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Letter from the Editor
Dear Readers,

Once upon a time, I used to think that if a literary work had big vocabulary and was
difficult to understand, then it must be good. It was above me, written for a club in
which I wasn’t a member. Poor 16 year old me didn’t stop to question whether the
piece was self-aware or unnecessarily jumbled, because you don’t become a member
of the club by asking questions.
So who made up that rule? And why did I believe it? And why do so many people
write in a voice that is not their own?
Peacheslitmag was founded on the belief that great poetry (and all art for that
matter), should be for everyone. That does not mean dumbing itself down, but rather
to stop the cult-like mentality that art is only for a certain kind of person. There are
holes in the idea that writers only become writers through fancy workshops or
college degrees. Or that the average person doesn’t read or have creative ideas. I
don’t pretend that Peaches will fill that hole completely, but it can be a part of a
movement that challenges an academic hierarchy that had been known to hinder
creativity.
So what does it mean to push the boundaries? Where can we go that we haven’t
already gone? Sex doesn’t shock us anymore, and neither does crack house fiction.
As an editor, I hope to be shocked by innovative writing, regardless of the subject
matter.
I am proud to write that in this inaugural issue, I get the chance to publish a group of
writers and artists that have shocked me with their fearlessness and willingness to
play. Whether that means being innovative with their use of syntax, quest for truth or
refreshing clarity, they are the heroes that are changing the literary world as the 16
year old me knew it.
Thanks for reading,

Pull Back the Lever

Shayna Klee
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Pull Back The Lever
My mouth is a slot machine for bugs; when they crawl inside, it triggers a
dream.
In climbs a house centipede. I am undisturbed by the occurrence. In my
slumber, my dad goes from changing light bulbs in the basement to smashing the
hundred-legged hunters. He smashes them against the wall with a binder.
The next night, in climbs a ladybug. And another. And then another. I go in
and out. I’m in the backyard with my grandpa. He swats away ladybugs trying to
fly into his ears.
Next night, pull back the lever. A chocolatey coin? No, a brown recluse.
As I’m preparing dinner, a multitude of arachnids gracefully fall from the ceiling.
The pan of boiling pasta becomes a thick, tangled web mess.
Two weeks later, my luck remains unchanged. I am never full.

-Emily Walling
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Interview
Tell me about your past.
Excuse me…a text….
I am sorry, what did you say?
She sounds intriguing.
Don’t you love this brie?
My father and I are close.
“Yeah, man…I’ll be there!”
Sorry, man, just a buddy….
Did you smoke? Just kidding.
I’m looking for a job.
How do you like the mocha?
They have great pastries, here.
Geez, man…what happened.
Then what…hang on.
Sorry, man, another text…
Hang on…be right back.
Sorry, man…about your wife.
Can you believe the shit, today?
Bachelor and bachelorette crap…
Television stuff. Trite shit.
Have you ever tried “E”?
E? You don’t smoke…
And, then, what happened?
What was her name?
(laughing)…sure you have.
Sorry…gotta answer this.
That was my wife, sorry.
…Wait a minute! Naked?
Geez, man, that’s weird.
That’s weird…not the cancer.
Hey, you’re stealin’ my words!
What else can you tell me?
Gotta answer this…hang on.
I’m sorry…what?
Who?
So, what’re you doing, now?
This has been great!

I am known for things
and I knew her child.
She was a kaleidoscope.
My grandmother spanked me.
Father was a stranger.
We moved around a lot.
I used to drag cars.
Then, I moved to making bongs.
Never inhaled, but ate it.
After Nam, it was hard.
Good…I couldn’t find work.
I was hit, head-on, when I was 24.
A car hit me, head-on.
My kid was killed, but I was OK.
My wife left me, after that.
I took up painting. It was good.
Oh, that’s OK. I like Pollock.
What do you mean?
Not sure what you mean.
I’m glad they legalized pot.
I was smoking it, every day.
…pot, man? Where are you?
Well, I met a good woman.
I’ve met a lot of good women…
Never made a bunch of money.
No problem….
It was lying naked on the playa…
Yeah. I was at home.
And, then, I had some cancer.
Size of a grapefruit. Gnarly.
(laughing)…I’m alive.
I never married.
But, I wish I had.
I wish I had married her.
That woman…can’t remember…
She was so pretty. Nothing.
Yeah.

-Brad Garber
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ECT (Can You Hear Me Major Tom?)

According to this study published in Science, we don’t like to think. Or, we don’t
like to think while doing nothing. Or, perhaps I should say, we don’t like the sort
of thinking we do while doing nothing. Nevertheless, when subjects (who had
access to a shock button) were required to sit with nothing to do in a nonstimulating room 67% of the males and 25% of the females chose to administer
themselves a mild electric shock. I’m wondering why such a significant
percentage of people would choose to do such a thing. Why pain (though mild
pain) over nothing but one’s own thoughts? I suppose one’s thoughts could
simply be dull in comparison to the usual distractions close at hand. I suppose
one’s thoughts could be painful, more painful, in fact, than the mild electric
shock self-administered. But I’m thinking that the problem is not so much the
painfulness of the thoughts, but the fear of nothing. I’m thinking that the problem
is the fear of crossing over that threshold, of crossing the line into the flat black
stillness where one cannot possibly even consider self-administering a mild
shock, where one can only hope (if hope is still possible) that someone else will
administer the shock for her.

-Nettie Farris
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By Michael Prihoda
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Green Tea Ice Cream Stockings
(After Charles Harper Webb)

They’ve cleared garbage from the sidewalk
where we once crumpled together outside a
wooden backstage door, where you eased out of
stockings colored like green tea ice cream.
Distant sirens remain, but rusty wrought-iron bars
now shroud the door.
A thousand cops wouldn’t have stopped us that night,
when we melted in a dark public soiree, surrounded by
cigarette butts and discarded nightclub litter, as
we launched into a kinetic sculptural exchange.
I should have bottled a sample of liquids, a reduction
of everything you supplied, so I could refresh my taste buds
at any moment. I wanted those stockings for a moisturizer,
for an aftershave towelette.
Only tidbits linger: that muffled nightclub stereo we
heard from behind the door, your sparse raven hue of
secret hair, those green-tea-ice-cream stockings,
and our bikes chained together to a streetlight
that bathed us in subtle moving reflections.
Let me say we stayed up all night.
Let me say I was on a sugar high.
Let me say I’m now starving for green tea ice cream,
your olfactory aperitif, cutting and melding
with dank urban chaos, here by that wooden
door, where your stockings will always emerge.

-Gary Singh
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Painting by Ira Joel Haber
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Minding My Feet in the Eye of the Storm
I - Zemblanity
(Late February 2014)
I have become my daydreams. Trouble is no longer something I have to look for – it’s
always within reach, exactly when I want it. There is no more “maybe” in my life, just the
inevitability that I will do whatever it takes to find myself and the overwhelming exhilaration
that ensues. Anxiety and fear are toxic former friends that no longer manifest themselves in my
increasingly preoccupied mind. I am happy.
It has become increasingly apparent to me that guardian angels come in pairs, and the
ones who used to keep me grounded have been slipping away – one by choice, it seems, and the
other against both of our wills. I have since been flanked by two new angels, neither of whom are
guardians, and both of whom are falling from grace – one by choice, it seems, and the other
against both of our wills.
The first sets me free on windy days. I need to mind which way the breeze decides to
carry her sometimes, because I know she will be taking me wherever she goes. She presses red
ghosts to my lips and it makes me sick, adding to the fluid already accumulating in my throat.
We are both sick, it turns out. She is teaching me that it will remedy itself over time.
Occasionally, I cough up the ashes of who I once was, and according to her this is a sign that I’ll
be okay. She doesn’t trust most doctors and neither should I. She doesn’t trust very many people
at all, now that I think about it.
The other one likes to spread her wings on tile floors and watch them grow sticky and
grimy. Apparently, this is her idea of fun. It could be the alleged chemical imbalance in her
brain, or the discordant songs she listens to, but I think she was born to concern people. As much
as she insists she is only pawing at the dirt beneath her feet to remind herself of what is real, the
shallow pocket beneath the toe of her boot looks more like a grave to me.
It is in my nature to find little sisters in many of the friends that I meet. One of them
reminds me of myself – she thinks she’s empty and needs to be filled up with something. Try as I
may to give her solid advice, the words that come out of my mouth are frantic and muddled. I
should be telling her to drink more water because it is good for her, to never get herself into
positions where she is running away from somebody because that would imply she had done
something wrong, to lick her pinky and test the wind because she is so small that she may get
blown away. Instead, I tell her what I wish I had told myself, and it has done her no good.
When I grieve, it is for casualties that are beyond my control. When I yearn, it is for
people and things which I am not entitled to. When I write, however, it is for the experiences I
have earned and for the person I deserve to become. Is this what I wanted? Yes. Is this more than
I bargained for? Yes. Do I regret diving headfirst into a life that leaves me in beautiful shambles?
Of course I don’t.

-Serena Devi
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Illustration by Meredith Bardo
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The Occultist
About a year ago, the universe told me to quit my job. I hated my job, but I
needed the money to pay my bills. The universe didn’t care about that. It just said,
“Quit and be happy.”
So I quit and became broke. Then I became despondent. Then I started
drinking a lot.
One gloomy afternoon I found myself sitting on my kitchen floor staring out
the window, asking for the universe to give me further advice, when just at that
moment the clouds opened up, letting the sun pour through the glass and warm my
face. I was happy the universe was speaking to me again.
The next thing I saw was a cloud in the shape of a Roman chariot. At first I
thought the universe was telling me that I should be an actor like Charlton Heston.
Whenever I see chariots, I think of him in Ben-Hur. Charlton Heston was the best
actor of his time, so naturally I thought the universe was telling me that I should be
the best actor of my time.
“But I’ve never acted before,” I said to the universe.
That’s when it dawned on me that the cloud I was looking at was a harness
buggy, not a chariot. The universe was telling me to go to the racetrack and lay
down some bets. I had never been to the harness races before, so I decided to call
an old friend who had designed a certain type of buggy made out of a lightweight
material—I think it was the same stuff they make tennis rackets out of nowadays.
He said his buggy was going to revolutionize the sport of harness racing.
I was now more certain than ever that the universe was telling me what to do
because this friend of mine also happened to be a mystic. He was one of those New
York Jews who smoke fat cigars and never work but are extremely spiritual. I
hadn’t seen him for years, not since he had gone on the witness protection
program.
To be honest, I wasn’t entirely confident that the universe wanted me to call
him. I told myself, as I hunted in my junk drawer for his number, that if the
universe did want me to call him then his card would still be in the pile.
And there it was!
Sure enough he answered on the third ring.
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“Hey Leonard, it’s me,” I said. And then I asked him if he had ever built that
harness buggy he was always talking about and he said no. And then I told him the
universe was telling me I needed to bet the horses, and then I asked him if he knew
of a good place to go and do that.
He told me I should go to Los Alamitos.
I asked him if he knew which bus went from Tustin, which is where I lived,
to Los Alamitos, which is where the racetrack was.
“I’m thinking 37,” he said.
Are you sure?” I said. “If there’s one thing I can’t stand, it’s getting lost on a
bus that’s going somewhere that I’m not going. “
“There is no certainty, but 37 is the number that I see.”
“Does it look like it is on a bus?”
“Perhaps,” he said.
I thought back to the time that Leonard had floated above the Earth. It was
during one his out of body experiences. He was really good at that. He’d project
his being across the universe at any given moment, traveling to other planets and
back, sometimes hovering over people’s houses and looking in windows to see
what they were doing in there. He used to do it all the time, but then he stopped.
“Why did you stop?” I had asked him one day.
“It got old.”
I told him that if I knew how to project my being I would still be doing it.
“It’s just like anything else,” he said. “It’s fun at first, but then it gets, well,
here…” He took out a piece of paper and wrote down the name of a book I could
read and then see for myself.
The book was called How to Perform Astral Projection in Ten Easy Steps
and Not Get Bored.
The book was over seven hundred pages long! Imagine that, seven hundred
pages to explain ten easy steps. Needless to say, there were a lot of extra passages,
unnecessary, just a bunch of verbiage, really. The book was so boring that Leonard
had never gotten to the chapters about not being bored when you were astral
projecting.
I only got to page 126. That’s when I read: In order to astral project you
must rid yourself of all fear. As soon as I saw that I knew I wasn’t going anywhere.
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Anyway, it was nice to hear Leonard’s voice again. We had been fairly good
friends at one time. I say fairly good because there was always something about
him that made me a little wary. Maybe the fact that he was the type of person that
would get bored astral projecting told me to keep my distance, emotionally
speaking. If he could get bored doing that, how quickly would he get bored with
me if I became his best friend?
And yet, as long as I had him on the phone, I figured it wouldn’t hurt to ask if
he had any feeling about what horse I should bet at Los Alamitos.
“You’re going to have to ask the universe directly about that one,” he said.
“I’ve been so out of touch, so disconnected. The signals just aren’t coming like
they used to.”
Then I asked him if it was lonely being on the witness protection program.
“At first it was,” he said. “But then I found a good support group.”
“Boy,” I said. “There’s a support group for just about anything nowadays.”
“Yeah,” he said. “But, to be honest, this one can be really hit and miss.
People are always coming and going and the meetings keep changing locations.”
“I can see how that would be frustrating,” I said.
I was glad I said this, seeing as I had called him out of the blue just to pump
him for information, which, I have to admit, was a little self-serving on my part. I
mean, it wasn’t like I was calling him because I missed him and just wanted to
talk.
On the day that I was all geared up to bet the horses at Los Alamitos the
universe pulled a fast one and told me that this was a stupid idea. The universe had
only been testing me, testing me to see how far I would go before realizing that
there is no easy route in this life, and that if I were ever going to make anything of
myself, meaning, if I were ever going to earn some real money, I would have to
work for it like everybody else.
The universe told me this when I was waiting at the bus stop on the corner of
Harbor and 19th street, waiting for three solid hours in the midday heat without a
single bus 37 in sight. That’s when I asked an old lady standing next to me what
time the bus to Los Alamitos was coming and she said I’d have to take a bunch of
buses to get to Los Alamitos because Los Alamitos was nowhere near here.
“But it’s the closest racetrack around,” I said.
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And then she told me I should get a job, that betting horses was no way to
make a living. I hadn’t even told her I that was my plan! She must have been one
of my angels. The universe gives everybody three angels, and I had yet to use any
so far. It was funny because she didn’t look like an angel; she looked like a regular
old lady. But that’s how I knew for certain that she was my angel.
My boss was okay with me coming back to work. He was more than okay,
actually. He had this smug look upon his face.
I hated being there from the moment I sat back down at my desk. But then it
occurred to me that I was exactly where I was supposed to be. I knew this because
there was a pile of work staring back at me that the universe was telling me I had
to get to. As soon as I got to it the universe shut the hell up.

-Dan Corfield
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-Richard Kostelanetz
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SNOW DAY
I drive in a milk haze of my own breath condensing.
I mean frost on the inside of the windshield.
And is the wind running against the sun or with it?
Or is neither way of saying what the wind or the sun does quite sufficient?
I want to know so I can light a cigarette when I park.
Perhaps the Earth suddenly turns on its axis faster than it had before.
Sorta herky-jerky then slowing to a stop whenever the wind dies.
I’m saying, though, I want to know how to talk right about nature.
Can’t nobody seem to tell me.
They keep on using “sunrise.”
They keep on quoting David Hume.
Unintentionally, perhaps.

and then why do I feel suddenly
the weather change inside me
when I think of undressing the trees, of shaking half saplings by their
sturdy trunks
until all the powdered white shivers down in spirals around my
shoulders and my feet?
because I am the name of the wind?

-Nicholas Ravnikar
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Dytiscus Larvae: a Dramatic Scene
One most ferocious robber in the pond
World, observes a zoologist, is a slim,
Streamlined insect called the Dytiscus larvae:
Lying in ambush on a water grass
He suddenly shoots at lightning speed
To his prey (or anything moving or smelling
Of ‘animal’ in any way, a fat tadpole, for
Instance), darts underneath it, then quickly
Jerks up his head, grabs it in his jaws
Injects his poisonous glandular secretion into it
Dissolves its entire inside into a liquid soup
And sucks as it swells up first, and then gradually
Shrinks to a limp bundle of skin until it finally falls
From his fatal kiss. Very few animals
According to the observer
Even when starved to death would attack
Let alone eat an equal-sized animal
Of their own species
But the Dytiscus does, just as man does
Within or without a pond.

-ChangMing Yuan
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Painting by Ira Joel Haber
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WE’RE ALL BORN INTO THIS PURPLE FRIDAY NIGHT CHAOS
Crescent Rolls, which are basically black-corporate-magic bullshit,
are ruining my life. Just another reminder that
all the best things have already been
made and I’m sitting here loathing
this millennial existence. I’m worried that I could be part of the problem.
I don’t want to be
part of the problem.
My self-loathing knows no bounds
and yet it binds me to all the other fearful people.
I’m relatable, empathetic, I get it, man, I say
nodding my head and taking a swig of Woodchuck hard cider.
And I do.
I get it.
I get that we were all born into this purple Friday night chaos, all the clouds
swarming all the bodies that have fallen
from all the mother’s wombs.
The mother’s tried to spell LOVE on all the foreheads
but still the satanic chant of Hate Hate Hate burned through all the wooden crosses on all the lawns that
ever were.
And did you know that fifteen billion tears fell from the sky but they weren’t enough
to stop the burning?
And here I am in the grocery store cursing all the additives,
blaming the sucralose for all the
cancer. But maybe the cancer is in my pale skin.
I try to remember the small part of me
that is Mexican.
I tell myself that it somehow makes me
less white, that by being less white
makes me less dead, but
I’m still burning.
Let’s take all the ashes in our hands,
smear the dead things like war paint under eyes.
It’s traumatic fighting all sides, buying into it all.
But that’s what we’re supposed to do,
buy into it all. Buy it all! We can’t buy new souls or
new history but we can buy instant biscuits
and never spend any time
making anything from scratch.
Never spend any time doing anything
at all, building anything at all. Who can tell me about the satisfaction of hours spent
bonding yeast molecules to
gluten molecules, the sweat on your
brow from all the kneading,
not needing anything else but that moment?
It’s all flours on Friday
and I’m so much calmer now. Can you feel it that
I’m calmer now? Should I say it louder now?
I’m so much calmer now.
Can you hear me now?
-Azia DuPont
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If I Prayed
How odd to suddenly realize
you’ve been losing someone in pieces
for a long time. To see that the leaving
pieces were not floating leaves
but falling chunks dropping with greater weight
than you thought possible—only you did know,
now that you think of it.
So continues the grief with the gravity
of the new parts, now known.
But at least there is the levity
of what you also already knew,
come to think of it—about being loving
and honest and kind—and being reminded
that there is nothing else, really, to do.
The thing is to make neat compartments
for the fallen pieces. Varied sizes, of course.
Like the one where you are in the car together,
as teens, stopped at a traffic light, talking
and sharing Cheetoh’s . When you look up,
the light has just turned yellow-- the laughter
carrying you through then.
This gets a big box for what is there
and also gone. The compartment collection
doesn’t matter, ultimately. Your ability to protect
what is stored and keep grief time-released,
does, though.
This is how to endure, one day at a time,
hoping that in this version, all is not lost.

-Kathryn Guelcher
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Double Wide
I only see fat. Looking into the large mirror on our bathroom wall, I only see a
triple chin, I only see huge floppy arms, only see too-high flabby cheeks. I only
see a huge button nose, a chubby chin, un-plucked eyebrows. Only sad, watery
brown eyes sunk deep into the layers of fat. Glasses sitting on top of the cheekfat. I’m afraid to look lower in the mirror, because I know the rest of me is
worse. Saggy tits, even though I’m only twenty-two. They look like ant
abdomens hanging off my chest. Love handles literally as big as my boobs. A
stomach that bounces out to over sixty inches. A sixty-two inch waist…not
really any hips to speak of. They only go out to sixty-five. Not much of a butt.
At it’s widest, sixty-six inches. Thighs that slam together, quake and shake like
jelly when I walk. Calves that are fat at the back, making it impossible to wear
any cute shoes or boots. Huge, swollen ankles. And don’t ask me about my feet.
Size twelve. Double wide. I guess that’s what you could call all of me: doublewide. I’ve been this way since before I can remember. Even as a toddler, I was
large. I hit 250 in third grade. Now? Three hundred and fifty pounds. It may not
seem like that much, but considering the average adult weighs like, 180? It’s
damn near double that. I have never felt confident about my body. I wouldn’t
hesitate to say that, if it wouldn’t kill me, I would gladly cut all of the fat off of
my body. I would slice it all off and throw it in the burn pile, and burn it till it
was nothing. Honestly, there’s not a thing I like about myself. Not a single thing
that I can think of.

-Beau Carroll
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Illustration by Meredith Bardo

My heart goes BOOM BOOM BOOM
"Get up, Brenda! Your breakfast is getting cold!"
Oh...I'm so sleepy. I get up and go to the bathroom. Liz is standing at the door with her pink
Chanel lip gloss on, dressed in black from head to toe, waiting to go to the library. God...I just
woke up, would you just wait a bit. Liz can sometimes piss me off with her hastiness. I'm such a
phlegmatic person. I'm eating porridge that Liz has prepared for me. Her porridge always tastes
better than mine, I suppose I use too much water.
We are walking to the library. All the guys go crazy for Liz. They shout and yell "So beautiful!"
She's wearing heels and her long blonde hair is flying in the wind. All the men are checking her
out! And she knows she's beautiful herself, which is really cool.
I'm wearing glasses, a ski jacket... but so what? What should I do then? I am not a wow-girl,
that's just the way it is.
The weather is nice, we are in no hurry. We sit down near the City Hall to comment on passersby. It's called Hot or Not, Liz's favourite game. However, I cannot do this for long. Actually I
never can.
Today it's Tuesday but it feels like Saturday. Kind of a lazy Tuesday. There is something wrong
with the library's computers, my mailbox isn't opening. And I don't believe that rock star has
emailed me. Mkm. I think I'm over him now. I realised that yesterday. It was about time. Starting
from today he will not be making my heart go boom.
But there is a letter from him.
My heart just skipped a beat (but I'm not doing anything). I look around. Liz is watching me.
"Sorry, Brenda! What did you think then? That you break up with a guy and he will never screw
anybody again? Come on, it's just pussy! The guys do not care, they are not as emotional as us
girls."
No, no, no, Liz…You do not get it…I didn't mean anything with that. I guess I just didn't want to
know. And you should stop spitting at me when you're speaking. My face and arms are covered
24

with your spit! Look at the keyboard…Number two and six are covered with your saliva, look!
These keyboards are nasty as it is! I turned my face away from Liz and looked at the blue wall. It
didn't remind me of the sky, which is cold. Sky is cold. Weird…two different sentences with the
same meaning. Or maybe not. Whatever. Who cares!? I cannot stand my rib cage. Still looking at
the blue wall. Liz has put her hand on my shoulder again. She's reading the letter and laughing so
hard that there is spit everywhere…again. My lifeless hand is still on the mouse, covered with
spit. I will not move the hand from its position. I cannot stand my rib cage, this inner merry-goround. It could be external as his. But he's a rocker and I'm a geek. For several times I have
wondered what did he see in me in the first place. A pussy and some titties. Good thing that
geeks have them as well. Musicians should not be taken seriously, how didn't I know that? And
those with a degree in literature must be the worst. This rarely happens to me and I get carried
away. But still. Why didn't anybody say that to me? Oh what am I talking about. WHAT? We are
not together anymore. I should go on with my life. Everything is normal. People have needs. I do
not have the right to feel offended because he did not wish me a happy Woman's Day. I'm gonna
finish this now. Finish this mindfuck. I will stop. The End. Period. The End. End Of The Story.
Finished. Over. Fin.
Why am I not a rock star? Why am I burning up inside without any smoke on the outside? No,
no…I cannot do this no more. I have to go and live and fuck. Yes! I stand up and tell Liz I'm
going to the restroom.
I have all the troubles. I feel as though my rib cage is exploding. There is this noise inside my
ears and a merry-go-round everywhere. Everything is me. I run upstairs and put my feet on each
step. My anger is yellow. My lust is red. I grab my breasts and squeeze them, take off my clothes
and tear them up. I will not stop. God I am so wet already and almost lost my jeans as well. I hit
the door open with my foot. I'm in the reading room. I jump on the first guy I see, I use my
vagina for this and I start doing these rhythmical movements. I push his head into my cunt as I'm
holding my cowboy hat with the other hand. He is squeezing my breasts and pulling me from the
neck. My movements are pretty intense and I am quite surprised myself. I am fucking this
random guy in the face, he is waving his hands…and all I can think of is "Oh wow, this is a
surprise for myself as well." I'm so strong that I can control his head. What!! What is it!? The
guy is calling for help! Ouch, he bit me! I'm dragging him from his crotch. I love him. But why
is he scuffling? Oh who cares, I'll take the next one. Oh no wait, I do not want these girls in
school uniforms. I want men. I see this guy who has his table covered with newspapers. I have
never understood what he's doing. I attack him on the table, with my teeth out, I am a predator! I
push the newspapers aside. He's quite scared but I can see he wants me. He's coming with me, he
is not hard yet, but I'm working on it. I pull out his dick and voilà!!! He has a boner! He isn't
surprised anymore and really up for it. Yeah! We are in a real intercourse. I'm still doing my
rhythmical movements, carrying it out…but it feels unnatural. I'm trying different poses but it
will not work. He wants to be in charge himself. I do not like that. I`ll say: "Hey dude, you will
not mess around with me! It was me who came here in the first place and I will be the one
arranging stuff!" However, I'm out of breath and speaking in Estonian, so he doesn't understand
what I'm saying. I will keep on ramming. I will go and ram this guy with the crutches who is
sitting on the armchair. I will sit on him. I will not back down! This old guy is so small that it
feels like I'm all around him. I'm kissing and touching him while doing my rhythmical
movements. I'm so aggressive. I reach to his glasses with my lips. For a second I'm thinking of
biting through his glasses…I'm still a tiger (a fresh one)! But where are my glasses? Hmm.
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What? This old guy just hit me with a crutch. What the hell! All of a sudden I am not that hot
anymore?
He sends me away. I'm gonna go to a new computer. This nigger has snakeskin boots and his
cock is already out. My lust has not disappeared. With one sudden move I am already sitting on
the keyboard. Oops, his hands got stuck under my ass but he is already grabbing my buttocks and
dragging me to his lap where the cock is already waiting. We are jiggling in Jamaican style. I'm
leaning back and holding the monitor with my hands. Then I twist my legs around his face and
throw my cunt into his face. Oh fuck! The keyboard got stuck to my ass, they really are so sticky
and greasy around here. I'm doing my rhythmical movements. He has a nice stinging beard. He is
quite good at it. Now he will put his hand in my cunt and the other hand will go in as well. I'm
quite pleased. Now he started talking. Jesus, no! Shut up and do the licking. He removes his
hands and licks my cunt, but I already came. Green anger came out. He had light pink fear which
might be worst of all. I'm on the table, standing on my feet and hands, peeing. There is an Indian
woman facing me, she has a dot between her eyes. What the hell! I will sit on her and her head
will disappear into my cunt. It's weird and funny to have somebody's head in my vagina. I might
have lost consciousness.
I'm thinking of leaving. I'm leaving. Walking pass the tables. Everything is quiet as always but
there is excitement in the air, I can feel it. Some people are secretly watching me, some aren't
watching at all. The nigger is watching and smirking. He was the only one who came, I guess.
Two girls in school uniforms are staring at me. I am smiling. One guy I didn't get to is clapping
his hands. Then he wipes the sweat off his forehead. I'm so tired and weak but my head feels
clearer somehow. I collect my clothes from the stairs. I will also find my glasses. I'm walking
home. This guy with a banjo is still playing the instrument (or kind of nervously playing it). I
shout to him that if he doesn't smash his banjo against the wall right this second, I will fuck his
brains out. He smashes his banjo against the wall. I walk along.
Liz is already home. I will go to my room and lay down. It's good to be tired and satisfied and
powerless. I'm taking off my clothes. My tummy feels weird. I do not have long dark pubic hair.
In fact, I do not have any hair at all down there. I must still have that Indian woman in my vagina
and it's her hair. However, everything is possible when I'm tired. Even long dark pubic hair. I
pull the head out of my vagina, remove the dot between her eyes and throw the head out of the
window. It's not nice to hear the head hit the ground. Tomorrow it will be all over the news and
my face will be on front pages together with the news about IRA, all because of my vulva
swallowing a woman's head. Big news! I wash this all off and put the dot between my eyes.
"Liz, we are going to travel to India tomorrow!"
"No, Brenda! We are going to heaven tomorrow." says Liz. We're laughing and then we go to
our separate rooms.
On the night of March 10, two Estonian girls living in Belfast named Brenda Pärn and Liis
Veiper were killed. With this act, UK showed its resentment towards Estonia for selling weapons
to the IRA. Estonians who are living in Ireland are all scared and buying flight tickets to get back
home (front page news).
Get up, Brenda! Breakfast is getting cold!
Liz? Where are we?
-Margit lõhmus
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Learning to Cook
There was an oyster and wild rice casserole
on the table, with glasses of milk around
one of my mother’s specialties, perhaps
over-cooked and dry, small clinkings
of forks the only conversation, or it was
spaghetti sauce too runny but full of taste
something my father was not satisfied with
like when he broke the yolk of his egg
in the morning and threw it away before
slipping like a dust of hatred out the glass
door, and I washed the pan before trying.

-Brad Garber

Potion
I’ve given up
more times than
i care to remember
when everything
looks like something
from an apocalypse
movie
where i find
shreds of myself
weaving into a
mosaic devoid of colour –
and then you show up.

-

Shloka Shankar
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peace…
is when
you're
surrounded
know you
can sleep
too because
for one night
the fighting
has stopped
by couples
and they're
all sleeping
letting you

-Demond Blake

Crap
Alone in my
room with
wine
I’d rather be
somewhere
with someone
who matters
the artist in
solitude is a
myth that needs
to die
despite how we are
we need somebody
that’s what makes
us pathetic
and also
human

-Demond Blake
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By Vivian Kitka

Being the boy
I’ll be the boy, boy; I’ll be the boy this time:
climb your back, climb the bluff of you.
Are we a beast or am I eating you whole?
Are we back, thinking we’re different now
or is this a fullfrontal move to make me
want to saddle you up, or be ridden barefront.
I just want to drink postum with you and be
the boy in the straw of the pigyard and on you.
Aren’t we constructing this? You sweaty
and me shirted and staring at your chest.
We’re making foundations with our backs
Where they let animals shit is where we,
exhausted from shoveling, dreamed of boys
and thought we were two boylovers lost
in a barn: a barn that wasn't a barn, a half barn.
We're building the foundation of it
we'll never leave, never own, never know
but our backs have felt what it is to create
and our bodies are secrets already told.

-Eran Eads
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Starting Point
Without warning, everyone who knows me starts addressing me with a new nickname,
essentially my name minus the t in it. It happens first in the office, and I conclude that the
team is just trying out a new diminutive for me, which isn’t an uncommon practice. Last
week, Ruloftiq became Ruloq, then R-Prime.
Then, I receive personal emails written with my name sans t, from out-of-state friends
who, as far as I’m aware, have no connection with anyone at work. And when I meet with
friends after work for book club, they too address me the same way.
So I check my name, and sure enough, the t is missing. Then I know this could only be
your doing. You’ve long thought my name sounds warmer this way.
“You removed the t from my name, didn’t you?” I askuse during a break in cooking class
the next day, while we’re waiting for the banana cake to cool.
“Yes, but, admit it. There’s a certain undeniable appeal to it,” you retort, shaking a
whipped-cream-smeared spatula at me. Fortunately, none of the sweet, white fluffiness is
flung upon my garments.
“Whether or not there is, that’s beside the point,” I refocus the discussion. “You can’t
just change someone’s name without asking.”
“You’re not just someone.”
That remark throws me, leaving me simply half-glowering, half-gaping at you and the
spatula angled in my direction.
“You keep putting things off that you really should try,” you continue. “To the extent
that you need someone to get you to do these things.”
1I can try to deny this, but I know that’s a treacherously tenuously tenable position to
take.
“Yeah, you’re right,” I verbally relent, though it feels like I’ve mentally conceded to you
decades ago.
“Give it a chance. Don’t merely dismiss it as not being your name,” you urge.
I nod.
“Names don’t have to be just the way they are. They can be starting points, for interesting
variations or whatever. Like recipes. You don’t have to follow them exactly.”
This suddenly and inexplicably prompts me to wrest the spatula from your hands and lick the
whipped cream from it. I find this very satisfying as you recoil in surprise.

-Goire Zatla
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Fireworks
I feel like a volcano when I wear this dress. The innerness of the ghost dress is made out of
metaphysics, evaporated moths, gauze, and yes even a numb wound, the memory and desire of
Jinny, Rhoda, Susan, neuroses, rain returned to silence. Rwandan butterflies, measured with a
rose garden where I scraped my knee, nostalgia, hem it in (and yes, my legs are matchstick
skinny). I look beautiful in it. My anatomy says so. He waves at me. Of course, I remember you I
say. We take to the floor at the church hall moving fast, then faster, and faster. I know at the end
of the evening he will want to kiss me. Boys are like that. Rough. Flawed. Glaciers compared to
girls who are lost at sea or river dust. He held my hand as if he never wanted to let it go. Wait for
me. I want to cry out. His fingers arrows. His smile dark. His palms flat. The touch of his hand is
bright. I know he will want to take a long walk afterwards.
All I can think of is the colour blue. You see, my second mother died. In the stillness, the boy has
stopped dancing, he is smiling shyly at me and all I can think of is the family that is making the
funeral arrangements while other families are celebrating the holidays. I do not want to think
about the fact that this will be the first Christmas without her. I have to leave soon. Take my
medication. I am not wearing my glasses. They said there would be fireworks tonight. It is cold
out. I imagine a world in which I am nineteen, independent, living in my own flat with a black
and white television, eating out of tuna fish cans for supper with a boyfriend I was too numb to
feel angry about anything about. A boyfriend who put his arms around me every time I cried
when I saw a cancer ward on a television documentary or the word ‘hospice’ mentioned. A
boyfriend with fingers that steal me away from this world into the next.
It will be Christmas in a few hours. What is the measure of a frustrated man who forgets about
his teenage girlfriend? They were trying for another child. He wanted a son. His wife wanted
another baby. His wife wanted to move. He wanted to get more involved in youth ministry. I had
seen his wife a few times. Why did she not want to support him? I observed the sympathy of her
lovely head. The portrait of it a wasteland to my ears, eyes and female intuition. It was a still life
of nothing to me against a mysterious blue sky. It is late I must dial him. What if his wife picks
up the telephone or their young daughter? I feel invincible in this dress. Like I said a volcano. I
can even say, ‘Merry Christmas Pastor. You are missing the fireworks. Where are you?’ I knew
the telephone call would spook him but next year I would not be around. I knew the telephone
call would crush me.
The height of defeat would crush me silly, into the blazing, dazzling ground and I would
remember the red creeping across my sweet face. The seat of my pain as he hung up the
telephone, and recognised my voiced. He called me, ‘A prodigy with potential. Read everything
you can. Education can take you places. I am stuck here. Praise and worship. You could be
anything. He was always telling me. You could be a politician in the making strutting my stuff
from darkness to light in the blue. Mysterious. He taught me that it was not a waste to suffer in
life. He learnt that the hard way. He came from the school of hard knocks. Abandonment.
Neglected by a single mother. Rejected by an absent mother.’ He would cry. I would place my
hand at the nape of his neck as he said repeatedly, ‘I should not be doing this. I should not be
doing this. I should not be taking advantage of you like this.’
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I just took my glasses off (they were a part of me now) and wiped them clean pretending I did
not hear anything. Sometimes I thought we were like two children who had two journeys. I
thought our friendship would be of the everlasting kind like flesh. Do not ever live in the past, or
with regret or with bitterness in your heart. He would say that repeatedly like a crazy person or a
mantra. I often wondered what I has in common with his wife. He always told me I was a good
listener. Do you know how awesome you are, he would often say. People do not always say what
is often on their minds. All I thought to myself was that I had dreamed me up a man and God had
delivered. In the end, his victory was mocking. He started to call me ‘Glasses’. ‘Glasses’ this and
‘Glasses’ that. Nobody will believe you if you tell them anything. Soon I began to believe it too.
This Christmas he is in the kitchen with relatives, family, his wife and his young daughter
surrounded by people who admire him and his chicken. Surrounded by people who admire his
noodle dishes. Everybody is hungry at his table of olives, and hummus. Tempura. I have not
been invited. My mechanic slate is in flux, a void, the black hole. Yet, still I am in love with him.
Lying in my bed, I pretend his arms are still wrapped around me and this time he will not let go.
He has picked me up from school in his car and we will go for long drives. He will mock his
wife. Tell me that she whines and nags him all the time. I will ask him why he does not leave her
if it really is as bad as he says it is. He will stare out of the window for a long time not saying
anything at all. Finally saying, it really is not that bad. We go to the beach. He surfs. In my castle
of glass, I love him and nothing else really matters.
I know he is just being kind to shower me with so much attention. It fills me with so much pride
that he had singled me out.
‘You are a baby. Must I teach you everything? You probably have not even kissed a boy yet,
have you? I mean properly on the mouth.’ As he fumbled with her shirt, fondled her he said ever
so sweetly, ‘Is that a birthmark?’
Then he gives me his telephone number. If I need anything or if I just want to talk. It is his office
number at home. We will be alone. His wife will not be able to hear anything. I write him. He
tells me he loves my letters. He tells me he loves my poetry. He tells me how he wishes that he
could write the way I do. He would give anything to write the way I do. Why did my aunt die?
Cancer, I say. Tough, that must really been tough for you, he says. I did not really know her all
that well. Tough going for you. In my castle of glass when I watch him from where I sit inside
his car the sea shimmers and I cannot make out where he is exactly now. I think that it is cool
that he loves dogs, that he surfs and that he goes fishing. I love him and nothing else really
matters. Will your mother not find the letters you are writing to me he asks me one day. Surfing
is a healthy swimmer’s territory. Clever girl trying to change the subject. Are you not scared that
there is a shark out there? The pastor laughs. He looks as young as the teenagers with acnescarred faces that he leads in the youth’s praise and worship.
‘I do not love you.’ He says. ‘Look, I understand that I am breaking your heart in a myriad of
ways but I cannot undo that.’ He began to stroke her face and there it was again. A flicker of a
flashback to a warm night. ‘What do you want me to say kid? I am moving on. New town. New
baby. You must be happy for us. It is what my wife always wanted. We must have had a hundred
conversations about her. Remember what I told you about bitterness. Bitterness nearly killed me.
Landed me on the streets before I was saved. You are moving on too. New life. New job. All that
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is left is fragments. You are waving from one glacier and I am waving from the next. I told you
we were soul mates. Are you looking forward to the fireworks Christmas Eve? Are you going to
the dance in the church hall? You must go. You have so much more confidence now and friends.
You have friends now.’ He said it as if she had never had a single friend before. ‘I will remember
to look out for sharks next time I am in the water.’
She wanted him to call her Glasses or Songbird or My Pleasure. It did not matter, did not care to
her that before every touch was golden silence now it was a blow, was scar tissue. You must not
even think of leaving me. I am pregnant too and I will not get rid of it. I will not have an abortion
but the pastor had been careful. Had made his exit beautifully. She could tell him she was
depressed again, that she was going to the hospital again and then who would come to visit. I
have been seeing the world in neon again. The world is a mass hallucination of colour, chronic
illnesses of people who have renal impairment, the dark side of mental illness, social isolation
and nobody even cares. She remembers the days when the pastor use to tease her about her love
of politics.
‘Explain to me what social cohesion is then or climate change, missy. Isn’t what we are doing
right now cohesion. Come a little closer as if you need any more motivation.’ She would blush
and giggle a little. Her glasses would fog up. ‘You know, seriously. You are much cleverer than I
am. I think you are brilliant. I mean you have all of these profound thoughts. You see when I am
with you I can use a word like ‘profound’ without thinking that I am not using it in the proper
context.’
He would tell her ghost stories. Say things, ‘I birthed a woman.’ She would wish infertility on his
wife. She would think that he, the pastor who surfed and fished in a flowing river was her only
reason for living, that he ruined her, the sky in her throat, was the cause of an alphabet of
mistakes but whom was she kidding. She was fifteen years old. She was Glasses. The pastor
swaggers in the sunlight. Everybody has come out to say goodbye and wish them well. Gifts
exchange hands but Glasses sits in the car her face wet. She composes a letter to her family in
her head. For my ex-family, I am going to become a missionary in the Ukraine. You will never
see me again. Post-apartheid South Africa is your country. You were built for melancholia
Glasses. You were made for it. Her parents invited them over for supper. It was weird. She hid
out in the kitchen most of the time.
‘Pass the spinach and I would like some of those sweet potatoes too. I love this. This is a real
family life. I am going to miss country life. I am going to be a radio man now with my wife in
the family way.’
Her parents whispered to each other.
‘Oh leave your daughter alone.’ Her mother said.
‘She is behaving badly.’ Her father said
‘No, she’s behaving like a tortured artist. She likes to read. She is reading somewhere.’
‘That’s fine.’ The pastor smiled. ‘I do not mind.’
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She remembered finding a dead fish on the beach. Remembered prodding it with a stick of
driftwood. Halfway down the stairs of her childhood home, away from the painted sun on the
walls, her father, an extraordinarily gifted and very brilliant man, her extraordinarily gifted and
very brilliant mother she thought to herself. ‘Poet falls to her death from the bridge of death.’ ‘I
am rushing to get somewhere off this bridge of death. What does it feel like to be a wife with a
baby on the way and with a husband in the ministry? I know how to do many, many wonderful
things. Why is that not enough for me?’
Brightness faded away. Youth next to beauty. He needs me he just does not know it. Splash of
dangles red in my lungs. I am grown and empty. I read futility in those words. The memory of
war.

-Abigail George

(Not) Here

you
are
here
you
are
gone
gone
you
are
are
you
here
36

here
gone
you
you
are
are
are
here
are
gone
you
you
you
are
you
here
gone
are
are
you
gone
are
here
you
You are
here. You
are gone.

-Nettie Harris

37

38

