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She had been waiting at Heathrow 
airport for the last thirty minutes. 
She didn’t mean to show up this early, 
and technically she didn’t. Arrive 

early that is. Glancing upwards at the flight 
departures and arrivals boards for what felt to be 
about the fortieth time in the past five minutes, 
she noticed that his arrival was still blinking, 
mocking her. 

Delayed.
It wasn’t as if she could text him. She had 

tried, but his phone was still turned off, not 
wanting to be charged fees in this land he would 
now call, “international,” and which she was 
temporarily calling, “home”.  

There were so many things she wanted to ask 
him, even though they had spoken a mere ten 
hours ago, before he had quickly said goodbye 
before taking to the cloudy skies in Los Angeles. 
She wondered if it had been unseasonably warm 
there like it always was in December. Here, 
she was half-glad she didn’t have to go outside 
of the sterile terminal just yet. Even looking 
out the windows she could see how cold it was 
through the exaltations of air from foreigners 
lips, clouding into the air just above their heads, 
as if the skies were calling these tired passengers 
to come back and travel again. She could see the 
way their hands were rubbed together again and 
again to fight off the cold, while others who wore 
gloves smirked at them smugly from the corner 
of their eyes. 

All that black luggage looked like an abyss 
down at the weary travelers feet. Most of them 
still had a long way to go too. For those heading 
into London, the Heathrow Express would whisk 
them along into the very center, but others that 

were heading to the countryside, had a much 
longer journey. For some, she could tell from 
their posture alone that it was good to be home 
though. 

Others, most with screaming children and 
weary eyes, studying tube maps, felt scared 
and uncertain. Which line was Central? Did 
they take that one or Piccadilly to Paddington 
Station? She could read the questions lying 
painfully on their faces knowing exactly how it 
felt to be so lost, wishing she could go to them 
and tell them the best route. 

But she wanted to wait for him. Had to wait 
for him. Wanted to see him round the corner 
of the international arrivals gate and search the 
crowd for her, lugging his own black suitcase 
behind him, filled with warm sweaters and the 
few books she had begged him to bring her from 
her overstuffed bookshelves back home. She 
wanted to see him lock eyes with her, and burst 
into a brilliant grin that she already knew would 
leave her breathless and gasping for air as her 
tears would begin to prick her eyes. Inevitably 
those hot tears were going to flow down her 
face, marring the perfect look her makeup had 
created, and his would start to become red too, 
tears cascading like waterfalls down his smiling 
cheeks.

And she couldn’t wait for the moment they 
would push through the crowds, not caring if 
people gave them dirty looks as they finally, 
finally, would be able to wrap their arms around 
each other in a tight hug that would squish ribs 
and press their beating hearts closer and closer 
together. They would both say, “I love you,” over 
and over again as if it were song lyrics they had 
gotten stuck in their heads. Inevitably a short 
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distance away, a single traveler, with no one 
to greet them at the arrivals, or an old couple 
who had long since gotten past the days of 
anxious separations, would smile and feel the 
outpouring of love between the couple.

Caught up in her own daydream, half a smile 
on her face, she glared up at the arrivals board, 
crashing back to reality. 

Delayed.
She almost growled in frustration, wanting 

to smash something. She had to remind herself 
though, that every time she had flown into 
Heathrow she had been delayed as well. There 
simply weren’t enough gates for the planes to 
allow passengers to disembark. 

He was probably as anxious as she was right 
now, having been the one to actually suffer 
through a ten-hour flight in economy. On 
British Airways no less. She shuddered with the 
memory of how awful her first flight with the 
airline had been. Rude flight attendants. Soggy 
food. Less than stellar seats and tray tables. She 
considered herself lucky in that regard; she 
actually had a bed to lie down on last night and 
get some anxious fretful sleep, whereas his long 
legs had probably been stuffed behind someone 
in front of him. Likely someone who didn’t 
understand the meaning of the word “courtesy” 
and had slammed their seat back as far as it 
could go, nearly jamming the headrest into his 
chin.

Despite herself, she giggled at the thought. 
Delayed.
Hugging her phone to her chest, burrowing 

deeper into the thick black coat she had worn 
for this meeting, she begged the air traffic 
control gods to please, please, just let him get 
off the damn plane. She didn’t even want to 
consider how long the lines were going to be 
at the customs gate. She hoped he would have 
any trouble finding it. This would be his first 
time travelling by himself and she wished she 
could hold his hand and walk him through the 
process, but that would defeat the purpose of 
him being alone. He could do this. In that sense, 
he didn’t need her. 

She just wanted to see him so urgently, to 
kiss those perfect lips, to pull his jacket closer 
to hers and whisper that she had missed him so 
desperately but that none of that mattered now. 
He was going to be here, with her. Nothing and 
no one else mattered. 

Thinking back to the last time she had 

seen him at an airport, waving goodbye to her 
while she joined the snaking security line at 
Los Angeles International Airport, she couldn’t 
believe they had even made it this far. Well, 
she could. They were soul mates, best friends, 
partners in crime. They belonged together no 
matter what. And he had helped her through 
all the tough times and the joyous one’s. From 
frustrations over converters and adapters with 
the wrong voltage, to the smallest things like 
completing her first homework assignment on 
the long road to her master’s degree, he had 
been there for it all. Just a quick phone call or 
text message away, always saying, “I love you” 
and, “I’m so proud of you.”

On the other hand though he was asleep half 
the time because of the dreaded time difference. 
Though, she had been too. That was one of the 
harder parts. And shoddy Wifi connections 
that left most of their Facetime conversations 
sounding like, “hello? Can you hear me? I 
can hear you, I just can’t see you! It says poor 
connection let me try calling you back.”

Now though, he’d be here in high definition 
quality. No buffering, no failed calls over 
thousands of miles, he would be here; holding 
her hand on the tube, seeing this city through 
her eyes. 

She would show him her favorite Tesco 
stores (because no two were ever the same). 
The school where she poured hours of hard 
work and heartbreak into the pieces she wrote. 
The different palaces that each had something 
distinct about them and which one’s were not 
even worth stepping inside (“Kensington Palace 
is so overrated, and Hampton Court is far 
superior,” she’d say).  She’d guide him through 
the underground, pulling his arm this way 
and that so he wouldn’t get lost in a crowd and 
quizzing him about how many tube stops they 
had left once they had dashed inside a carriage, 
because during rush hour, god only knows what 
would happen if they got separated from each 
other. 

She would walk through Regents Park with 
him, pointing out flowerbeds and shivering in 
the shade of the trees, where the leaves hadn’t 
fallen quite yet. She’d drag him to all her favorite 
cathedrals, pausing for a moment to soak in the 
spiritual nature that both lifted a weight off her 
shoulders, and filled her spirit with longing. 
They would pray and she would feel close to 
tears again, wondering how she got so lucky to 

share this moment with him. 
He would share his first trip on the 

overground trains with her, whisking through 
the countryside and wishing the train would 
slow down by a fraction of a second so he could 
take more pictures. Always taking pictures. Of 
her, of the beautiful architecture surrounding 
them at the very heart of the city, of everything. 
She knew he would never forget this trip, no 
matter what the future held for them, he would 
hold it close to his heart, because she would 
always be close to his heart. 

He would gaze in wonder at the spires, the 
markets filled with a cornucopia of noise and 
food, smiling in wonder as she expertly made her 
way through a crowd, accidentally leaving him 
behind then needing to backtrack to grab his 
hand and urge him onwards, always travelling 
the same path twice for him.

He would be amazed by the beauty of the 
city, with its towering skyscrapers, age-old 
history, and culture running thickly through 
the streets and down every corner, blending old 
with new. Here, there’s always something for 
explorers and adventurers to find. 

She couldn’t wait to make him tea, drink 
a pint with him at a local pub, show him her 
favorite German restaurant, go to a football 
match together, and fall even deeper in love 
than they had the previous day. Because this is 
what London did to people. It made them see 
its inner-most places, the secret hideaways, and 
public displays at the numerous free museums. 
It showed them that there was still so much 
to be explored, even after spending a week, a 
month, a year, living there. There would still 
never be enough time to explore it all. 

It also showed people something about 
themselves, too. London had a way of awakening 
this feeling that in this city, great things were 
about to happen. They had already happened 
for centuries, that was evident enough in all 
the world heritage sites scattered throughout 
the city, but there was always something on the 
horizon of the Thames or hidden behind a rain 
cloud.

Delayed.
She wondered if he had happened to look 

out his window and see the city beneath him. 
Had he seen Big Ben covered up under its own 
construction, and the River Thames weaving 
its way through the gray city, creating a strong 
divide between northern and southern London? 

She hoped he would like the south side of the 
river as much as she did. She loved to walk 
down there and get away from the stench of the 
city, with the stuffy underground, the puffs of 
cigarette smoke blowing in her face every time 
she turned a street corner. On the south side, 
she felt she could breathe a little more freely, 
despite the cigarettes. No matter how cold it was 
she loved to feel the wind brush her hair off her 
shoulders, tangling it behind her and sending 
a smack of crisp, damp, air into her face. She 
loved closing her eyes and hearing the sound of 
the water slap against the banks and bridges. It 
wasn’t an ocean like back home, but it had to 
suffice in a city teeming with industrialization 
and a few gardens to break up the cloister of 
buildings. 

And when it inevitably rained, and they 
would inevitably be unprepared for it, having 
grown up in a part of the world where rain is a 
mere hope on the horizon, they would fall into a 
café, soaking wet. The cold would sneak its way 
through their jackets and brush against their 
skin. They would laugh and gaze at each other 
in loving rapture, pressing their cold lips to one 
and other. 

Delayed.
Huffing out a breath in frustration, she 

didn’t realize she had been tapping her foot so 
ferociously until the man with the tweed coat 
sitting next to her reading a magazine shot her 
a dirty look. She tried to give him a gentle smile 
and mentally ordered herself to stop when the 
lights on that one line she had been glaring a 
hole into for the past hour finally changed.

Arrived.
Her heart leapt. Of course, it didn’t mean he 

would be coming around that corner anytime 
soon, but that was the keyword; soon. Soon 
he’d be here. Her phone buzzed in her pocket. 
Fumbling for it excitedly, she pulled it out, eyes 
flying across the screen.

“God, that flight took forever. Finally off the 
plane.”

Grinning widely and a bit manically, she shot 
off her reply.

“Welcome to London. I can’t wait to see you.”
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the view
By: Tara Murray

Along the river they walked.
Two souls in sync with one another.
They stared at the unmistakable London skyline
they couldn’t take their eyes off it.

Waiting for nine o’clock to come
they explored the city.
Starting at the London Eye
watching it stare down on them.
Like the eyes of God, it stared.

They kept on walking.
The Thames River a welcomed friend 
joining them for an evening stroll
unafraid to be heard.

St. Paul’s appeared next.
Sitting in place, wanting to be noticed by the 
couple
Like an obedient puppy waiting for it’s owner.
They looked and smiled, he did his job.

Shakespeare’s Globe appeared on their right
nestled between the Tate Modern and old pubs.
“There’s nothing more English, right?” he said.
She laughed and smiled. “Right.”

They walked and walked
Their destination coming up ahead.
Over London Bridge they went
Passing the Monument to the Great Fire.
It towered above them like a skyscraper.

The Sky Garden, they arrived.

Up and up the 37 floors
the elevator stopped with a ding.
Met by the cold air, they walked in. 

The view was extraordinary, unforgettable.
Both their mouths ajar they looked.
And looked. 
Amazed by what they saw.

The buildings that had towered over them had 
shrunk.
They were now the ones looking down on them.

They just barely saw the Eye,
It lost its track of them, 
Unable to see the couple anymore.

St. Paul’s was seen as well,
overshadowed by the view,
he was almost forgotten. 

Shakespeare’s Globe was hiding,
overpowered by the larger buildings.
Afraid to come out.

The Monument was barely visible.
Just below, the couple towered above him now,
They were the skyscrapers. 

They were the ones to tower over London.
Oh, how the tables have turned. 
They viewed the city as the city viewed them, 
an all-seeing eye.
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transparent 
stones

By: Camelia Bizra

I thought that walking down the Thames 
path I would send away the desire 
to catch the infinite blue of the sea 

combined with the kind breeze of a summer 
day. Unfortunately, the grey colour of the river 
did not help me too much. Here and there, 
occasionally some seagulls were playing with 
the wild waves just above the water, as if they 
don’t have enough courage to get involved in this 
battle properly. A naughty seagull is disturbing 
my contemplation with a desperate song which 
is in perfect harmony with the fury of the river. 
Trying to keep the pace with the stream, another 
bird joins her. I am sure they both missed their 
music classes during high school. What can I 
expect? I am in the middle of a blast world and 
I am complaining that some poor white birds, 
who are just doing their job, are disturbing me. 
After all, I think I am the problem here. 

The small sad boats are floating lazy on 
the surface of the river. As if they can feel in 
the air the smell of another foggy Monday. 
Others, the old and colourful ones, they are 
just waiting tired on the side. Perhaps some of 
them had been forgotten a long time ago, no use 
nowadays. Now, they are serving as haven for 
decorative plants, hoping to get some attention 
from casual tourists who are still having an eye 
for simplicity and sublime.  Despite this aspect, 
they are a real proof of the old, past times, 
which serve as a reminder of a long and great 
2000 years history of London jostling amongst 
the modern day “citadels” of finance, banking 
and law within the square mile. In the middle 
of this hectic chaos, the river is nothing more 
and nothing less than just an element meant to 
provide rest for people and habitat for various 
species. 

My body starts to feel the cold of an ending 
summer day. The dead leaves are on the avenue, 
releasing into the air the smell of the elapsing 
days. The serenity of the surrounding does not 

fit well with the brown tiny houses alongside 
the pathway, they stick out like a sore thumb. 
A mischievous squirrel is finding its own way 
to nowhere. One minute later I find myself 
analysing old stones and colourful pieces of 
glass along the river bank, following the squirrel. 
Holding an assortment of old glasses and 
stones makes me feel like staring at history, well 
preserved by Thames, the sole surviving witness 
of the olden days. I feel very tired, as if every 
single muscle inside me is fighting against my 
body. The weather is not helping me either. I sat 
down on the small pebble beach, admiring the 
city and the river, creating my own world where 
the main characters are the buildings in front of 
my eyes. 

It is simply amazing how the story of time is 
told very often by architecture. It can be noticed 
very clearly that glass makes the rules in terms 
of extravagant and uncommon constructions. 
A cocktail of past, present and future is all I 
can see at the moment. The humble medieval 
houses are almost vanished amongst the 
transparent mountain of mirrors. I blink. I 
blink. I blink and here I am, blinking again. The 
smell of smoked weed tells me that I am not 
completely alone in my imaginary universe. I 
ignore the olfactory senses for the time being. 
It’s London, the place on earth where the scent 
of weed is as common as the perfume of roses in 
Queen Mary’s garden. Nothing to worry about. 

I imagine myself at a station, standing on 
the platform, taking the train to my visionary 
world. The train is approaching, I step in, the 
doors are closing, and I am back. 

Servants wearing amber aprons are part of 
the past. Most of the time they are very quiet, 
shy and resigned. With memories in their 
pockets, they accepted the idea that their time of 
glory is gone. 

How can you not feel like a royal celebrity 
when the sun gives you the most incredible glow 

of all time? Yes, we are talking about the present 
now. The transparent cliff in front of me was 
once just a bunch of stones. How many tourists 
come to London to see the pebbles on the bank 
of the Thames? How many tourists visit this city 
to see the new architecture and all these colossal 
buildings? The only difference between the two 
elements is just a process of transformation. Just 
a process. You cannot be a piece of luminous 
glass if you were not a stone first. 

Mirrors everywhere and the myth of 
Narcissus experienced a reborn. The modern 
buildings reflect not only the sun, but their own 
personalities. Selfish, arrogant, proud, lost in a 
polished dimension, they are all a macro image 
of the son of the River God.  When the daylight 
touches the top point of each building you can 
barely see anything, except an accumulation of 
bright. The tall construction cannot be ignored. 
Can of Ham, Cheesegrater, Gherkin, Stealth 
Bomber and Walkie-Talkie. They have the entire 
attention of the tourists. Luckily, there are 
travellers too, not only tourists, so the servants 
can be silently admired as well. As we can see so 
far, the present is very illuminated. Maybe that’s 
not a coincidence, and maybe we should live and 
enjoy it more.

If in real life skeletons are the figure of 
a past, in my new world they represent the 
future. The cranes are decorating the whole 
landscape, as if someone dropped everything 
randomly from a plane. I cannot say that the 
high construction machines perfectly fit in the 
context but are part of something that does 
not exist yet. It might seem very annoying and 
disturbing for a contemplator, but the bunch of 
bones are placed there with a certain purpose, 
being part of the metamorphosis. Here is the 
genesis room where my characters are about 
to breath for the first time. Each skeleton is 
filled with muscle by well-trained architects, 
constructors and labours. A new sphere gets 
contour. It takes time, a lot of time, years and 
decades until the splendid imperfection wallows 
in the colourful society. 

Hushed and full of rainy days, the counsel 
of the last century, Tower Bridge, continues to 
breathe. His gasp brushes the surface of the 
Thames creating restless waves. Thus, the river is 
resurrected, back to life, and we have a sentinel 
between the north and the south. No matter 
how much glass surrounds him, his beauty and 

value will never be a shadow. Two towers, two 
eyes meant to observe each and every single 
detail of the society. From the most important 
person to the most insignificant stone by the 
river, he is never too tired to contemplate the 
variety of the picture. The iron ornaments give 
him a royal dignity, and the small crosses over 
his head makes me understand that he knows 
better than anyone what the definition of war 
is. Always with open arms, willing to restore the 
peace between the old and the new, he is the 
major link between the two worlds. 

No, this is not possible. It must be a 
mistake, an error in the system. Something went 
very wrong and I am not sure if the counsel 
can do something to fix the issue. My heart 
beats faster and faster, I feel sad, sorrowful and 
powerless. I close my eyes and all I can do is 
touch every single piece of glass with my inner 
eyes, hoping that my attention will hearten a 
little bit of his loneliness. There, deep inside, 
somewhere in the middle of yesterday a ranger 
rises, always ready to fight the battles inside him 
and to win the final war. Albert Camus tried to 
tell us something about the darkest fear of the 
century, but you never understand alienation 
properly until you feel its teeth tearing your 
body. 

‘What does not kill you makes you stronger.’ 
Is it so? I’d say that what does not kill you 
makes you wish you were dead. Too dark? Too 
depressive? How can it be otherwise when the 
glorious Shard is there alone by himself, being 
the strongest symbol of solitude. I ask myself 
thousands of questions. I want to know why. The 
bridge tells him old stories sometimes before 
sleep, and his desolation backs off. 

 The Shard might be all alone, born on 
the left side of the right-handed world, but 
he is the witness of the most interesting and 
dazzling stories that the city is seeing now. And 
if you ask me which is my favourite modern 
building of London, you can find the answer at 
the beginning of this paragraph, because the 
solitude paints his glass in the most original way.  

In the end, I don’t think it was a mistake. 
The great architects cannot be wrong. Every 
single character of my story belongs exactly 
where they were placed. Everything is there for a 
reason. To give us a lesson, or simply to provide 
us with enough imagination so that we can 
escape from the prison called reality. 



13

Servants, autocratic masters, merger 
creatures, a counsel and a ranger. That’s the 
world of my story. A world that might not make 
too much sense, but honestly, look around. 
What makes sense in this enormous chaos? 

A small drop of water clutches my cheek. I 
am confused. I cannot figure out if the Shard is 
crying or the small pearl is my own tear. Maybe, 
maybe the river was born out of tears. Sour, 
bitter tears which are the best remembrance that 
my characters are definitely alive. 

It’s not a tear that merges with my skin, just 
a cheerful rain drop playing around. The first 
step, second one, a few more stairs to climb and 
I am back to reality. I am still stuck in vain, half 
of me walking, the other half gives the ranger a 
warm hug. I find myself waiting on the platform, 
metropolitan line from Baker street. It’s peak 
hour and heaven knows how much I hate this 
aspect of the city. I have no choice. I don’t 
understand why, but for some reason I looked 
down to the black and dirty rails. As a part of 
the landscape, pretty hard to be noticed, three 
or four mice are running without any purpose 
on the sharp rocks between the lines. I feel 
disgusted and I try to look around. The image 
does not want to leave my brain. I try to think of 
something beautiful, useless. 

The train approaches, the doors open and 
sadly enough I realise that there is not much 
difference between what I saw earlier and what 
I see now. I wish I was wrong. It can’t be true. I 
hope it’s not true. No, it’s not true. We are more 
than that.
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Shiny lights
Paint the London nights
In red and white,
And it makes me think of home,
My Latvian colours,
That run deep in my veins.
Noises here and there
Fill the air,
And it makes me long for silence
Back at home.
But there’s some romance
In the busy scene; 
Always running and shouting,
London is living
With it’s chest turned out,
And people are so proud
To shout out loud,
That England is the best place
To get drunk off your face
And make love,
And sing, and dance, 
And to dare to take a chance
For a better tomorrow,
That will arrive with the sun
And take away the sorrow.

My thoughts are all over the place,
London, you scare me so much.
People silently judge on both ends
As I tremble and make my first steps.
In UK they will say I’m an immigrant,
A dirty Eastern-European, a schemer,
Whose only wish is to steal our jobs,
A lazy millennial without a purpose,
Who will ruin our country.
In Latvia they will call me a traitor,
A weak and lazy millennial,
Who is avoiding all of her problems,
She dreams to marry a Brit
And she thinks she’s better than the rest of us.
While in the end I’m a nobody,
I have no home - not here, not there;
I just have my words that need to be heard.
I’m just looking for somebody,
Who might be willing to listen
Without judging and pointing their fingers.
London, please, be kind to me!
I don’t intend to steal from you,
I’m not here to beg or protest,
I just want you to listen,
I just want you to be the home
For my words
And that’s all. 

He put his hands
Around her waist
And said so lovingly:
“I want my time with you.”
She put her hands
On his cold cheeks,
Looking deeply into his eyes,
As if looking for some sign,
That his words are true.
The clock struck midnight
And their trains
Were about to leave
Their separate ways.
He breathed in,
She breathed out,
And finally, words
Came running from her mouth,
Just like the seconds on the clock:
“And I want my time with you.”
The clock struck midnight
One last time,
The trains rattled away
And the couple in love
Froze in time together
Holding each other
Forever.  

*Inspired by the statue of the couple, “The 
Meeting Place”, at St. Pancras Station, 
London.

shiny lights

i want my  
time with you

the immigrant’s words

Poems by: Marta Kepite
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She was a good pleaser. 
She was a good smiler.
She was a good anything any woman was 
supposed to be good at.

But she was also a good something no one had 
ever thought she could be good at. She was a 
good man.

Emily Glass took out her exquisite leopard 
Manolo Blahniks, and without hesitation, 
chucked them in the dirtiest rubbish bin. After 
each swear word, a different jewel flew through 
the air, leaving the crowd located around the 
stage door, bemused. They were not sure if that 
was part of the production or not -although 
nobody could make any connection between 
that and Eliza Doolittle's story.
The pieces of embroidered linen that she was 
letting fall like dry leaves, never reach the floor 
-thank the voracious fans, capable of losing their 
teeth for the transcendental occasion.
Glass did not care. Anymore. 
The air seemed to be made of nothingness. It 
did not move. In her mind, everything became 
nothing all of a sudden. However, that was the 
most revealing moment of her entire life. 
"Emily! Emily, be reasonable! Emily!"
She ignored. She smiled. She ran. Her heart 
was drumming; on the verge of releasing cotton 
candy, pick & mix or any pretty coloury sweet 
she used to enjoy when she was a child.
Rain, puddles, dog shits... she was like running 
over pink clouds. 
Stop! Stop! Stop right here! Now! Yes, you. You! 
You! The reader. 
This is the exact moment where you have 
enough common-for-everybody-to-understand 
information, for me to start again, telling 
everything how I wish and wished to be known.
They were a good pleaser. 
They were a good smiler.
They were a good anything a woman was 
supposed to be good at.
But they were a good something no one had ever 
thought I could be good at. 
I was a good man. Too.
You can now imagine the rest. However, there is 
more, much.
Sometimes the form does not represent the 
content, or at least not as we are used to 
knowing things. I am happy. That day I felt 

what scientists say that babies feel when they 
are born. Everything. My crying was my laugh, 
though. So, I ran. I did not run away. I just ran.
Emily Glass stopped. Their bare feet were 
blacker than chocolate and redder than 
strawberries, puffier than meringue and clefter 
than cookies... They looked at them. They 
smiled. They ran.
Crowded streets became quiet suburbs, and 
these became a forest. 
A fresh and mystic fragrance wrapped them 
softer and stronger than anything else. That 
was the scenting gate into the unknown. They 
denuded the last pieces of someone else's 
identity while walking through the cottony 
shrubbery. 
They were finally there. There. Finally. Themself.
That river... The softness of the round stones 
was like a mother's caress for their feet. At the 
same time that they were recovering the breath, 
the water was losing its transparency to see the 
beauty of truth. Cold took another meaning: 
purification. 
Nude -exposed to their real mother- floated 
in the water while saying: "I know who I am. 
However, is that so important? I am here, now. 
What I do is what remains. But if no one sees 
my actions, does it mean they don't endure? I 
care no more. I am this, here, now, and forever." 
Their long blonde hair swam in slow motion 
untangling all the knots that 
expensive silver brushes would 
not do. Every single pore of 
the skin that was wide naively 
open before, closed like a wise 
shield. There were truth, wisdom 
and courage. All wrapped in a 
beautiful body full of healing 
scars.
"Emily!"
Tired of reasoning and 
embracing their final 
themselfness, Emily came out 
from the purifier stream with 
one thing in mind.
"What are you doing, Emily? 
Have you gone mad? Wash away 
that stupid smile, hide that 
disgusting prick and come back 
to do what you have to do!"
"From the deep of my heart, I 
wish you all the best."
His hand crossed the midair like 

themself
By: Arif Alfaraz

a whip, and not even the blood that came from 
their nose and lip erased the smile on their face.
"Stop smiling; you nature abortion!"
Now it was the other side of their face. Instead of 
scaring them, the rivers of red gold that ran all 
over their body, made them feel more alive than 
ever. They kept smiling.
"You'll not live out of this!"
However, this time, they stopped the slap. 
"I am Emily Glass, and I care no more."
They jumped back into the water, and he tried to 
do the same. All of a sudden, his clothes grabbed 
him, strangling his whole body. Never before 
had a Stuart Hughes been so heavy. A perfect 
murderer for an ideal obtuse. But not even an 
ignorant mind deserved to die, they thought. 
He did not know how to swim. They did. They 
helped. They smiled.
By the river shore, both bodies lied down 
looking at the sky. It took a while for their short 
and fast breaths to slow down. His eyes were 
flooded with pain and fear, and his mouth was 
like an earthquake about to break through the 
whole earth. They looked at him.
"I am, and I will be who I have always been, and 
that is beautiful." 
She kissed him and taking the deepest breath 
of her entire life, came back to the water, and 
disappeared from his glance ever after.
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A storm woke me up very early in the 
morning. I could say it was early as 
I couldn’t smell coffee, but the skies 

were already lit up. I stretched my arm towards 
the bedside table to get my watch and check 
the time, but I couldn’t find it. Maybe I left it in 
the bathroom yesterday. I heard thunder and 
heavy rain, splashing in the puddle that would 
always appear right under my window in such 
weather. I wanted to get up and look outside, 
but I couldn’t. As if there was something holding 
me back. I thought I still might have been 
dreaming, so I collapsed back in the sheets 
and waited consciously a couple of minutes. 
Meanwhile I contemplated the weather and its 
effects on human beings.

I found the traffic unusually busy. I thought 
that an accident must have happened nearby 
as I heard the cars going all the same direction. 
I heard sirens. Some of them had sirens. I 
wondered what was happening out there under 

my window. I strengthened my body and tried to 
get up, but I barely moved my head up. Maybe 
I was too weak, either in body, or in mind, or in 
both of them. Maybe I was still dreaming, but 
I wanted to check the time and look outside. I 
tried to reach the other side of the bed, but there 
was no other side of the bed. I was in a different 
bed. I opened my eyes and realised I was in 
hospital. Apparatus were looking at me how I 
was entangled in tubes. No coffee, no watch, 
sirens. Different puddle, different road, different 
view. At least I was still in London, I could smell 
it. Fish and chips and curry.

When I woke up again, the nurse was 
checking on me. She gauged my blood pressure 
and brought biscuits and milk, but I didn’t feel 
like drinking milk. Actually, I didn’t feel like 
eating at all. They said I fainted in my flat and 
that I was very lucky that my friend Frannie 
was worried about me and called a locksmith to 
break the door. I was spending a lot of time with 
Frannie recently. She’s been my best friend for 
years. After Marion left me, she’d call every day 
and Sundays she’d take me out to the markets 
to buy sourdough bread and some nice wine. 
She knew I had a thing for fresh bread and nice 
wine. 

‘Can I call Frannie, nurse?’ 
‘Sure. Your phone’s there in the table 

cupboard by your bed.’
I had a good time on the line, but as soon as 

I hung up, I felt like shit again. I missed Marion. 
I wanted her to come, but I know she wouldn’t.

After fifteen hospital dishes and various 
examinations, the doctors still didn’t know 
the reason of why I was so weak and dizzy, but 
they said I was definitely getting better. I also 
remembered how I fainted. I was reading a 
poetry collection that I found attached to the 

newspaper once. All wrapped up, cuddling the 
duvet, I suddenly felt somehow soul-less. I had 
to put the book down in the box under the bed 
where other books I didn’t want to read again 
rested. I felt pity to throw them away. A cloud of 
dust rose up from under my bed. I was about to 
get a glass of water, but instead I fell on the floor. 
I remember lying there for hours, half asleep, 
half awake, being afraid of staying there forever 
and not seeing Marion again.

On Sunday Frannie came over. She’d just 
been to the markets and brought me some 
sourdough bread and fresh apple juice. Oh how 
much I loved Frannie and the way she cared 
about me. She overheard the doctors saying 
that it seemed that I was intoxicated and that 
my level of serotonin was very low but they still 
didn’t know what the illness was exactly. I told 
Frannie I already wanted to go home, but she 
said I better stay for a couple more days, till the 
doctors knew what was really going on. Most of 
those days I spend reading and looking out the 
window. 

When I got bored of the window view, the 
nurse came around with a box of chocolates and 
told me that I was ready to go home. The doctor 
gauged my heart beat with the stethoscope for 
the last time and said I was in my whole sound, 
that there was nothing to worry about. I also 
got a report to read and keep. I packed all of 
my stuff in one of those boxes as they do in the 
movies when they’re fired and slowly walked 
out of the hospital. As I was waiting for my 
bus, I had a quick look at the report. I didn’t 
understand most of the stuff, but there was 
one thing that seemed very clear to me. One of 
the brackets said: Reason for hospitalisation - 
lovesick. I was love intoxicated. Well, at least it 
was nothing serious.

intoxicated
By: Daniela Kankova
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Jane Davenport had moved into the 
realm of big pants and had never felt 
happier. They were basically the big, 

soft cotton ones that snuggled in under her belly 
button, looked like pink sacks and could double 
as dusters.

A lot o’ wimen don’t put them on the 
washin’ line – did y’ ken that? 

There was a crumpled METRO on the seat 
beside her; it had clearly sneaked all the way 
from London and was making its way back. 
The pages were full of rubbish, certainly no 
news. There was an article that said - we Brits 
worked more hours than any other country in 
Europe and as a result, we’re knackered. Jane just 
wanted a man who stopped and breathed. There 
was such bliss in pauses and silence. When the 
world stops, we don’t stop living. She wanted 
the headlines to read, ‘It’s OK to STOP. And, 
it’s good to LOOK’. She preferred the man who 
had mellowed and didn’t care about whether 
she was in big pants or thongs. She’d thrown 
out her G-strings, got fed-up with the chaffing. 
The problem was, the only thing that warmed 
up Jane was hoovering and she bloody hated 
hoovering, hence her stairs are accumulating 
dust like her shelves collected books. 

We willnae gie y’ her date o’ birth because 
that’s jus’ numbers and Jane does nae like 
numbers. An’ we won’t tell you how long 
Jane’s been single f ’ because again – that’s jus’ 
numbers.

She looked out of the carriage window as 
the train pulled into London Bridge at the tile 
and slate roof tops and redundant but lovely 
chimneys: Lovely – because she loved real fires, 
the smell of burning wood and the hypnosis 
of flames accompanied by a good single malt 
whisky. The newish flats that had gone up in the 
last ten years looked like LEGO towers, housing 

LEGO people. Plastic. Robotic. She could have 
bought a property here in the nineties but just 
couldn’t bring herself to drink London water, 
breathe London fumes and be around so many 
people. 

London gave her a headache and that 
was just scratching the surface of it. There 
were so many ghosts. She couldn’t sit in a 
restaurant unless her back was to a wall and 
couldn’t drink in a pub unless the music and 
chat was outrageously loud. She got goose 
bumpsgoosebumps every time a glass slid along 
the bar on its own but it was just the water it 
was sitting on though. Wasn’t it? The thing is, 
she’d done that experiment and a glass didn’t 
always move. It had to be a ghost that moved it, 
one that was taking the mickey out of the sort 
of people who thought they knew everything. 
Once her glass of wine had knocked itself over 
when she was sitting at a table with friends and 
she was the only person who noticed. But people 
don’t see. 

Perhaps that’s because they don’t want t’ 
know aboot us. Anythin’ worth knowin’ aboot is 
hidden. Anyway, it gie her the perfect excuse t’ 
leave early.

Jane rummaged in her bag and brought 
out her stash of radishes. The British chilli, she 
thought to herself. After she’d munched six, she 
sneezed. Then as she searched her pockets for 
an elusive used hanky, she found herself looking 
up. At what and or for what reason she didn’t 
know.

Yet. 
Jane’s thoughts wandered as she thumbed 

through her ‘London A-Z’. She thought about 
London places. She wondered if there ever was 
a dead man in Deadman’s Place or an angel in 
Angel Court. . . Then she wonder about the 
Roman girl’s grave that was found during the 

construction of the gherkin and why she got to 
be on page 161 of ‘Secret London: An Unusual 
Guide’ and why the thousands of other teenagers 
who have died in London never got a mention 
– anywhere. The Roman girl’s epitaph read: - To 
the spirits of the dead the unknown young girl 
from Roman Lond— then she saw her. 

She was sitting in the very same carriage. 
Jane gawked at her and then realised that no one 
else had noticed. The girl looked at Jane. The 
train screeched along the tracks. White noise 
built up in Jane’s head like history repeating 
itself, like hundreds of years of accusations – 
‘She can see dead people. Witch!’ Everyone in 
the carriage turned to her, raised an arm and 
pointed their finger. Jane shrunk down in her 
seat. Just because you’ve all got normal nine-to-
five jobs in an office, there’s no need to point at 
anyone who’s, who’s a bit different, she thought.

Then, just like in a zombie movie, the 
commuters dropped their arms and went back 
to staring at their mobile phones. Jane looked 
across at the girl in the hope that she’d gone 
but she was closer to her now in the next row. 
Unwillingly, Jane found herself wondering how 
many ghosts there were in London. It was then 
that she noticed a sickly smell like incense. She 
sniffed the air, trying to work out what it was, to 
see where it took her and then she was off again. 
. . wondering if giants ever walked under Giant 
Arches Road, if William Blake ever saw angles 
in Peckham Rye, if there ever was a real falcon 
at Falcon Grove, if Elvis ever visited Elvis Road, 
if there were indeed a row of Elves on Elf Row or 
if, in fact there were ever any saints in London – 
in St Pancras, Saint this place or that place. She 
looked up out of her reverie and the dead girl 
was gone.

At least she wouldn’t have to get on the 
underground, Jane thought. When she was 
younger, she always got lost. In those days, 
she had wanted to scream her confusion to 
everyone. How was she meant to know which 
way she was going? What was West and East, 
was that right or left, North and South? Then 
she’d have to get off when she realised she was 
going in the wrong direction (again) and change 
platforms. Jane breathed deeply, London made 
her feel sick. 

Today, she was on a pilgrimage to 
Davenports Magic Shop. Why? Because it’s all 
in the name. At least that’s what she told her 
friends but actually she was going to see if she 

could find something... A clue. A suggestion of 
something else. A mystery. 

She needed a bit o’ that. T’ be honest, she 
jus’ needed a distraction. When we asked her, 
whit secrets she’s takin’ to the grave - she told 
us t’ get lost. Instead, she’d explained t’ us that 
she w’s very intuitive, clairvoyant because these 
were safer words t’ use than psychic. Heaven 
forbid - she w’s given that label. She thought o’ 
herself like a linen cupboard wi’ all her secrets 
folded. There are nae colourful surprises or 
expensive bed linen in her cupboard but a 
heck o’ a lot o’ STUFF. She should really purge 
it, share it wi’ friends an’ drop it off in charity 
shops. 

Jane had moved seats on the train three 
times but she couldn’t care less if she looked 
like a nutter. A suited man in the seat in front 
of her had been listening to really loud Drum 
‘n Bass on his headphones but she couldn’t 
hear it properly— that was just frustrating! She 
moved away from him. Then the sun came out, 
a natural strobe light, flashed on her novel like 
a nineties’ acid memory and she felt like she 
was about to do robot arms, not that she ever 
did robot arms but that’s what the memory 
felt like, as if it had happened to somebody 
else. She moved seats again. Then when the 
train had pulled into Sevenoaks, she spotted a 
weirdo - not like her but proper. He was about 
her age, stooped with a stick and tinted glasses. 

Wh’t is it abou’ tinted glasses? 
And she’d heard our chorus of ‘NOs’ 

which reaffirmed her intuition and sure 
enough, he came and sat next to her. His eyes 
kept moving sideways, his head didn’t move 
but she could see his eyes, fidgeting in her 
direction and he never sat all the way round in 
his seat – as if he knew, that she knew. It was 
all too much. She’d said, excuse me and chose a 
seat in the same carriage.

 She walked onwards through the crowds 
until a little voice inside her head told her to 
stop and she knew she’d missed the entrance 
to The Davenports Magic Shop. She reversed 
along the pavement. A strip light in the ceiling 
flickered as Jane descended the steps to the 
underground arcade. Above her a billboard 
announced, TO THE SUBWAY SHOPPING 
AREA, Mad . . .  Fancy Dress, Fitness, MAGIC. 
Jane looked back over her shoulder to glimpse 
the street with its buses and people and to 
reassure herself that this was the way out. To 

 a far cry from 
the scottish hills

By: Pauline Davenport
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her left was a shop selling fitness equipment 
and in front was an array of closed shops, 
boarded-up fronts and filthy windows. Most 
arcades had money poured into them to make 
them enticing and shiny. This subway had been 
forgotten about in a town planning filing cabinet 
in the 1980s. There were two spots on the floor 
where homeless people had left cardboard, a 
nightlight, shoes and pieces of clothing. 

 Her eyes registered mannequins in 
Hallowe’en fancy dress. This shop front and drab 
environment appeared far too deserving of each 
other: There was a male mannequin in a nun’s 
habit, a white dress on another was covered 
in blood, a headless anomaly in a black cloak, 
a screaming Trump mask and a crap-looking 
witch. All of which made a corny prerequisite 
for the magic shop and to finish off the tableaux, 
she spotted a stash of plastic canes with skulls 
in top hats that looked like Baron Samedi 
throwaways from ‘Live and Let Die’.

She saw the Davenport shop to her right 
and cautiously walked towards it. The three 
large windows displayed magic posters and 
memorabilia, she took photos of the first two 
windows but not the last because a man lay on 
the floor in a sleeping bag. 

Inside the shop, were red glass cabinets 
with Magic Rabbit boxes, Candle Through 

Arm boxes, playing cards, Take My Word For It 
Sponges, Appearing Canes, clown shoes, Chop 
Cups and Magic Linking Rings. The books, 
posters and DVDs created a modern library of 
magic: Houdini, Black Magic, The Science of 
Magic, Changeling ODO and Spirit Theatre . . . 
Her mind wandered to what was invisible. 

T’ us and the Others.  M’ybe she widn’t 
find wh’t she w’s lookin’ f ’ in here, maybe it w’s 
already wi’ her. 

A man in a black t-shirt and short red hair 
came out from a door at the back of the shop. 

“Hi,” said Jane. “I’m doing some research. 
Do I have your permission to take photographs?”

“Sure,” he replied.  
“My married name was Davenport,” she 

said. “But I’m not related to thee Davenports.”
A second man appeared looking like an 

extra from a Harry Potter film, with a knitted 
Fairisle tank top, a black corduroy jacket and a 
small gold stud on his lapel. 

Instead of taking note of what was actually 
in the cabinets, Jane clicked away on her camera 
because she was thinking about her maiden 
name and what she had inherited. Her father’s 
name was from Wales and she knew there were 
witches lurking down that line in the darkness 
of time. On her maternal side there was 
Spiritualism and attempted suicides.

What hope has she really?
 Something strange 

happens when you lose a 
parent, Jane thought to herself; 
there is grief coupled with 
confusion. Even if you know 
it’s going to happen, it’s still 
terrible - that experience of 
grief and you have to cradle 
it in your arms and bundle it 
around like a child carrying 
a pillow but eventually, you 
want to beat the shit out of 
the pillow but that’s the pillow 
you have to carry everywhere 
you go. Jane’s arms ached for 
years. She could hardly sleep 
for the pain. The pillow that she 
carried became such a burden. 
Then the two emotions became 
animated as though they 
needed a release and actually, 
they got fed-up of her bundling 
them around. So, she threw 

the whole damn grief thing away and then the 
next thing that happened was, the floodgates 
of memory opened. Until then her memories 
were prevented by tiredness but with these 
memories, she started processing, or at least 
trying her very hardest to make sense of her 
life and what her dad meant to her. 

She caught a vague reflection in one of 
the glass cabinets. She looked tired. She felt 
her baggage, her excuses and get-out-clauses. 
She used her get-out-clause superbly to avoid 
detection, feeling or conflict. She thought of 
her own disappearing acts. 

Classy. 
Her mind whirled until she saw herself 

as a little girl standing in the garden feeling 
overwhelmed at the enormity of life, the 
profusion of experiences, of hearing things 
that others didn’t and of feelings; of not 
being good enough, of not getting enough 
reassurance. She’s still standing there, thought 
Jane, simultaneously forty-something and 
five, head lowered, unable to move forward or 
grow-up. 

 The best run she’d ever had was after 
a trip to Switzerland. She was staying in the 
spare room of her friend’s house and she saw 
an impression of a girl in the room and she 
could hear her speak. She was sleeping in her 
friend’s sister’s room who had committed 
suicide. Apparently, Switzerland had the 
second highest suicide rates after Japan. When 
she’d returned to Scotland, she was so happy 
to be home, she put on her best trainers and 
went running up the hills. She was fearless, 
jumping along sheep paths past the bracken 
and gorse bushes and returned home elated. 
But when she walked into the back garden 
her dad said to her, with as much disgust as 
something that had crawled out of a drain, 
“Why don’t you get a job?” He was standing in 
the garden with a cigarette and a coffee. Yup 
– he had a knack of ruining every beautiful 
moment, every up and bring her down so that 
she stayed, down. 

Then she remembered one friend who 
was physically abused. She would take the 
beatings so that her brothers didn’t. When her 
dad died her friend said, “He’s finally released 
me. I can be myself.” Jane wanted to warn her 
friend that ironically, that freedom came at 
a huge cost. Jane’s friend was in hospital for 
months. 

But what Jane realised (that no one ever 
says) is that death can be liberating. Stuff, and 
it is just stuff, that’s been holding you down 
your entire life lifts: One part of you is in crisis 
but the other part is cruising so high that you 
need someone to pull you down by your feet. 
They had all known dad would die. He’d fought 
cancer for years but the knowing and waiting 
was agonising. The night he died, they all knew 
in their hearts it was going to happen. They were 
at home and Jane’s mum was in the hospice. She 
had been ringing the landline but Jane hadn’t 
heard it ringing. Jane was woken up by her dad 
saying her name as clear as if he was in the room 
with her. 

Then Jane thought to herself that when 
people have a terminal illness, they are not 
morbid but by-God do they have regrets. Sacks 
full. 

Don’t ever be fooled by the celebrity who 
tells you they h’ve nae regrets, they’re nae being 
honest wi’ thems’lves. 

The truth is, people experience relief that 
they won’t have to hide their secrets any longer. 

C’n you feel that? 
Their secrets are safe now and only God 

will judge them, thank goodness it’s not family 
and friends. When her mind came back into the 
room, one of the men behind the counter was 
laying cards face down on a black mat.

“Are you going to do something?” asked 
Jane.

Suddenly awkward, the man gurgled 
something inaudible and then said, “I, I could.”

She looked away so that he wouldn’t feel 
embarrassed and when she turned back, he was 
holding four silver rings. She watched as the 
individual rings became magically linked into 
two pairs and then both sets became one chain.

“Amazing,” she said. She was stunned. How 
was that possible? 

On the train home, Jane sat next to the 
window, listened to a podcast on her phone 
and hoped that no one would plonk themselves 
beside her. At Waterloo East, a bearded man 
sunk into the seat next to her. He got out his 
mobile and started to watch something. Jane 
thanked God he was normal, for it wasn’t just 
London that was exhausting - it was getting 
there.
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Is it time to stretch yet?
I need to get out of this head
It’s been a while 
Since I felt at home
In my own bones

I keep forgetting what I look like
Every morning in the mirror
A stranger stares back at me
Through the wormhole

It’s nice to meet you

For a drifter there is only one rule of thumb:
“Everything is temporary”
On the contrary,
I’ve been with myself from the start

Someone gets lost on their way 
home from a party and ends
Up in nineteen seventy-four
Somehow,
I feel like all this has happened before

1 Sept 18

Been living this life
Like there’s endless time to bide
I don’t remember like I used to
Yesterday is out with last week’s trash

Memories of glass hold my self
And gather dust on a neglected shelf
Day in and day out
I wake up in the same body,
Ponder thoughts in the same brain
One by one my cells slowly leave me
But for all intents, all purposes
I remain the same

In this quest to be more present I’ve left 
myself in grains of sand
Scattered in the past
Only to be forgotten when the tide rises 
again

16 Aug 18

When dusk falls, the basin empties
A lone swimmer straggles and leaves
Solitary splashes for the night’s symphony

Somewhere in the distance the big smoke 
roars
Winds carry in commotion
From the city of constant chaos

Here in open isolation
Souls stroll slow
Safe in the shadows
Where today ends and
Tomorrow is yet to begin

Then the symphonies stop,
As the sun starts to show his face
And the birds sing their morning salute

When dawn rises
The early worm strives
To make it through the day alive

24 Jul 18

snippets of summer

The prison of mankind is the mind
This is the only space where time exists 
If I had any super power I'd make it stop
Just for this second
Just for this now
Where the moon looks luminescent
And just for this moment
When I remember that I am simply being
Consciously breathing

And though sometimes I want to break my 
chains
Live perfect moments permanently
How could I ever appreciate a timeless 
dream,
While trapped in one perfect moment
Of a reality that's just bound to rot
I don't want to live in a world when the sun 
never rises

1 August 18
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I woke up in a city. I’ve been trying to control my dreams. I spend my 
nights drenched in light & strange noises. The city is a brutal child. My 

love for it is always leaving, but nothing can protect me from what I 
want. My name is not what it used to be. When I was a baby, my parents 

bet on a baseball game and whoever one got to name me. It only took 
me 22 years, 45 minutes and $116 dollars at the courthouse to wipe that 
name clean off me. The only way to protect the future is to let go of it. 

It’s London. It’s 2018. Men are feminists now and who doesn’t love a good 
Pride parade? My friends don’t get married because we don’t believe in 

gay rights (at least not the ones the government has to offer). My friends 
wear lipstick and play in bands. I can’t imagine a world without trans 
people. My mom always said my empathy was a curse. There are boys 

from 8 years ago who still don’t know what they did to me. I found a new 
wound buried like a bone in the backyard of my body. There is a life to 

be made me here. I wasn’t born in the city, but now it has its claws in me. 
As a child, I learned how to bang my fists against the sky. As a child, I 

learned how to skin rabbits without crying. As a child, my needs slowly 
decomposed. I’m from a place where the thunderstorms are rare and 

the heat of July rolls on top of you. My sex life is a hatch I built to keep 
myself safe from the people who want to destroy me. I’ve been angry for 
weeks now. I’ve been trying to control my dreams. I’ve been dreaming 
terrible things. Dreams where I’m forced to give my ex a haircut that 
looks exactly like my own. Dreams where I try to listen to a mix tape 

from high school, but someone has recorded over it with the voices of 
all the people I’ve ever disappointed airing their pain in great detail. In 

my dreams, I keep going to therapy and drinking the same black tea 
from the mug with multicolored birds on it.  I keep imagining what it 

would be like to roll around with my therapist in a palace of pillows high 
on MDMA. I want to feel the cactus of his scratchy chin jolt the place 
where my heart lives. When I was born, I was cursed. I was so unlike 

you it scared you. I failed everyone but myself. It was painful to watch. 
Like watching a lemon rot into a new blue planet. A place where many-

bodied people speak to me in light and color. Where the code of my 
blood is hammered into the soil. Where subterranean gentleness gathers 
in the space obliterated by pain. An arcade of love. A single seed. A bolt 
of green lightning strikes the ground. One minute the size of a lifetime. 

A thousand nail-polish bottles exploding in the sun all at one. Come over 
and hold me while the world catches up.

tempmerature 
change
By: Mud Howard
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I sold you some false socks
but in fairness you took them.

You liked to wear them to school.
But then you’d accuse me of sabotaging 

you
when the metal cut the floorboards

and the screws came loose.
 

I forgave your scorn 
though I’ve never recovered

from the time that you hit me over the 
head

with the house that you bought from me,
or the time I sat on your goldfish

The glacier’s melting is millennia old. 
And still it melts,

sending its inhabitants downstream
to where the valley has words.

Conspirators gather to breath in the present.
A barman peers from his cave of hanging champagne flutes 

and beer taps. Hard-won badges of local pride
still hiked against the soiled residue of industry.

From high, an empty glass falls, turns, 
reflects a thousand images of itself for the last time.

A pile of glass is swept whole again; 
the lost fragments shine a defunct currency. 

National Park

capitalismCoffee

I am drinking coffee without you, 
brother.
Where am I?
I am on a street somewhere. It's now.
Everything around me drips with coffee.
The whole of the city is seeped in it.
My blood is two parts coffee.

Long in the future, 
     with this particular constellation of       
        empire gone
           someone cracks open a coffee bean                
               and dies from all the heartbreak       
                    we have concealed in it

Poems by: Simon Bracken
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My sister’s grandson disappeared 
about a year ago, because the 
universe is an utter bastard. They 

said he was last seen in Tulsa, Oklahoma and 
my sister’s first instinct was to ask, “Where’s 
Tulsa and what the ever loving shit was he 
doing there?” but really I’m fucked if I know. 
She got married young and had kids young and 
got a divorce young and her daughter had kids 
young and skipped the rest, so at the tender 
ages of fifty-something, thirty-something and 
seventeen respectively, my sister’s daughter’s son 
disappeared about a year ago somewhere near 
Tulsa, Oklahoma.

The local police waited a month before 
telling us that wherever he was, he likely 
ain’t breathin’ much no mo’. In these United 
Kingdoms, however, we’re far more considered 
in our estimates, so it takes seven years for a 
missing person to be presumed dead. In March 
2013 the somewhat morbid Presumption of 
Death act was passed, which means that my 
sister’s daughter’s son’s mother can apply to 
the High Court to have him declared dead 
before seven years are up. She can walk into a 
courtroom, face down the wigs and say, “I want 
you to tell me my son is dead.” How about that.

She’s been inconsolable, of course. How 
could you expect the young mother of her 
eldest young boy to be okay with him leaving 
for the States and never coming back, having 
disappeared in Tulsa, Oklahoma? He only left a 
few weeks before with two of his friends, both 
older. They talked a lot of talk about going 
on a big American road trip to find some big 
American girls. I could’ve sworn the three of 
them were just fucking each other, but hey, what 
do I know. Anyway, his buddies went missing 
too. They planned to take the 70 from St Louis 
all the way through to Denver, but from the 
map the police found in their rental it seems 

they changed their minds at the last minute and 
headed for Albuquerque. Presumably someone 
told them it was worth the detour. We all knew 
they were really headed for Vegas. They were just 
stopping over for the night in Tulsa, then some 
hick saw them walking into Osage County and 
that was it. 

One of them, the eldest, 20s, blond, narrow 
shoulders and a firm arse, turned up two weeks 
later, but he wouldn’t say a word. Just kept 
blubbering and blubbering until his old man 
gave in and sent him to rehab. It had to be drugs, 
they said. They all said. It has to be drugs, they 
said, and that’s why they walked into the woods 
and that’s he blubbers and that’s why the other 
two never came back and that’s why marijuana's 
bad for our fair state and its wholesome people 
and it’s because they were British and Jesus 
doesn’t like socialists. The one thing we could 
agree on was that they were wrong. His mother 
said, “Not my little boy, he’d never take drugs,” 
and her mother said, “He’d better bloody not 
have,” and her brother said, “Weed can’t fuck you 
up that badly,” because I’ve seen Trainspotting 
and I know about drugs.

My sister was also inconsolable. Not grief-
stricken, not angry, not even upset. My sister 
is a hard woman - hard and spiky. She’d be 
like a hawthorn bush if it didn’t get pretty red 
berries in winter. You could drown your conker 
in vinegar or bake it in a furnace or paint a 
stone to look like a conker and she’d still beat 
you. No, she’s never needed anything from 
anyone, especially not me. So when my sister’s 
grandson went missing about a year ago in Tulsa, 
Oklahoma she was inconsolable, because she 
didn’t need to be consoled. I was inconsolable 
too. It took me a while to work out what it was 
and I really have become more self aware this 
year as a result, but I think I just don’t care. 
Even that’s not quite right; you’d think to say, “I 

don’t care,” means you don’t care, but it actually 
means you care enough to say, “I don’t care,” 
which suggests you care just a little bit. Saying 
it indicates you harbour some sort of emotion 
about it and I’ve been struggling to find either 
that emotion or the words to express not having 
it. I think perhaps I’m indifferent. I never saw 
much of him; when I did he never spoke to me 
and I never spoke to him and that was fine. So 
now that he’s not here my own life is really not 
that different. It’s in-different. I’m indifferent. 
My sister’s daughter’s son went missing 
about a year ago in Tulsa, Oklahoma and I’m 
inconsolably indifferent.

I never went to America. Everyone told 
me, “You should go! You’ll love it there.” Friends 
from the other side of the pond told me, which 
was sweet; friends from this side of the pond 
told me, which actually felt a bit insulting; even 
my own mother told me. Eventually the love 
of my life told me I should see America, but it 
wasn’t the right time for me, so he went alone. 
The only people who wanted me to stay here 
were my sister and myself. I may have wanted 
that out of fear, but I’m not naive enough to 
suggest it had nothing to do with my sister. All 
my best opinions come from her. She would say, 
outfitted head-to-toe in Primani and with a face 
beat for the dogs, “It’s tacky. There’s no history 
there, nothing real. The roads are straight and so 
are the people.”

I rarely argue out of any genuine feeling, 
rather from a contrary attitude, so I told her, 
“Roman roads are straight, but they seemed to 
have fun.”

And she replied, “That’s different, they were 
Italian.”

That’s how she sees the world and so that’s 
how I see the world and anyway I’m very happy 
here in London. London with its busyness 
and its curved roads and its oldness. London 
with its endless clean streets of identical chain 
restaurants with identical people shackled to 
identical tables. London with its innumerable 
individual old heroes commemorated by 
innumerable identical blue and green plaques. 
London, where people care more about time 
than about people and since time is money, 
care more about money than about people. 
Two-faced London, with one pristine, lacquered 
with makeup for the tourists and the other 
underground, staring blankly at Londoners. It’s 
just as tacky as America and we share most of 

my sister’s grandson is missing in 
oaklahoma

By: Dale Hall

the same history, but it’s real. It’s cold and grey 
and awful, but it’s real and I’m happy with that.

Still, it’s amazing what an instagram filter 
can do in the autumn, so right now London’s 
on fire. Without your instagram goggles it’s still 
grey, just with a lot of brown, but which of us 
can honestly say we haven’t had our eyes fitted 
with Valencia or Amaro or Clarendon options by 
now. Although Christmas is approaching fast, 
Amaro still makes London warm. I’m surprised 
to see it, though, because this year either 
Christmas is early or autumn is late. There’s 
something distinctly disquieting in seeing a 
tree in Valencia-fire beside a fake snowman, or 
a pile of Juno-fire leaves around a taxidermy 
polar bear. There was a taxidermy polar bear 
at the end of my road until about a week ago. 
They had to take it down. The fact of the matter 
is a taxidermy polar bear is all well and good 
until it falls over or comes to life and crushes an 
old couple from Eastbourne. I suppose it must 
have been the first time in three years that I 
had seen Mum and Roger; certainly it was the 
first time they’d been to my house. Mum’s fine 
- shaken a little physically and a lot mentally, 
but she’s about as fit as an eighty-three year old 
can be. She’s always been extremely tough of 
body, presumably to compensate for her mind. 
Roger wasn’t so lucky - he had a slipped disk a 
few months before, so his sciatica flared up, but 
he also managed to pick up pneumonia when 
he was lying on the ground. Only Roger could 
manage that; picking up a disease off the street 
in less than half an hour for next to nothing.

So it seems likely Mum will be burying 
a fourth husband after all. Part of the reason 
she went for him was that he’s fourteen years 
younger than her. Who dies at sixty-nine in this 
day and age? Other than Bowie. And Rickman. 
And Gaddafi and Saddam Hussein. Well Roger’s 
preparing to join the sixty-nine club, which 
is supposed to be like the twenty-seven club, 
but sounds a little too much like the mile-high 
club, which actually is perfect for Roger. I don’t 
dislike the man, he just exudes the impression 
of a creepy sixties music executive, which makes 
him really hard to like, which I suppose I don’t. I 
don’t care about him, or, at least, I’m indifferent.

His age is difficult to be indifferent about. 
It’s hard to argue that a younger man wasn’t a 
relatively sound investment for an eighty-three 
year old woman, but being a whole fourteen 
years younger than her, he was also only fourteen 



years older than my sister and I. I never really 
noticed until she, outfitted in a black high-street 
trouser suit and with a large hat to suggest she 
was happy for the newlyweds, said to me, “Don’t 
you find it odd that he’s so much younger than 
Dad? And her?”

To which I replied that I hadn’t really 
thought about it and she said, somewhat 
acrimoniously, “You never do.”

So I tried thinking about it and of course 
she was right. In fact, I can’t think of a time she 
hasn’t been right. In half a century and a bit, 
even together in the womb, I reckon it would be 
accurate to say she’s never been wrong. I think 
that might be what I love most about her. She’s 
hard and unforgiving, she didn’t cry when Dad 
died or when her grandson went missing or on 
any of the nights her daughter wailed into her 
lap. She didn’t cry when her husband ran off 
with a woman younger than their daughter. I say 
ran, his left leg was shorter than his right, so he 
tended to limp in a pained, irritating way, as if 
his abject suffering made him holier-than-thou. 
She didn’t cry when she found out he caught a 
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tropical disease in Guadalajara or when he 
died a few weeks later in Ramsgate. 

What I love most about my sister is her 
reliability, her consistency. The only time 
I saw her shed a tear was when my lover 
moved to America and I sat beside her, 
dry-eyed, pushing my thumbnail into the 
textured wallpaper of her front room and 
watching the indentation remain.

I suppose I might be the only person 
she’s shown softness to, but then she’s the 
only person I’m not indifferent about. We’re 
two peas in a large, otherwise empty pod. 
Two babes in a single womb who only care 
about each other, and even then only a little. 
So when my sister’s grandson went missing 
about a year ago in Tulsa, Oklahoma, she 
didn’t need consoling, but I was there. 
Indifferent, but there. And now, while 
London’s Valencia-burning, Roger’s on his 
early death-bed and Mum’s inconsolable, 
preparing for widowhood again, my sister 
and I are there. Hard and indifferent, but 
there.


