone of voice resound in

her head. 10am, 14 Hurst Street, Red

Hill, April 18. 

Doctor Bodetti. 

‘For us.’

‘Please.’ ‘It’s time you got over this.’

‘You’re killing us.’

What about me?

A chance to escape the prison sen-

tence she calls life.

To break the unbreakable cycle of

purging, starvation, depression and

guilt. 

To make amends with the fridge un-

dergoing a kind of domestic abuse it-

self, starved of any purpose.
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s readers, we often have an in-

tense love affair with language.

This is even more true for writ-

ers, who seek out its quirky

possibilities, cultural microcosms and

word-play witticisms to scratch their

creative itch. And in today’s ever-

shrinking planet, such passion is not

restricted to our native tongue. Multi-

linguals have claimed that certain

thoughts are only possible in a par-

ticular language; for example, the

word vin resonates very differently for

the French, with the phenomenal so-

cietal impact of wine in that country. 

I have always been fascinated

with words: I’ve always read every-

thing in my radius, from cereal pack-

ets to comics, and even loved to write

(very bad!) novels while at school, so

I was delighted to finally discover the

subject of linguistics at university! I

ended up studying French and Ger-

man to MA level, which included liv-

ing in France and Germany for about

a year each, where I learnt some in-

teresting linguistic facts of my own. It

turns out the French have a different

word for every single one they taught

us in school - for example, no-one

talks about vêtements [clothes] it’s al-

ways fringues and he’s not your frère
[brother], he’s your frangin! While I

was living in Paris, there was a big

hoo-hah over the infestation of the

French language by the dreadful

English lingo, and there was a cam-

paign to ban words such as chewing-
gum, which my French friends

assured me had no equivalent in

French! The minister heading the

campaign, a Monsieur Jacques

Toubon, quickly became known as Mr

Jack Allgood (All good
being a translation of Tout
bon), perhaps the best ex-

ample of beating someone

at their own game! In Ger-

many, meanwhile, I dis-

covered that it’s

dangerously easy to over-

pay (numbers are said

backwards, as in five-and-twenty

blackbirds) and even easier to annoy

your friends – I once turned up a full

hour late to see a play, because the

forward-thinking Germans talk about

half an hour to eight rather than our

backward-looking half past seven.

With all these tortuous trials of

language learning behind me, it

seemed logical to give my kids a

heads-up and raise them bilingually

from the start. A second language is a

wonderful gateway to another culture

and way of thinking, and so gives a

child more information to think about

the world in manifest ways. Looking

further down the line, it is a great ad-

dition to a CV. And, peculiar to our sit-

uation as Londoners raising a

French-speaking child, the French

schools are among the best in Lon-

don, but at a fraction of the price of

the British fee-paying schools. First,

though, we had some serious deci-

sions to make! 

Getting started

The big initial decision was which lan-

guage to pick! My mother tongue is

English and we live in the UK. How-

ever, when we had Schmoo, I hadn't

spoken either French or German

since finishing my studies (about five

years previously), so I was getting

quite rusty! My partner speaks both

Twi, an African language, and English

to mother-tongue standard, but after

a bit of thought, we decided it would

be best if we focused on one of the

European languages, as there would

be little support or resources for the

lesser-spoken African language later

on. Then it was a straight line to pick-

ing French over German (I've always

been slightly more fluent in French,

because I learnt it from an earlier age

– just 3 years later was enough to

make a huge impact, illustrating the

need for language learning to begin

as early as possible!).

Then we had to pick a system!

There are lots of methods and at first

I tried out one based on time, ie,

French in the morning, English in the

afternoon. Some people have French

Wednesdays, or switch languages

every other week. Others use what is

known as ML@Home, ie, they only

speak the minority language (ml) at

home and the majority language (ML)

out and about. I recently travelled

with a taxi driver who said everyone

was amazed at how well his children

spoke Kurdish and that it was be-

cause he had always told them, ‘I

don’t care what language you speak

outside the house, but indoors we

only speak Kurdish!’.

Author and linguist, Omma Velada, writes about 
raising her children with non-native French
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Word Play

simple instructions in French, English

and sign language. Her most used

word was encore, which means more
(!) and she also had a few 'corrupted'

words, such as appa [chapeau – hat]

and ba [boisson – drink]. At 2, her

mother tongue was clearly French,

although she understood English to a

good level. She had a wide vocabu-

lary in both languages and also still

made frequent use of her beloved

signs. She then began to put words

together to make simple sentences

and understood that Daddy spoke

English, while Mummy spoke French.

Her clarity on this amazed me, as did

her ability to rapidly translate. For ex-

ample, aged 2 in a café one day, my

husband said (in English) that he was

going to cut up her food for her and

went off to the counter. She turned to

me and said, in French, ‘Daddy’s

gone to get a knife’. Interpretation

and translation, which showed a true

grasp of both languages! At 2½,

French was still her clear dominant

language, not too surprising given

that I was (and still am) her primary

carer and was speaking only French

with her.

She was very resourceful in get-

ting what she wanted - she generally

tried to speak French to people first,

then if they didn't appear to under-

stand, would try out English (this has

now reversed). She always spoke

French when playing by herself. She

didn't seem to object when I spoke

English with her father, although she

was starting to notice that I under-

stood the language and tried out a

few words with me (I always re-

sponded in French). Now she only

speaks to me in French; in fact, she

insists on it!

Language acquisition

Early on, I read as much as I could

about language acquisition and dis-

covered that children need interactive

language exposure in order to learn

a language. This means that sitting

your child in front of the television to

watch ml programs alone will not

teach them that language. Your child

needs to be highly motivated to actu-

ally use the language in order to learn

it, which is only possible if they are

brought into contact with people who

speak it and who they want or need

to communicate with. Therefore,

while ml television, music, toys, etc

are all helpful aids to raising a bilin-

gual child, they are not very useful in

isolation.

I began by just reading French

books with my daughter, because I

was afraid of her picking up my er-

rors, but as my vocabulary refreshed

itself and grew, so did my confidence

and, realising that a few stories

wouldn't do the trick, I began speak-

ing to her in French for about half the

day. The reason for only talking

French half the time was that I was

aware that I couldn't always express

myself adequately in French or make

quick little jokes as I would in English,

and so felt that it was blocking my

communication with her. However, I

then read that this method is rarely

successful and that it is far better for

one parent to speak the ml all the

time. This matched my own observa-

tions: Schmoo’s English was starting

to dominate her first words. I made

the switch to full-time French and

hoped that my own language ability

would continue to improve alongside

my daughter's.

This system is known as the

OPOL method (One Person, One

Language). In our case, I spoke the

ml (French), while hubbie spoke the

ML (English). Some unexpected help

came in the form of baby sign lan-

guage (for hearing babies). I didn’t

know much about it before we started

the class, but did the usual first-time

parent baby circuit (baby swimming,

baby yoga, baby cinema – new par-

ents know the drill!) and found it a re-

ally lovely experience – singing

songs, while learning the signs to go

with the words. When Schmoo

started signing back at around eleven

months, the signs acted as a lovely

bridge between the two spoken lan-

guages, because she understood the

signs better than the spoken words at

that point. So for shoe and chaussure
I would make the same sign, and she

could then more easily make the link

between the two different words and

the object.

We make progress

It was quickly very rewarding. By the

age of 1½, Schmoo could understand

Schmoo reading her

favourite story
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Active (Talking & Writing) ml options

can include:

Playgoups

Childcare

Tutors

Schooling

Visits to ml country

Passive (Listening & Reading) ml op-

tions can include:

Songs/Radio/Storytapes

TV/DVDs

Books

Interactive toys

Websites

Resources

As a non-native speaker, I tried to in-

clude lots of interactive resources,

supplemented by plenty of passive

ones. My particular challenges were

concerns as to poor accent, gram-

matical errors and vocabulary gaps.

To help Schmoo's pronunciation, I

showed her French DVDs, which are

available fairly cheaply second-hand

from French eBay or Amazon, and I

played her lots of French music, such

as the fabulous Baby's First Steps
in...French, which she loved and

French Playground, which is very

jazzy and gets played a lot en route

to school. I've recently been informed

by her French Club teacher that her

accent is excellent, so it must all be

helping!

I found many bilingual books at

my local library, which surprised and

delighted me! We have now also

joined the French children’s library at

the French Institute, which has a

huge selection of books, DVDs and

CDs, as well as some second-hand

books for sale (the cheapest I’ve

found!). The best interactive toy has

been a French LeapPad, as both chil-

dren have loved this and the French

is clear and in context. I initially paid

a French student to play in French

with Schmoo for one 2-hour session

each week, which I think was the

icing on the cake, because she could

see that I was not the only person to

speak this strange language! To im-

prove my own French, I actively study

with textbooks, and also read in

French, watch French movies, etc.

When Schmoo was about 2, I

helped set up a French playgroup via

an ad at the French Institute, where I

could meet up and speak French with

other mums, while my daughter ben-

efited from being surrounded by

French conversation. We kept up

with the playgroup and our French

tutor for about 6 months, until we

moved from Edinburgh back to Lon-

don so she could attend a French

school. Ah yes, the joys of applying to

a French school when you are not

French and/or didn't put your child's

name down from conception!

Schooling

After applying to every French pri-

mary school in London, and receiving

one heartbreaking rejection after an-

other, in spring 2007 we finally got

that precious acceptance letter from

L’Ecole des Petits, a wonderful bilin-

gual school in Fulham, which feeds

directly into the Lycée (the only

French secondary school in London).

This was the only school that actually

met Schmoo, which I’m sure was in-

strumental in her acceptance. I was

over the moon, as we were trying so

hard to get her into a French school

(including an extremely long-shot ap-

plication for French nationality!),

which felt like the only realistic way

for us to continue with her ml as non-

native speakers. We were particularly

excited about it being a Lycée feeder

too, as this is renowned as an excel-

lent school.

In September 2007, Schmoo

started in the English section at the

nursery class of L’Ecole des Petits,

with a wonderful bilingual teacher

who speaks to the children in English,

alongside her French assistant who

speaks to them in French. From Jan-

uary 2008, she went full-time, in order

to benefit from the immersion French

in the afternoons.

When she turns 5, after 2 years

in the English section, she’ll enter the

French section for her final year at

the school, before progressing to the

Lycée. At the moment, I am still un-

decided as to whether or not to con-

tinue speaking French to her until she

enters the French section. I don’t

want her to be behind with her

French compared with the other chil-

Word Play

Pan-Pan playing with

his French LeapPad
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lightly.

It may be there are no other op-

tions to create bilingualism (ie local

immersion school, native-speaking

spouse, finances to pay for native-

speaking nanny, etc), or that you wish

to create total immersion of the lan-

guage in the home, or simply that you

wish to have more opportunity to

speak this language. Speaking a

non-native language with your child

is often the only way for your child to

reap all of the advantages of bilin-

gualism.

A major factor is likely to be your

own level of language ability - if it's

basic or intermediate, you're going to

have to work overtime to keep up

with your child.

The 'pro' arguments are fairly

clear and compelling, and pretty

much the same arguments as for

speaking a native minority language

to your child:

• Access to another culture and

so, hopefully, a heightened tolerance

of difference.

• Increased self-confidence (I

still remember, aged about 10, some-

one being impressed that I spoke

Welsh!).

• Vocationally advantageous.

• Easier to learn another sec-

ond language.

• A special bond with your child

via your special language.

However, parents have also

spoken of the particular 'cons' of

speaking a non-native language with

their child:

• Concerns about poor gram-

mer/vocabulary/accent.

This is not neccessarily a great

problem - after all, surely it is better

to speak another language to some

level, with an unusual accent, than

not at all!

• Unable to express linguistic

subtleties, including passion, humour

and precision of phrase, particulary

crucial to safety messages.

This is one of the cases where I

think it's okay to cheat! If you need to

repeat what you are saying in the ML

from time to time to be sure the mes-

sage is understood, it shouldn't inhibit

ml acquisition.

• A missing emotional link - do

the words 'I love you' carry the same

emotional weight in a second lan-

guage?

Again, okay to cheat here! I

often say 'I love you' in both lan-

guages, which is doubly meaningful!

• It is an enormous and ongo-

ing effort - even more so than for na-

tive speakers of the language - not

only do you have all the usual chal-

lenges of raising a bilingual child, but

also the ongoing learning of the lan-

guage yourself.

You certainly reap what you sow

in this case - it's wonderful to see all

that energy turned into such a posi-

tive gift for your child, right before

your eyes, or perhaps ears in this

case!

• When your child makes lin-

guistic errors, you are never sure

whether this is typical for a bilingual

child of the same age range, or pe-

culiar to your non-native situation. 

This is one reason it's so great

to hook up with other parents raising

multilingual children. Lots of websites

are listed at the end of this article,

which are great for making contact

and sharing the multilingual experi-

ence.

• Initial strangeness of speak-

ing a non-native language with your

child.

This seems to be a temporary

phenomenon, so perseverence is

key.

• Negative reactions from fam-

ily/friends/strangers.

Just explain how important this

is for your child - that's a hard argu-

ment to counter!

My own feelings are that it does

take something away, but it gives

something incredible back - and there

is nothing quite like hearing your child

chatting away like a native in a lan-

guage that you yourself struggled for

years to learn!

dren (who will most likely all be from

Francophone families), but on the

other hand, I wonder if my French is

up to communicating intensively with

a 5-year-old! She has already started

with the extremely challenging ‘Why?’

stage! At the moment, I’m playing it

by ear, trying to keep up with her ex-

panding vocabulary and thirst for lin-

guistic knowledge. If it feels too

difficult, I may have to switch to Eng-

lish, at least for complex concepts,

but I definitely plan to continue to

read and sing to her in French, and

will keep all DVDs, CDs, storytapes,

etc in the ml as well.

Out and about

In the beginning I often felt quite self-

conscious speaking French in public,

with my English accent and fautes.

But I was pleasantly surprised by

people's reactions - English people

often try and say a few ml words to

the children, such as Bonjour and

Comment ça va?, while French peo-

ple are always interested in, and sup-

portive of, my decision to speak

non-native French. I am often asked

‘Is your husband French?’, and I ex-

plain that, while neither of us is

French, we wish to give our child the

gift of speaking this beautiful lan-

guage. And an unforeseen benefit is

that I feel less exposed when it

comes to disciplining Schmoo in pub-

lic, especially for one or two historical

tantrums during the terrible twos (why

do they only ever happen in a packed

supermarket?!).

However, it has to be said, not

everyone is so positive about raising

a child with a non-native language

and some actively discourage it. So,

should you speak a non-native lan-

guage with your child?

This is the million-dollar ques-

tion! Obviously, I have made my

choice and, so far, thankfully, it's

been a wonderful success, but I have

agonised over it, and it wasn't always

easy in the beginning. Having dis-

cussed this issue with other parents,

I've found it is not a choice made



46

Word Play

Where we are now

My own French is now noticeably im-

proved (especially as regards chil-

dren’s vocab – I know all there is to

know about bibs and baby-wipes, or

should that be biberons et lingettes!)

and Schmoo even teaches me new

words - a few days ago she kept re-

ferring to her pot of bubble mixture as

a flacon, a word I don't know and

hadn't taught her. In fact, I wondered

why she kept referring to it as a flo-
con [snowflake]! Then I came across

the word in a book and realised what

she meant. She also uses phrases

she picks up at school, especially

from immersion French club, such as

mon coeur [sweetheart] and ma belle
[angel] (yes, it’s a really sweet

school!).

At 3½ years’ old, I can proudly

say that my daughter is a balanced

bilingual, and it now feels very natural

to speak with both of the children in

French all the time (and a little

strange to speak with them in Eng-

lish!). Pan-Pan is showing all the

signs of going the same way (his

favourite word is coin-coin [quack-

quack] for duck!). He is also signing a

lot, which was so helpful with

Schmoo's language acquisition. Of

course, there are many challenges

ahead, but we are on the right path

and having a lot of fun along the way.

Even if the children choose not to

continue with their French into adult-

hood, I believe they will have learnt

and gained so much from having

spoken two languages through their

childhood.

We have recently added Twi into

our multilingual soup and, to our de-

lighted surprise, the children have ac-

cepted it without batting an eyelash! I

think they are so used to Mummy and

Daddy switching languages and hav-

ing funny rules about who speaks

how to whom, that one more lan-

guage doesn’t make much difference! 

Although Schmoo has been at-

tending her bilingual school for over

a year now, I'd never actually heard

her have a proper conversation with a

native French speaker...until today!

We had a playdate with one of the

children from school - a little girl

whose parents are both native

French speakers and who doesn't

like speaking English. Schmoo

quickly realised that this was a

French-speaking household and was

off - chattering away with her little

friend (and her mum), singing French

songs together, arguing in French..! It

was wonderful to hear and a final af-

firmation to me that our system works

and it is absolutely possible for a non-

native speaker to raise a bilingual

child! A very special day in our bilin-

gual adventure!

Find out more
Omma Velada’s blog, Bilingual Babes, includes profiles of other non-na-

tive bilingual children and resources for parents wishing to raise their chil-

dren in a multilingual environment:

bilingualbabes.blogspot.com

Multilingualism websites
Bilingual Babies

www.bilingualbabies.org/modules/news

Bilingual Baby

www.bilingualbaby.eu

Bilingual Families

www.nethelp.no/cindy/biling-fam.html

Bilingual Families Connect

www.bilingualfamiliesconnect.com/index.html

Bilingual Parenting in a Foreign Language

humanities.byu.edu/bilingua/index.html

Bilingual/Bicultural Family Network

www.biculturalfamily.org/index.html

Kids Bilingual Network

kidsbilingualnetwork.org

Multilingual Children's Association

www.multilingualchildren.org/index.html

Multilingual Munchkins

www.multilingualmunchkins.com

OPOL for Us

www.opol4us.com

Bilingualism magazine
The Bilingual Family Newsletter

www.bilingualfamilynewsletter.com/index.php
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Review Abandoned
by Jeanette McCarthy

(Lulu, 2008)
£9.99 

eaders of Gold Dust will know that we publish

through an American Print-on-Demand company called

Lulu.com. They provide a free service whereby they will

print your book or magazine and distribute it for you, tak-

ing all their profit from what your customers pay. It costs

the author or originator of the work nothing whatsoever,

and they pay royalties based on the cover price, which is

again set by the author. You can read more about it on

the Lulu website, but what it essentially means is that any-

body with a computer and an Internet connection can now

publish a book for nothing: no money up front, no risk, no

need for a publisher or an agent or an editor or anything

else.

Inevitably the industry and the reading public is sus-

picious of books published in this way, sometimes, it has

to be said, with good reason. It is refreshing therefore to

come across a self-published book that looks and reads

like a fully professional novel, and a rather good one at

that.

Jeanette McCarthy's Abandoned is best described

as a detective adventure story. We can't call it a mystery

because we know from the outset the answer to the main

puzzle that is exercising Detective Sergeant Cal Fisher. It

is an odd structural device that until the closing pages the

reader knows more about what is going on than the per-

petrator, the heroine/victim or the people doing the de-

tective work, but the effect of this is to switch the focus

from events to characters, and as a reader I found that I

quickly adapted to this situation and enjoyed it.  

Mike Dole, a mentally unstable former soldier, has

drugged and kidnapped his ex-girlfriend Tess Hardy, who

no longer wants anything to do with him, and abandoned

her on an uninhabited Scottish island to fend for herself.

"You said you could look after yourself," his note says.

"Go ahead and try." 

We quickly get inside the characters, particularly the

badly traumatised Mike, and Tess, who progressively dis-

covers more and more reserves of inner strength and re-

sourcefulness. There is enough plot to maintain our

interest, and towards the end enough build-up of tension

to qualify the novel as a thriller. Most importantly though,

throughout the story, it is the plot that follows from the

characters and not the other way around. All the charac-

ters including the minor ones are rounded and convincing

and we feel that we understand why they behave as they

do. This, for me, is the mark of a very high standard of

writing. I think Jeanette McCarthy is a name we are going

to hear a lot more of in years to come.

Abandoned (paperback) is available now on Lulu.com.

Join us!

Join over 50 readers and subscribe to our free newsletter at:
www.golddustmagazine.co.uk/MailingList.htm

magazine
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terests lie in the fantasy genre and this led to the creation of

her nine-novel fantasy series, Artesans of Albia. Cas also writes

short stories, mainly in the fantasy/horror genres. In 2005 Ware,
man, a unique twist on the werewolf theme, was published by

SciFantastic Magazine in their August/September issue. Early

2008 will see the publication of her non-fiction book For the
Love of Daisy, which tells the story of her beloved Dalmatian

who was left a virtual quadriplegic by an operation intended to

relieve the symptoms of disc disease. Extracts from all Cas

Peace’s novels can be found at www.canwritewillwrite.com.

Prue Clark

Prue is currently a journalist working in sunny Australia for a

not-for-profit organisation, filling up her spare time by surfing,

completing her Masters in Writing, playing the piano and furi-

ously scribbling random story ideas on the back of grocery re-

ceipts. Her lifelong ambition is to live in Costa Rica, eating

copious amounts of mangoes and fish, and writing full-time.

Flash fiction
Colin Campbell

Colin is an ancient Scot who has written pro-

fessional and academic articles, a weekly col-

umn, and more besides in the sensible world

of non-fiction. Today, he has much more fun

with short stories, flash fiction and poetry. Now

resident in the Far East, he is a lucky old dog to have

homes in two very special places: Sarawak on the beautiful,

tropical island of Borneo and Yunnan, an exotic frontier

province in southwest China. He now spends far too much time

on his website: www.colincampbell.org 

Wayne Dean-Richards

Wayne Dean-Richards has worked, among other things, as an

actor, a fitness instructor, a gardener, a painter and decorator

and an industrial cleaner. He is currenly a teacher. He's a father

of three and an author of many pieces of short fiction, published

in both the UK and the US. He is also an accomplished reader

of his work, both live and on radio. Some of his short fiction was

collected in the critically acclaimed At The Edge and a novel -

Breakpoints - is available from Amazon. Further details are

available on his website: www.waynedeanrichards.com.

Poems
Kevin Cahill

Kevin Cahill is a poet from Cork City, Ireland.

He divides his time between writing poetry

and practising reiki. He has previously had

work published in The SHOp, Southword, The

Short stories
Andrew McIntyre

Originally from Scotland, Andrew McIntyre

spent the first six years of his life in Johan-

nesburg, South Africa.  Educated at boarding

school, he attended universities in Britain,

Japan, and the United States.  He holds master’s

degrees in Economics and Comparative Literature.  Having

traveled for much of his life, working at various times as a lec-

turer, sailor, construction worker, bookseller, and pig farmer, he

currently resides in San Francisco. He has published stories in

several magazines, most recently in 3:AM Magazine, The Taj
Mahal Review, The Copperfield Review, and Children,
Churches and Daddies Literary Magazine.

Dianna Graveman

Dianna Graveman is a former teacher whose fiction and non-

fiction stories have been included in newspapers, anthologies,

and magazines. In 2007 she was awarded two Missouri Writers

Guild Awards, a first place Catholic Press Association award,

an Editor's Choice award (Adams Media), and recognition in

the Erma Bombeck Writing competition, global human interest

category.  She is currently completing a collection of short fic-

tion stories set in the contemporary American West.

Sarah Hughes 

Sarah Hughes lives with her partner in Yorkshire, England. Her

work has appeared in Best Magazine (UK), Twisted Tongue,

Fiction Magazine, Aphelion webzine and Dark Reveries e-zine.

She was also a winner in the Secret Attic October Short Story
Competition with her tale of a wife and her sale-addicted hus-

band Disposable Income. She is currently working on a time-

travel novel entitled The Seal of the Immortals, for which she

intends to seek representation in the coming year. For further

information, visit her website: www.shhughes.com

Jarred McGinnis

Born in New Mexico, raised on a small island off the Florida

coast, Jarred currently lives in London. Having earned a PhD

in Artificial Intelligence from Edinburgh University, he wiles

away his days at Royal Holloway College, University of Lon-

don, teaching computers what it means to argue. He spends

his nights writing stories to amuse himself, his wife and a Russ-

ian living in Texas. His scientific research has been widely pub-

lished and he is invited to conferences all over the world to

present his work. Jarred McGinnis's story Magnolia has ap-

peared in the American magazine Bent, and The Last Voyage
of the Yunus will appear in the award-winning Willesden Green
anthology.

Caroline Peace

Cas Peace was born in Gosport, Hampshire, UK. Her main in-

Our contributors sent in their work from all around the world, including Australia, China, Ireland, New Zealand,
the US, the UK and Sweden.

Contributors
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due to constant harassment from fanatic ‘hoax’ hunters and De-

niers, withdrawn by both the author and the publisher in June

2008.

Alex Galper

Alex Galper is a globe-trottling poet based in New York writing

in Russian who, with the help of his friends, translates himself

into all languages he can get his hands on. His poetry is a mix-

ture of Russian pessimistic soul, Jewish humor and Western

philosophical tradition, allowing him to create free verse, which

is accessable to everyone, whatever their cultural background.

He has been published in many magazines across the world

and is currently the subject of UK documentary Brooklyn
Siberia (to be released in 2008). His English-language per-

formances/readings in London and San-Francisco are avail-

able on youtube.com (search on 'galper').

Lincoln O’Neill

Lincoln O’Neill lives in Wellington, New Zealand. He has trav-

elled extensively in Asia, especially in India, which is an influ-

ence on his writing. Some of his poems have appeared in

journals/magazines in NZ, the UK, the US, Austria, India, South

Africa and Argentina.

Kenneth Gurney

Kenneth P. Gurney lives in Albuquerque, NM, USA. He pro-

duces the poetry website Origami Condom. In his free time, he

studies the American Civil War, hikes the desert and mountain

trails, participates at open mics and the occasional poetry slam.

His poetry appears regularly on the web and in print.

Caleb Puckett

Caleb Puckett lives in Tulsa, Oklahoma. He has work in Lam-
port Court, Projected Letters and Starfish, among other publi-

cations. His poetry chapbook Desertions is available from Plan

B Press, and Otoliths will publish his prose collection, Tales
from the Hinterland, near the end of the summer.

Features
Diane Andrews

Diane was born in Wainuiomata, NZ in 1953.

She's worked in many jobs, from laboratory as-

sistant and waitress to theatrical wigmaker

(Cats, Phantom of the Opera). She and her hus-

band sailed from Sydney to Cairns in a sixteen-foot

boat (see www.adventureyarns.com.au). She now lives in

Cairns, is involved in many activities from fossicking to writing,

publishing and poetry performances and sails the tropical wa-

ters of the north. She has recently survived life-threatening can-

cer, with the most amazing response seen by oncologists,

using medical treatment supplemented by diet and alternative

medicines. Her article written about it is published at

www.healthyoptions.co.nz. She's been featured in many poetry

and short story anthologies and been placed in several com-

petitions. For more info, see: www.bougainvilleblue.com.

Poetry Programme (RTE Radio 1), Poetry Nottingham, Pen-
nine Platform, Chanticleer Magazine, Quattrocento, Poetry
Monthly, The Stony Thursday Book, and he has work forth-

coming from Envoi and Inclement.

Christian Ward

Christian Ward is a 27-year-old London-based poet, whose po-

etry has appeared in journals such as Iota, Other Poetry, The
Fairfield Review, Why Vandalism?, Iddie, Ottawa Arts Review
and is forthcoming in Cider Press Review, Laura Hird and Vol-
ume Magazine. His fourth chapbook, Slippage, will be released

next year. He hopes to write more prose in the near future and

try his hand at writing a novel.

Aoife Mannix

Aoife Mannix is an Irish writer and poet based in London.  She

is currently touring her poetry and music show 'Growing Up An

Alien' with Apples and Snakes, supported by Arts Council Eng-

land.  Her work has been widely published in magazines and

anthologies, including Aesthetica, Citizen 32, Gargoyle and

Short Fuse: The Global Anthology of New Fusion Poetry as

well as being broadcast on BBC Radio. Her first full collection

of poetry The Elephant in the Corner was published by tall light-

house in 2005. See www.aoifemannix.com for more informa-

tion.

Amanda Boschetto

Amanda Boschetto is 24 years old and live in Stockholm, Swe-

den. She has been writing in English for some time now and

has had poems published in various magazines, both online

and in print. More info can be found on her blog at http://rain-

overstockholm.blogspot.com.

David McLean

David McLean is Welsh, although he has lived in Sweden since

1987. He has a couple of chapbooks out, one a free download

at Whyvandalism.com. The other, in print, can be ordered at

http://www.erbacce-press.com/#/davidmclean/4527659941. He

has a full-length poetry collection forthcoming at Whistling

Shade Press during June 2008. A second full-length collection,

laughing at funerals is due from d/e/a/d/b/e/a/t press this fall.

See www.deadbeatpress.com. He regularly writes poetry and

music reviews for the Clockwise Cat blogzine. There are over

500 poems now in, or forthcoming in, just over 230 magazines

online and/or in print. Details are at his blog at:

htpp://mourningabortion.blogspot.com.

Deborah Rey

Deborah Rey, born in Amsterdam (1938) has, from the time

she was a little girl, worked in radio, (later) television, publicity

and the theatre, as an actress, broadcaster, entertainer,

scriptwriter, translator and editor in the Netherlands, Canada,

and the US. Today, retired, she finally has the time to be a full-

time writer and editor. She now lives in on the French Atlantic

coast with her husband, two dogs, and five cats. Rachel Sarai's
Vineyard, Rey’s autobiographical debut novel, which relates

the author's life as a "child courier" in the Dutch underground

Resistance during World War II, was officially launched on her

70th birthday in April 2008 by Bluechrome Publishing UK but,
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About us
We founded Gold Dust because we wanted to create something fresh and new by publishing off-beat, original pieces

from all genres in one place - which is why you'll find a quirky film script alongside an avant-garde poem, followed by

the funniest flash fiction you've ever read - we put it all together and the result is pure Gold Dust! 

As small press magazines are often one-person shows, it's understandable that many never make it past their first

anniversary, but the Gold Dust team (currently made up of 6 writers & editors) has been producing quality issues of

our magazine since 2004, proving that we are a powerful force in this busy field. 

� Every issue of Gold Dust is downloaded by over 300 readers.

� Gold Dust magazine is 52 pages of quality writing, including short stories, poems, articles, interviews and re-

views. We publish 2 issues a year.

� Gold Dust is run as an on-going competition, with a small entry fee for submitting work and cash prizes for all

published poetry and prose. Every issue, the best poem and the best short story each win our £20 first prize. All

other published stories and poems are awarded a £6 runner-up prize.

� We receive about 50 submissions every issue and we publish the best 15 or so. Next issue, it could be your

name in print! To submit, see our website:

www.golddustmagazine.co.uk/Writers.htm

� UK-based readers can now subscribe at www.golddustmagazine.co.uk for the following rates:

Colour: £21.50 p/yr (2 issues) B&W: £13.80 p/yr (2 issues)

� Single issues and back issues can be purchased from: www.lulu.com/golddustmagazine

� Join over 50 readers and subscribe to our free newsletter at: www.golddustmagazine.co.uk/MailingList.htm
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Don’t forget to buy your next issue of Gold Dust magazine, availvable for sale 7 December 2008!
It will make a lovely Christmas present, or if you really want to give a great gift, why not take out
a subscription (UK readers only)?!

Issue 14
Will have all our usual goodies, including:

� Short stories 

� Poems

� Flash fiction

� Reviews 

� Features

� Interviews

� and much, much more..!

Calendar 2009
Meanwhile, we are accepting submissions for our annual calendar (submission deadline: 1 November 2008),

which will go on sale on 14 December, just in time for those crucial Christmas orders! If you would like to submit a

poem or a photograph (we need 12 of each!), please email David at davidgardiner@worldonline.co.uk with the

subject line ‘2009 Calendar submission’.

If you would like to see a sample calendar, you can view our previous two at:

http://www.golddustmagazine.co.uk/Calendars.htm
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Writers!
We are always looking for quality work from new or ex-

perienced writers. Please read all our submission guide-

lines carefully before submitting work. Submitting

automatically signs you up to our free mailing list. No sub-

missions can be accepted without the correct fee. 

For all submissions:
Please: (1) pay for your submission on our website; (2)

ensure the amount is correct (£3 for a single submission,

add £1 for each further submission; and (3) copy your

PayPal-generated ID number into the email you set up to

send us your submission. 

� Target response time is within 12 weeks. Maximum of

5 submissions at a time. Please allow 12 weeks between

submissions. It is not currently possible to give feedback

on rejection.

� £3 for first submission, add £1 for each further sub-

mission. For each issue: Best prose wins £20, best poem

wins £20, runners-up win £6 each. Contributor copies are

available for free in PDF form. 

� Please submit by email. We prefer Word attachments

but, if your submission is very short, you can paste it into

the body of the email.

� Please include a biography (c200 words) in the third

person (include past publication credits and future aspi-

rations) with your submission. 

� All pieces must be your own, original work, and you

must own the copyright. No previously published work (ei-

ther in print or online) or simultaneous submissions

please. Once work is entered into Gold Dust's ongoing

competition, it may not be withdrawn. 

� Pieces may be published online as well as in print. Ed-

iting is at our discretion, with author involvement for major

changes where possible.

Poetry
1st prize: £20, Runners-up: £6 (min. £3 to submit) 

Maximum line count: 50 lines

To submit: golddustpoetry@hotmail.co.uk

Prose
(Short stories, Flash fiction, Plays, etc):

1st prize: £20, Runners-up: £6 (min. £3 to submit) 

Maximum word count: 3,000 words

To submit: davidgardiner@worldonline.co.uk

Book reviews
(Your review of someone else's book):

No prizes (Free to submit) 

Fiction/Novels or Poetry anthologies

Maximum word count: 2,000 words

To submit: davidgardiner@worldonline.co.uk

Book reviews
(Our review of your book):

No prizes (Free to submit) 

Please include the following:

Title & Author/ ISBN number/ Page count/ 

Cover price/ Publisher/ Release date

To submit: davidgardiner@worldonline.co.uk

Finally, please let us know where you heard about 
Gold Dust!






