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Introduction
This is The Grind’s third issue; a milestone I never believed we would make when I acted upon an inchoate idea of what an arts journal should be in  
October 2013. Much of what we publish in The Grind is unapologetically grim. Sometimes it even ventures into the foggy territories of ‘bleak’. It’s 
difficult to avoid that charge when you publish the kind of content we publish. Whether this tendency towards the darker side of life is a reflection of 
its editor or of its contributors is up for debate; I’ll leave the fiction and art you’re about to see to speak for itself.

It’s really very easy to get caught up in the more dour arts. It’s comforting; misery loves company. Sometimes I love nothing more than to sit in a dimly 
lit room with cheap red wine and listen to Radiohead while bemoaning the utterly exhausting postmodern anomie I’m convinced we all suffer from. 
Such pretentious, nonsensical melancholy is like a giving yourself a great big hug. It’s so much easier than being chipper and sociable and hopeful.

With that said, recently I feel myself changing. For all my wants and needs, my problems and responsibilities, I cannot help but feel a cautious and       
giddying optimism for the future. We, a ramshackle community of disparate individuals, have the potential to defy the futurologist reports and com-
puter models created to predict our destiny and take matters into our own hands. Our wit, ingenuity and honour afford us the possibility of creating 
a nation that inspires this warm optimism all the time; a nation that is not afraid to embrace its problems and to be proactive and forward thinking in 
finding solutions. One that is inexorably and joyously striving to provide hope and compassion to a world that so often lacks both. If we embrace who 
we are and become the people we know we ought to be we will have everything we need to exceed our already limitless potential. We can create a country 
that we are proud to call our home. 

I do not speak for our contributors. The people published in The Grind come from all walks of life and from all over the world with every possible       
political and social demographic represented. The only common trait they all share is a connection with Scotland, however tenuous it may be sometimes. 
So I cannot speak for them. Nor would I wish to. I can only speak for myself. When all is said and done, many years in the future when you look back 
at your life in a haze of nostalgia, you must be able to think back to the 18th of September 2014 and think “I made the right decision” and be happy 
with that. You should be able to proudly declare that you voted Yes or No with no hesitation or doubt. If you cannot see yourself being able to do that 
then I urge you to read more, become better informed, and make a decision that you can truly be proud of. Remember that this is the most politically 
empowered that you or Scotland have ever been. 

Do not vote out of fear for the future; vote for the hope that things will get better, whatever side you’re on.

Thank you for reading The Grind. I sincerely hope you enjoy it.

 Gordon Johnstone (Editor)
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Cee Smith
Press to Restart (or you can do anything you want, if you can pay)

Birthed through the vaginal arch outside Earth Sciences
I began at the beginning again

Walking in reverie silence studying anatomy
Pickled babies in jars preserving each growth in increments

A hushed broodiness
But I was swept in a race through the museum, suitor sliding down banisters and teasing elderly security

Sticking out red wine stained tongues.
I got knocked back from the feminist society for pointing out men and women are not the same

Socialist party had a problem with my reading of Marx
Then a junkie stole my copy of the Communist Manifesto outside my work

Where anarchists up-sold energy drinks to the civil service
And I felt ill-equipped to argue anymore.

I stood on the roof of an engineering building debating our right to debate
Below us a protest had started protesting our occupation to end an occupation in Distractistan

I stayed for the free meal and left for the library
My gender studies partner tried to rape me

My archaeology paper was on Dr Jones
I got my highest grade while I was still high from the night before

And could have ‘steered the Soviet Union back to communism’ with my marketing plan
‘You can’t just watch a film and write about it!’

All the ruins were closed when I visited so I found the cinema
Flunked my oral exam cause I’d started my own course

It was the last time I enjoyed real solitude.
So I watched some films and wrote about them

Hibermating through exam leave
With curly haired girls
And men with stories.

On my last day, handing in my final paper
The secretary gave us all lollipops in the sunshine

And we shared looks like we were children freshly mass immunised
Stretched out in the park 

Where I’d just been dumped
And woken from the post-break up nap

With a flyer for a revolutionary dance party.
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‘DON’T WALK ON THE GRASS!’

the sign reads, because the grass
is only there to fill space and 
look Prwetty and be watered
by the sprinklers  three times 

a day.

the grass man is smoking a 
cigarette with the tree man

and the flower woman, warily 
keeping a thin eye on the grass

just in case there’s any wise
guys around.

Pretty people walk along paths
under the trees and smile and 

miss old lovers and 
DO NOTHING ABOUT IT. 

we are all here to look Pretty –
born to look Pretty.
live to look Pretty.
die to look Pretty

because God is a mad old dog 
with the eye of a pimp and

the palm of a petty doorman. 

and eventually the grass will die
and so will the grass man
and it will be replaced and

so will he and the mad cycle will
continue on a loop until
someone has the balls to

dance with the sprinklers.

Craig Cunningham
What a Beautiful Life

We’re the Ones

I’ll have to scream ‘til the hoods 
come 

with their sickles 
and their briefcases and I’ll pretend to put 

up a fight and pour them 
a whisky and beat my chest 

because it was 
always inevitable 

but they don’t have to know that 
And soon enough 

I’ll be waiting in queues for 
ground coffee 

and feeling the weight of 
golf clubs in shops 

and using 
my vote for the big men’s sake 

and browsing IKEA 
and counting my coins 
and paying workmen 
and feigning smiles 

But every now and then 
my mask will slip, 

my tongue will redden, 
my hands will clench 

and I’ll scream through 
the libraries and graveyards and office blocks 

with a fire they’ll deem as 
crazy 
spiel 

but I’ll know something 
they never will 
and in the end 
that was always 

going to 
be 

enough.
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David Shanks
A New Radio



Henry Northmore
I <3 You

‘Valentine’s Day. What a cliché,’ Ian thinks to himself. He took the pills about 20 minutes ago and can feel his eyes closing. Sleep 
and darkness await. What does he have left to live for? 47 years-old, shit job, shit car, shit apartment and now Susan has left him 
for that fucker Frank. He welcomes the void, oblivion . . .

‘. . . what the hell?’ He checks the clock. He’s been asleep for roughly two hours, but feels . . . fine. That wasn’t the plan. That 
wasn’t the plan at all. It’s a bit embarrassing actually. Who mucks up their own suicide? He didn’t really know what he was 
doing and swallowed everything he could find in the medicine cabinet: valium, ibuprofen, zantac, handfuls of paracetamol. 
Washed down with vodka, it’s what they do in the movies. ‘I must have got the doses wrong. Oh well at least nobody saw me,’ 
then feels ashamed that embarrassment is the first thing he worries about.

Imagine if Susan had caught him? Would she have run crying to his side or would she have looked down at Ian with barely 
disguised disgust as she dialled 999? They were so in love, or so Ian thought. They were together for three years, six months 
and 17 days. Now they’ve been apart for five months, 12 days. It feels like longer.

She was his world. His very reason to live. Ian had never had a girlfriend before, he doted on her with his every waking hour. 
She thought it was cute at first, then she thought it was ‘suffocating’ (her word). She seemed to use that word a lot over the final 
month of their relationship. He still loves her so much, it hurts. His heart thumps in his chest with renewed vigour every time 
he thinks of her. 

‘Frank understands me,’ she said. ‘Frank gives me space to be who I want to be,’ she said.

Ian continued to send her notes and texts, he couldn’t help himself, he wanted her back. He thought it was romantic. She called 
the police. They didn’t think it was romantic either. They used the word ‘stalking.’ He cried himself to sleep that night. That was 
12th February and look where we are now.

The suicide note simply reads ‘I Still Love You Susan.’ It had taken Ian over three hours to write those five words. There were 
several abandoned drafts; one went over five pages of scrawled A4, but he’d binned them (sneaking out and dumping them in 
the neighbour’s garbage, he didn’t want them found especially the high school poetry of draft number four). He liked the di-
rectness but secretly he also savoured the pain he knew it would cause. He wanted Susan to be as unhappy as he was right now.

Take two. Ian starts the bath, he’s seen this in the movies too and this is how you are supposed to do it. ‘Candles? Why not?’ 
he thinks searching through the back of the cupboard. He lights them around the bathroom, humming to himself. He lowers 
himself in, not before he picks up a carving knife and brings it with him. He slices into his wrists, blood spurts from the wick-
ed wounds. Ian feels sick and light headed at all the red that pulses from his body. He lies back and tries to relax as the blood 
pumps freely.

‘Umm how long is this supposed to take?’ he wonders. The water’s getting cold. Perhaps the cuts weren’t deep enough. He sits 
up and grabs the knife again, sawing into his arm, through the muscles and gristle right down to the bone. He sits there for 
another ten minutes until the blood flow stops completely. 

He sits for another ten minutes just to be sure then hauls himself out of the bath sloshing pink water all over the floor. Ian grabs 
a towel wrapping it around himself and looks down at the vicious incisions in his wrists. Just the sight of them makes him 
feel faint. He opens the cabinet above the sink taking out the bandages that have sat unused since he moved in and dresses his 
wounds. Not in a bid to save his own life but simply to cover his terrible injuries, he can’t bear to look at them. 

Now dressed Ian pauses. ‘Ok this has to work,’ he says quietly to himself as he climbs onto the chair then kicks it away.

He dangles from the rope. ‘Ok now what? And how do I get down?’ he ponders swinging gently from his homemade noose. ‘I 
don’t know much about knots, but this is ridiculous. Could I really have got it so wrong?’ It takes Ian over an hour to get free, 
slowly unpicking the knot, not an easy task while suspended by your neck.

His neck feels loose and distended; the vertebrae feel out of place, grating together as he stumbles to the bathroom and picks up 
the knife from where if fell to the floor during the botched wrist hacking incident. He plunges it into his chest working hard to 

crack through the ribs, feeling them fracture and splinter, working through the pain. There’s hardly any blood left in his body 
so at least he doesn’t have to contend with that again. The knife sticks out grotesquely from his chest but Ian realises it’s the first 
time he’s actually felt pain since his whole suicide debacle started.

‘It’s love’, he realises. ‘I can’t let it go and it won’t let me go. Be still my beating heart.’

He works the knife even more violently until finally he reaches in tugging at his vital organ. Feeling arteries and veins pop and 
snap as he pulls his heart out. He stares in disbelief as it continues to thump in his hand. 

He carries it to the kitchen, plops it on the chopping board and raises the knife above his head bringing it down with all his 
force. Agonising pain shoots through his body but the infernal organ continues to throb rhythmically. Ian sinks to the floor 
still clutching the knife. ‘Susan, Susan, Susan, what has my life come to?’ he cries, huge sobs wracking his body.

Curled up in the foetal position he remains on the floor weeping for at least 20 minutes, then Ian has an idea. 

He rummages through the kitchen cupboards, until finally he finds what he was searching for way back under the sink. He 
brings it out, a triumphant smile spreads across his face. He places his heart in the plastic container and slams down the lid, 
‘this has to work,’ he thinks. Ian flips the switch on the food processor . . .

Karen Bell
(Below)
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The Kiss
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Kevin McLean
I Want

I want to be a mountain so you and I can stand side by side and make valleys together
I want to be the East coast of America so you can be the West and when separation puts our love to the test a nation will 
build rail roads for us
I want to be the Sun so you can be the moon and when we align the whole world will look up but
it’ll be so dark only we can see what we’re doing.
I want to be Adam and Eve before the shame of fig leaves so we can be the first to experience kiss
and touch and love and lust
I want to be Batman so you can be Wonder Woman and we can make fun of Aquaman together

I guess what I’m trying to say is I want you

And I want you to want me too
I want to swim in your eyes not because they’re blue but because they have unexplored depths and I want to dive to the    
bottom of you 
I want you to be my first sober first kiss
I want you to make up for all the drunken ones I’ve missed because I honestly can’t think of a drink I’d like to taste more 
than your lips
I want to be every blade of grass so when at last the Sun begins to rise you’ll be holding me like
morning dew.

I guess what I’m trying to say is I want you.

And I want you to know I don’t say this with ease
I was ready to swear off love for good until you swept in like an ocean breeze and blew my line in
the sand back into beach again.
And I’ve wanted to tell you all this a million time before but instead I write love poems.

And I don’t want to have to write them any more.

R.K Gold
River of Reincarnation

After eighty years of life he looked at the river of reincarnation thirsty to continue living. As he submerged beneath the water 
he heard a voice ask what he wants to be in this lifetime. The man thought about how his family ate dinner together every night 
and watched it float down the river. He thought about his first published book and watched it float down the river. He thought 
about the giant lecture hall he taught in and watched it float down the river. 
After watching the rest of his life float away the man saw his naked body reflecting in the river. His eyes followed the curves of 
his waste and stomach. He concentrated on the one thing he always wanted; He never found himself beautiful. He watched his 
stomach shrink and his muscles define. This time the man himself floated down the river. 

∙
Eighty years later the most beautiful man in the world looked at the river of reincarnation thirsty to continue living. He 
crawled towards the bank with a feeling of dehydration and submerged himself beneath the water. He heard a voice ask what 
he wants to be in his lifetime. The man thought about his stone mansion and watched it float down the river. He thought about 
the cologne he held in front of cameras but never wore, and watched in float down the river. He thought about the faceless 
blondes, redheads and brunettes he shared dinner, and sometimes breakfast, with and watched the ones he could remember 
float down the river. 
  After watching the rest of his life float away the man saw his naked body reflecting in the river. His eyes followed the 
angles of his chest and abs. Behind the body was a black void. The man concentrated on the one thing that always made him 
happy. He watched the void become an open room with large open windows and white, translucent curtains. The man watched 
himself play piano in the middle of the room as the sun lit the cream colored walls. Two children who looked like the man ran 
around the room laughing as they tagged one another. A beautiful woman with long, brown, curly hair brought the man a cup 
of tea and kissed his cheek before sitting next to him on the piano bench. This time the man floated down the river.

1918



Deborah Pow
Trapped in Summer
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Ryan had been hammering on the door for ages before Canzo, bleary and long unshaved, opened it; the dogshite smell flooded 
out like a dam had burst. 

‘Fucksake, man, do ye let that thing shite inside?’

Canzo, still wearing the manky boxers and t-shirt he’d slept in, replied sleepily, ‘Och, he usually jist drops one on the kitchen 
flerr when I’m sleeping and I’m only just up. I’ll clean it later. Moat! Come here!’

A chunky bull terrier waddled into the kitchen, claws scrabbling on the sticky lino.

‘You’re minging,’ said Ryan, ‘Get yersel dressed. We’re meeting the dealer at half-nine and I’m no going there without Moat. 
We’ll walk him first, but; that’s how ye’re supposed tae get them tae shite. Have ye got his lead?’

Canzo, who had pulled on a pair of trackies, rubbed his face. ‘Lead? Naw, just a bit of rope somewhere.’ Canzo burrowed into 
a heap of dirty clothes and empty cans and pizza boxes and emerged with a length of washing-line cord.

Ryan shook his head and arranged the line into a rough combination of harness and lead for the dog, a squat, waddling mass 
of solid muscle that dribbled and gasped and smelled strongly of shite. ‘Mind and watch ye don’t fuckin strangle him,’ he told 
Canzo.

Ryan took one last look around the chaos of Canzo’s home. ‘You are fuckin mingin, son.’

∙
Sadie often ended up just carrying Alfred these days. The dog, a puzzled-looking King Charles spaniel whose ears had grown 
ragged from trailing along the ground, was growing old. Aren’t we all, thought Sadie.

Alfred was especially precious because James had known him. They’d got the dog when James had retired. James had worked 
in the drawing office at the steelworks; she’d been so proud of him, all that work at night classes, those exams with their ques-
tions and tests and exercises, all to get a nice clean job making plans and diagrams and the like. James himself had been pretty 
unaffected by it all, still seeing himself as an ordinary working man, albeit now with pencil and ruler and drawing board rather 
than overalls and gleaming rivers of molten steel.

He was a respected man, a kirk elder, a union official, secretary of the bowls club and when he retired all had wished him a long 
and happy time with his wife and grandsons and, of course, Alfred. ‘That’s a daft name to give a King Charles spaniel; Alfred!’ 
he had laughed, ‘They daft English kings, eh?’ But his retirement had been cut cruelly short, and her last memories of him were 
of a pale, thin patient dying breathlessly in his bed as a sad-faced spaniel cooried up to him.

And now Alfred was old. Was there was no end to ageing and dying, to decline and decay? He still loved his visits to the park; 
perhaps it was seeing the other dogs, hearing the birdsong and smelling the wind off the moors, recalling to him the life of his 
distant wolfish ancestors. All the same, as she left the neat council semi, and stepped past the rose bushes – less tended now 
since James had gone – she held the dog tight to her chest.

When Alfred had been more active, some of the young people she knew from the kirk would come and offer to walk and ex-
ercise him; but now she knew that old Alfred wasn’t up to it, and she took care of him herself. She carried him along the street 
– my, he was old but he wasn’t getting any lighter! – then turned left down a narrow footpath between gardens, across another 
motor road and then onto the untidy open spaces, litter-strewn grass and thorny shrubberies of the park.

‘The park’ indeed! This had been the site of the steelworks where James had pursued both of his careers, on the shop floor and 
in the drawing office. It had not long survived him, and had been swiftly demolished and the site landscaped. It was a poor 
imitation of the distant countryside, and could be a forbidding haunt of angry, violent young men mad with tonic wine after 
dark, but during the day it was mostly used by parents with toddlers, joggers, dog walkers and gentle old amblers like herself.

She placed Alfred on the cinder path and watched as he snuffled along, breathing in messages from the scent world, hints of 
other dogs from other places. ‘Scent,’ her grandson Billy had said, ‘it’s the Internet for dogs!’ The park was quiet today, she 
thought, as she looked around, unable to shake off the memory of the rumbling, clattering, evil-smelling industrial complex 
that had once dominated the village. Now there’s nobody here at all.

No, not quite nobody. Some distance away, on another path, there were two young shaven-headed men in tracksuits who had 
just let a small dog off its lead. They were chasing the animal, a squat, muscular-looking bull terrier type. There’s too many dogs 
like that around, thought Sadie; aye, and too many men like that as well. Still, it was hardly their fault that the steelworks was 
gone and there were hardly any local jobs.

∙
‘Is anybody going to walk this dog today?’ said Angus.

Moaning came from the girls’ bedroom.

‘Remember, when we got him, you promised that you’d walk him every day.’

‘Oh, Dad, you’re so sad!’ whined Kylee.

‘Leave them alone and take the dog out yourself,’ shouted Alanna. ‘It’s a shame the way you hassle them.’

He came downstairs; Alanna was lying on the sofa in her dressing gown watching Lorraine. ‘It’s their dog,’ he reminded her, 
‘they wanted one and said they’d look after it.’

‘Just take the thing out,’ she said, without looking up from the TV screen, ‘I don’t want it peeing on the floor.’

‘I’ll be late for work,’ said Angus but Alanna didn’t reply. He looked at the sad little wiry terrier of indeterminate breed that was 
yapping hysterically at the front window – probably at the postman going past. Privately, he thought of the dog as ‘the Yappy 
Crapper’ as it seemed to do little but yap and crap. He felt a little sorry for it; it was an unhappy beast and no one in the family 
derived any pleasure from it any more. It was an overlooked hanger-on, a survivor on the sidelines, someone who didn’t be-
long. ‘You and me both, Yappy Crapper,’ he whispered as he attached its lead. Then he swept the dog up, cupped a hand over 
its face to quieten it, and went out of the house, bound for the park.

He’d have preferred a cat; he loved their insolent independence, their grace and silence. He’d always had a cat as a boy. But Kylee 
and Sara had wanted a dog – there had been a fashion for small ugly wiry things you carried about with you like Paris Hilton 
did - and Alanna had allowed the girls their way as she always did, and had made no comment when they grew bored with 
it after a few days. It was stuck with the name Justin, after some teen pop idol Angus couldn’t have picked out in an identity 
parade, even though it was a bitch.

He reached the end of the street and went through the narrow gate, daubed with spray-painted tags, that led into the park. He 
led Justin to a wet patch of rank grass and prepared to let her off the lead, when he heard distant human cries and the screaming 
of a terrified animal.

About a hundred yards away, beyond a shrubbery of plastic bag-decorated thorn bushes, two shaven-headed young men in 
trackies and tops were chasing after a waddling ugly brute of a dog, some kind of bull terrier, which was in turn in pursuit 
of a small spaniel that was lolloping away laboriously. Nearby, an elderly lady, perhaps the owner of the spaniel, stood and 
screamed.

Angus abandoned Justin and joined the chase. The terrified spaniel had altered course and was now heading at an angle where 
Angus could swiftly intercept it, though it would be touch and go whether he reached it before the bull terrier. He put his head 
down and ran. His head pounded, drowning out the shouts of the two men. The spaniel saw him. It seemed to hesitate, as if 

David McVey
Alfred, Moat, and Justin
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not sure whether he was friend or foe. The bull terrier gained on it and was only a yard or two away when he threw himself at 
the spaniel, grabbed it in his arms, and rolled away along the grass.

All seemed to go quiet, then he heard cries; ‘Fuckin get him Canzo ya mong!’ and ‘He’s gaun for the guy!’ and then there was 
a snarling and a slobbering and a fiery pain in his arm as teeth sank in. The pain swallowed everything he knew and then sud-
denly eased and he realised that the bull terrier had gone and the two men were chasing after it again. He sat up, and examined 
the whimpering spaniel. It was tired and shivering, but unharmed and if its heart held out, it would be fine. And then he rec-
ognised it; it was Alfred, old Mrs Douglas’s dog, her who had been married to Jim Douglas. She lived just a couple of streets 
away and, sure enough, here she was coming towards him.

‘Angus, are ye all right? Yer arm...’

Sure enough, there was blood starting to soak through the sleeve of his shirt.

‘I’ll go to the doc straight away,’ he said, ‘not sure if my tetanus jags are up to date. Alfred’s fine,’ he handed the dog to the wom-
an, ‘but I’ll walk ye back home.’

And then he remembered Justin. He looked up and saw the two men picking up a lifeless, dangling, bloodied thing they had 
removed from between the pit bull’s jaws. The two men looked at him, one shouted ‘Fuckin run!’ and the two loped off with 
the pit bull waddling after them.

∙
He arrived home some time after eleven. Alanna was still on the sofa, still in her dressing gown, but some things had changed; 
it was This Morning she was watching now.

‘Where have you been? And where’s that dog?’ As she spoke, Sara and Kylee tumbled into the room, still in their pyjamas.

‘Why aren’t you at school?’ said Angus, ignoring Alanna’s question.

‘Why aren’t you at work?’ said Alanna.

‘Mum said we could stay off!’ screamed the girls.

‘They didn’t look well to me,’ explained Alanna, in reply to Angus’s stern look. ‘What’s that bandage for?’

‘I’ve been to casualty, and to the police.’ He told her the whole story, leaving the fate of Justin to the end, bearing in mind that 
the children were there. When the girls learned of the dog’s fate, they screamed and grew wet with tears. ‘Dad’s killed our dog,’ 
bawled Kylee, ‘Mummy, Dad’s killed our dog and we’ll never have him back again!’

‘It’s all right, darling; your dad will get you another dog.’ She threw a contemptuous glance at Angus and then undid the mute 
button and resumed watching TV. The children looked briefly at their father with faces of cold hate and ran howling back up-
stairs.

Angus changed his shirt and left the house silently. He’d go and check up on Mrs Douglas, see that she and Alfred were OK, 
and then phone the office and explain why he wasn’t in.

He thought about how he wished he could move out and live in a place of his own; a flat would do, as long as there was access 
to a garden for the cats. There had to be cats, and a ‘No Dogs’ policy would be welcome. He kept daydreaming so that he was 
surprised to find himself already at Mrs Douglas’s house.

He sighed, rapped the door sharply a few times and, as Alfred yapped inside, waited for Mrs Douglas to answer.
Camila Cavalcante

(Below)
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Yellow II

Elyse Jamieson
U

The codified language of our desire dictates that I can only use a single letter here but if I could give u my alphabet I would;

 press my lips to yrs and speak in tongues until those l e t t e r s became syll/a/bles 
became lexis became clauses became  everything

we are too afraid to say.

In contemplating these constructions I long to build with u, it has become apparent that an A-Z could never fully map my 
feelings and so I want to give u my phonemes. I give u my θ and ð and ∫ and З and Ш and x – all the sounds a

t w e n t y s i x l e t t e r o r t h o g r a p h y

could never bring itself to provide for us.

But I am not sure my phonemes would be complex enough for our structures and so I want to use my phonetics. I want to 
roll my /r/s for u; roll them like u roll yr cigarettes, roll them over my tongue and on to yrs in one fluid, liquid motion be-
cause I have heard rumours these [r]s are at the heart of the Romance languages and though I do not speak one of those I 
will do my best to speak one to u.

To share my consonants with u would be easy, but u and I have identities in our vowels:

 The quality of my I is conditioned by so many factors, fricatives, boundaries; things that I need and u will never ac-
quire, u have no need to acquire, but I want to give u a taste for them nonetheless.

 From where I am listening, yr u is straightforward: long closed back, single sound – u

 but for u I is different; sounds I cannot, will not, reproduce but by giving u my alphabet I 
hope u would allow me to discover yours.

We can build structures with these bricks and for glue may I suggest my punctuation: 
exclamations questions quotations;

I want to underline the alphabet I will give u. 
[I want to stop hiding my words in brackets.]

I want to list for u the syllables of my desire: endless language linked with commas, colons, 
semi-colons, dashes – 

I want to replacethespacesIdeliberatelyforgettousebecauseIam-
         we are 
         so caught up 
         in keeping up 
         appearances;

and so I hide all of this 
beneath U.
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Samuel Best
Ida and Billy

Ida had been a real looker in her day. She turned heads ‘til all the boys started rubbing their necks. Ida had no eyes for the boys 
though. Her Billy did her just fine, thank you very much. Eyes like oceans, Billy had, and greased hair with the softest wave. 
Billy was her wee star and, except for that time she had touched Eddie Cochran’s hand after his show in Bradford, she had never 
so much as thought about another man.
 
 Now, many years later, Billy settled in the ground, Ida might not still have her looks but she still knew how to play the 
boys. She fumbled with her money, scattering coins across the counter and sending the till assistant to his knees to pick it all 
up. Quick as a fox, Ida ran her nimble fingers across the cash drawer, depositing the notes in her jacket pocket just in time. The 
boy stood back up and she croaked an apology that he smiled away.
  
‘No problem, madam. My mistake. There’s your £3.76 change there. You take care now.’

‘Oh I will,’ Ida said, still dropping her voice so it sounded thin and weak. ‘I’m always careful, me.’

 She winked at the boy and he smiled again, unaware. Too right Ida was always careful. There weren’t many shops with-
out those blasted wee cameras left, but Ida knew exactly the ones that were. Her Billy had been right, bless him. Brain like a 
goldmine, that man. Always coming up with his plans. Walking away down the road, Ida scrunched the notes in her pocket 
and began to sing their wedding song, letting her voice float up to Heaven to let old Billy know she’d gotten away with it again.

David Lymburn

Fox Girl
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Owl Boy
Ruthie Kennedy
The Conversation

First there's the conversation. Before the conversation is the party, and before the party is the girl emotionally atrophying in 
her room, and before that is the girl learning to breathe in. And out and in. And out. And in. You get the picture.

The girl is painfully self-aware, and the boy is not. 

They strike up a conversation as the boy strikes a match to light a cigarette (having lost his only lighter, the really fancy one, 
the one he's trying not to think about but can't quite bring himself to replace, and anyway he rather likes the magic of matches, 
the potentiality of charred fingertips, though he couldn't tell you in so many words), since they know each other, and since it's 
only polite, and since the girl is full of something desperate to be told. She fumbles with a gin-and-orange-juice-filled tumbler 
in her hand, slick with alcoholic intent. 

Something in the night sky causes her eyes to glaze over, and, correspondingly, something in the girl's gin-soaked heart sparks 
bright with the little loss of reality. Her eyes roam, unseeing, over the deep black clouds that so resolutely block out the outer 
universe. In this moment she feels an inescapable sense of need; craves a reality of her own, something that stems from her 
and her alone, that other people could be made to understand, that could not be mistaken since it would be so intimately her 
own. In the next instant all sensations become simultaneously intense and distant to her. The clouds pass and behind them 
the stars are so loud that she hears the gleam almost as it journeys the thousand thousand miles to her open, waiting soul. The 
experience is so vivid, so unreal, that its complexity escapes her. It makes her unbearably sad to think that she has no method 
of communicating the sense of wonder, the feeling of utter oneness and yet also exclusion, to another living person. To live in 
your own reality is such a lonely existence, she thinks, not so much in words but in the way the tears prick at her eyes, and a 
sudden limpness in her limbs.

She inhales. It's quite simple. She exhales. The strange feeling is expelled. 

“Having a good night?” asks the boy around a cloud of smoke. Something in his voice seems bigger than the question, to the 
girl. 

“Yeah, I just came out for some fresh air.” she says, trying to ground herself in the conversation. The boy sucks harshly at his 
cigarette. She focuses on the pinprick of light, and the warm, bitter smell.

“Yeah,” the boy echoes. “Yeah, it's packed in there. What are you drinking?”

“Oh!” the girl exclaims softly, just remembering the drink she's nursing in her hand. “It's gin. And orange juice. Want some?”

“Gin? No thanks. It's like bleach, it's awful. I don't know how anybody can drink that stuff.”

“I like it. It tastes kind of dangerous.”

There's no response to that, so she takes a biggish sip. She would call it a gulp, but something about gin, to her, makes it im-
possible to do so. It's too thin, too ephemeral. Drunkenly, she associates it with ghosts. And the smoke-cloud. It's a spirit. She's 
being clever. She wishes she were a cloud, or a ghost, only without having to die first, maybe. She wishes she wouldn't die at all. 

The girl watches the boy's fingers as he enjoys his cigarette. She imagines the cool night air avoiding him, recoiling from his 
hot, smoky breath. His angular outline defies the soft moonlight, his quick intakes of breath disrupt the quiet, slow air. The 
boy being concrete, and the girl wasting away, losing grip on a thousand realities while claiming none – it makes her hate him. 
She is consumed with jealousy. She decides to confound him, to utterly interrupt his solidness – even if it's only for a moment. 
She will make him quantum, she will make him flicker out of existence – just for a second, only for an instant. She won't feel 
so alone. 

“Do you ever feel like nobody understands you?” she starts. The boy begins to speak, but she continues, frantic: “No one un-
derstands me. It's a real problem. But at the same time it feels like that's a phrase that doesn't mean anything, it's so common. 
I don't know how to make it mean what I want it to mean. All the words are there, in the right order, but the impact is so muf-
fled. I can't make anybody understand what I mean at all. Do you ever feel like that? Do you ever feel so lonely, you'd... I don't 
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know – doesn't the nature of everything just make you feel so desperately alone?”

She finishes the tirade with a gasp, watching the boy sharply, eager to see signs of unease. The cigarette is finished, gone, and 
the boy has nothing to do with his hands. Feeling the loss, he fidgets, awkward, bright (startled by the admission, not expecting 
it, feeling something slip from his grasp, aware of the sudden weight of the situation, trying to rein it all in at once).

First, he laughs. It pains her. “I didn't know you were so deep. I don't worry about that stuff at all. Whatever happens, happens, 
you know? You shouldn't think so much, is what I think. Ha, ha.”

He looks at her, like, is that what I was supposed to say?, and the girl is all of a sudden overwhelmed with violent irritation. 
He's not living up to it – what? Not living up to what?

“You still don't really get it...”

“What? What don't I get?”

She downs the drink. It feels like the thing she ought to do. She feels scattered, yet acutely embarrassed, as though the embar-
rassment were the only thing keeping her atoms together. The initial explosion, so powerful and necessary, so terrifying to her 
just a moment ago has tired itself out like a cigarette butt, in such a disappointing, squashed manner. The emotion has been 
discarded without her consent. She knows these flashes are so temporary in her. She knows she can't take any of what she said 
back. The night rushes into her mouth, she wants to cry, she wants to bleed sequins and inhabit the night, she wishes she had 
as much intent as a constellation, but she is so, so separate, so diffused, it exhausts her to try to connect all the disparate parts 
of herself. The entirety of her previous speech now rings false. But she can't take it back. 

“I guess you don't get anything.” she says, defeated, dismissive.

The boy balks, offended. “How can you say that?” He is engaged now. It's terrifying. “Explain it to me again. I'll get it. I'll un-
derstand.”

The girl says nothing. She begins to cry, without meaning to. Everything now is beyond her will. Her meagre capacity for con-
trol is extended, it fails her, it always fails. Tears tumble down her cheeks, and she imagines she can taste ethanol in them. She 
wishes she could dissolve. She wishes the tears would dissolve her completely. 

“Hey, are you okay?” the boy asks, loudly, demanding. “What did I say? What don't I get? What don't I get?”

But she can only cry. And wish that she wasn't. And wish too many things. And be terrified of the boy's utter and real presence.

“What don't I get?”

He doesn't get anything, that's all.

Michael McCann
(Below)

3736

Aimee Campbell
Bath

The water scalded my legs when I stepped in. The redness came to just under my knees. The bubbles have dissolved and the 
water’s milky green now, as though moss has been washed from me. I dip my head, shutting out the sound. The telly blares 
through the wall as I come back up. Down and up again I remix it like a stutter. I touch the hot tap with my toe and it burns so 
I put it on the cold to cool. I think of that painting, the one where she’s lying in the bath like this looking down over her body. 
Instead of bubbles, it’s islands with people on. Not many, 2 or 3 at most. A man reclines under a volcano erupting the Empire 
State Building. A large bird lies impaled on the branch of a tree. Two women console each other on a sponge. Her water’s green 
too, like mine.
      The light buzzes like its full of dying wasps. We knew something was wrong before the ceiling collapsed. It bulged here and 
there, held up only by wallpaper. There was no-one around when it fell. Downstairs heard nothing. Upstairs didn’t feel a thing. 
Like that tree in the forest. The plaster down the toilet wouldn’t flush so we fished it out and binned it.  
      Ha ha. Babs said something funny to me today. I’d put letters in the mail tray and heard her coming down the corridor. 
All heel, thump thump thump. Her spoon rattling against the side of her cup. She walked up to me, her breath hot  in my ear 
and said,  ‘I just had the urge to kick you in the shin’.  I laughed, not knowing what to say, and looked down at my feet for the 
answer. I was about to speak but she was on her way.
      ‘I’ll have to watch my back!’ I shouted, feeling foolish.
        I dip my head so my face is covered and hold my breath, hoping to be reborn. Digging out the plug with my toe, I lie back as 
the water drains, thinking of tomorrow. The plughole expands. It grows bigger and bigger, dilating like a smitten pupil. Water 
rushes down its gape. I catch sight of its slippery dark and grab onto the side, hauling myself up and over. My feet are sucked 
into the whirl but I kick free and fall onto the lino with a thump. 
      ‘Are you okay in there?’ He says. The doorhandle rattles. I lie breathless, limbs stiff from the effort. 
     ‘I’m fine’ I say. How we will wash ourselves now? I look over the edge, terrified that it will suck me in but it’s already shrunk 
back to what it should be. A puddle of green water all that’s left.
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L M Blackburn
The Schrödinger Solution

Three days the search lasted, though it had rapidly become clear nothing would be found. That narrow stretch of water con-
cealed a gash in the seabed deeper than the divisions onshore, and there were plenty of those.

First of all, there were those who believed it was true and those who did not.  Then there were the ones who insisted it should 
all be done again and those who said you could never step in the same river twice (an unfortunate metaphor, in the circum-
stances).  There were a suspiciously large number of conspiracy theorists.  And of course there were the coin-tossers, more of 
them than anyone expected.

Meantime, a whole nation had pricked its finger.  Events were frozen, although rather than falling into a peaceful slumber (in 
many ways a better idea and rather more what the country needed, after the months which had gone before) the place became 
even more noisy and disputatious, hard though it was to believe that such a thing could be possible. 

On day four, there was a sighting, but this was soon dismissed as a hoax. Still, the rumours were hard to shake.  It was after all 
more attractive to believe that the truth was still out there, and not instead forming a claggy mass at the bottom of a marine 
trench, one of history’s more significant cases of papier mache.

As all sides were quick to say, it was a miracle that no-one had died.  Yet that still left the problem unresolved.  After count and 
recount and recount, the outcome so far had been declared a dead heat. When in that terrible freak storm the baggage com-
partment had flown open and the last, uncounted ballot box, the soon-to-be-famous BOX 343, dropped from the helicopter 
into the sound below, the nation’s destiny it seemed had gone with it.

The search would have been called off sooner, in truth, if its continuing utility as a distraction for the world’s press had not 
been the only point on which both sides could agree.  And if anyone wished to question the origins of the reported sighting of 
a large black box on the shoreline some miles further south, the day after the frogmen had finally peeled off their wetsuits, they 
might sensibly have looked no further than the campaign headquarters not of one, but both, camps.

Still, time and tide not being given to hanging about, and rolling news taking much the same approach, some sort of decision 
could not be put off forever.  

The one hundred and forty seven islanders had not been slow to see what the possibilities might include and by day two of 
the crisis a small but effective operation was being run out of the sub-post office, which had bargained one camp up to a twice 
daily free ferry service and the other to a small government call-centre.  There things might have rested, had not an unguarded 
comment to a mainland cousin been fed to a reporter from The Hooter.  Re-running the vote just for the islanders was there-
after deemed off.

The coin-tossers pointed to precedent. The conspiracy theorists pointed to just about everyone and everything.  The impasse 
continued.

A week in, after every columunist, commentator and Twitter user had given an opinion, or in some cases several,  it was a wel-
come distraction when the zoo was able to announce the birth of not one, but two pandas, topically christened by the authori-
ties Yes and No but known locally as “Aye” and “Right”.   Two days later, a story involving footballers, sex and money provided 
some further respite, followed by a prominent murder case reaching court. A further week had passed and a resolution was no 
nearer.

The press searched the world, that is they Googled, to find international precedents, fastening briefly on a case in a country 
almost no-one had heard of, until the entry on Wikipedia, with its apparently exemplary references,  turned out to have been 
invented by a doctoral student hoping for the chance to appear on TV.  Someone suggested convening a panel of international 
experts but it proved impossible to agree who should be on it.

Three weeks in, and a brace of sealed ballot boxes suddenly appeared, one in the lobby of a tabloid newspaper and the other 
addressed to the Chief Constable.  The tabloid box was outwardly a perfect  match, so convincing that it was opened with full 
ceremony by the Returning Officer.  Just in case. It was rejected however, as soon as over one hundred papers were revealed 
within (it was known, but only to very few, that forty nine of the islanders had used postal votes).  Yet forever after a faction of 

the public remained convinced of its authenticity, so that it became in legend something like the Stone of Destiny in reverse.  
This complicated things.  The Chief Constable’s box, a poorer copy, contained exactly one hundred and twenty four jam sand-
wiches and was generally assumed to have something to do with art students.

The Real Box movement organised a demonstration, which triggered further protests and for a fortnight the squares and 
streets were regularly filled with rival groups, either demanding a re-run or calling for almost anything else. Then the weather 
turned: it was an unseasonably cold and wet autumn.  Everyone agreed about that.

As the country divided again, this time between frustration and ennui,  the coin-tossers experienced a sudden surge of popu-
larity,  offering as they did a straightforward solution, held back only by the difficulty of agreeing what coin to use. Arguments 
over this split the group which, the pollsters showed, cost them support.

The pollsters were of course busy throughout, producing figures on the public’s preferred options, broken down by sex, age 
and many other factors of uncertain relevance.  However, the polling produced no outright majority for any single course of 
action and disputes over the precise framing of questions and the order in which they had been asked caused many to dismiss 
the results.

More than a month had now gone by and the leaderships of both camps found themselves under fire from their supporters.  
With time passing, only one solution found general favour: to proceed as though both results were true.   
In the mornings, the nation went about its business as it always had and discussed what changes might be achieved within the 
boundaries it knew.  In the afternoons, it planned for a separate sort of future.  In the evenings, overnight and at weekends, 
everyone agreed to take time off.  At those times, the newspapers shut down their comment threads and Twitter was switched 
off: many wondered why this hadn’t been done before.

After a few more months, things started to get a little blurry round the middle of the day.  After a year, people regularly forgot 
what time it was, although there were always a few reminders: different amounts of pension were paid in the morning and 
afternoon, some companies closed at midday and parliament could only pass laws about the army after lunch.  Some would 
always describe themselves as being a morning or an afternoon person. Yet, after two years had passed, for many life seemed 
somehow rather different but in many ways just the same, whatever the time of day.
  
Still later again (possibly in the morning, possibly in the afternoon) a holidaying lecturer in physics walking her dog along a 
remote shoreline after a heavy storm noticed what looked like the corner of large black box sticking out from the dunes.  It had 
been left there long ago, though she was not to know, by a small-time drug-smuggler, into whose boat it had landed as unex-
pected and nearly fatal extra cargo during an earlier gale. Unsure what it was, he had buried it in the sand as soon as he could, 
before continuing on his business for the night.  Later, he had formed a plan to hold it to ransom. Sand dunes being treacherous 
things, however, he had never been able to find it again and, not wishing to draw attention to his area of operation, had let it 
go.  Politics had never much been his thing, anyway.

The lecturer lent down and brushed some more sand away from the sharp edge projecting through the fine white grains.  Part 
of a label and the top of three letters became visible.  With growing excitement, she crouched down and began to shovel back 
the sand with both hands, until a word and a number were fully revealed.  Then abruptly she stopped, sat back on her heels and 
considered.  She looked over her shoulder at her dog, running in the collapsing waves. After a few moments, she turned and 
leaned forward.  More gently now, she began to pile up the sand once more, smoothing it until the surface of the dune formed 
an uninterrupted sweep of sugary powder.  Then, calling the dog back from the edge of the ocean, she stood up and walked on.
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Javier Vidal Aguilera
Dwelling in the Moorlands
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Thomas McCulloch
Pizza Box

How does it taste?
Saturday night, take away.

That battered cheekbone fragment
clumps of dead hair between

red chipped teeth.

As you swallow
does it

cut the vocal cords
that betray the words
of what you do to me?

Your apathy is part a
scuffed black shoe in my face.

Laces seeping with drain water.
The taste of grit in the heel

scrubbing my face of features.

You should have
placed spare change in my eyes

so that I couldn’t see
the waistband of your boxers

the brand of your boot. 

Instead you covered my face
with a pizza box.

So my blood wasn’t some guilty spot
on your designer jeans

but a red river for your booze cruise.

Monika Jurczyk
(Above and below)

Blue
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Space Chick

Spotless Mind
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MAKE ROOM FOR THE POSSIBLE
 

It makes almost no sense 
I must be careful to think of it 

And then two days more 

Not at all what I’d like to call a man 

Can you blame me for being careful 
Or if I said I do not know 

Make no false promise 

Can you hope to understand 
This little agitation of the rain 

Which we call thought?

WINK 
Bailed on me 

A power relation I’m so 
Glad I made that phone call 

Wink 

ALL THE GLITTERATI COME TO THESE GIGS 
What are you drinking 

It’s black 
It must be coke 

I WEAR BOTH OUR RINGS 
A dream about vimto and beets 

Red cabbage, 
Hi What have you been up to 

DEGREES OF GONE 
Damp towel on dry floorboards 

No bin bag and a butt 
Down the toilet 

ENGLISH MONEY ORIGAMI 
When I wake up in the morning 

I get that feeling like after trying to 
Open a jar and your hands are sore 

WORK 
Not wanting to be in a certain place 

Or out of it

Anna Danielewicz
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Ryan Thomason
Splat

Matilda 
Soft hands stroked my body 
Touching my legs and making me want you 
The quiet evening with the bridge lit down low 
I lay in your bed 
You crept down me slow 
Matilda 
You lie awake 
Smoking with the saddest of thoughts 
I hold your hand but the sad’s not forgot 
You know I’m enough but I’ve told you I’m not 
Matilda 
Out in the day 
You walk so fast
 I float in a daze 
It’s easy to see you still take it all in 
From the way you talk and your mischievous grin 
Matilda 
Seems like you’re afraid 
Love is a dream you’ve experienced only a game 
Matilda my heart sank right to my shoes 
When you told me how others gave you the blues 
Matilda 
Your cocaine heart bleeds 
Searching for love only finding mean streets

Hannah Fyfe
Smoking Matilda

Very little sprung from the truth 
Fairy tales and lies from an uneventful youth 

He's trying to get better 
But it takes too much effort 

Swimming memories 
A fear of water 

The friends he lost but could have fought for? 
Wandering around his kitchen 

Watching him watch her reflection 
Could she have fallen? 

Maybe I think
If his mind wasn't constantly on the blink 

A chance fandango on a dark evening 
Kissed on the cheek she was leaving

Shining
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Paul Heredia
Apollo / Hamlet / The Horror! The Horror!
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I watch you smoke Lucky Strikes in the rain. Tweeze a slender cigarette from the crunched cardboard box. Watch as you slide 
the crisp brown filter between chapped lips.  Hear the crackle of flint. The silent pulse of flame. An umbrella hand lets the pa-
per catch. The heat tickles.
 
Deforestation and soil degradation are two of the environmental consequences of tobacco farming1. Once harvested, tobacco 
biomass (meaning stalks and plant residues) has little to no food value for livestock. In some places sixty nine per cent of farm-
ers clear new land each season for growing crops. Regions which previously held a food-surplus are becoming endangered 
due to cultivating tobacco on the best land, displacing pulses, vegetables and other plant-based crops. Wood also has to be 
acquired to cure tobacco2. 

The paper at the far end starts to burn. Your lip twitches and your chest tightens. You inhale. That first sweet pull. Nicotine 
courses through your blood. A cloud of smoke sweeps into your lungs in a moment. In the next it is freed. 

There are five hundred and ninety-nine additives approved for use in cigarettes. This includes: acetanisole, Beet Juice Con-
centrate, Carob Bean and Extract, Dill Seed Oil and Extract, Ethyl trans-2-Butenoate, Fennel Sweet Oil, Glycyrrhizin Ammo-
niated, Hexanoic Acid, Isoamyl Acetate, Jasmine Absolute (Concrete and Oil), Kola Nut Extract, Levulinic Acid, Myrrh Oil, 
Nutmeg Powder and Oil, Oleic Acid, Phenethyl Salicylate, Pyruvic Acid, Raisin Juice Concentrate, Sugar Alcohols, Tannic 
Acid, Valeric Acid, Wheat Extract And Flour, Xanthan Gum, Yeast3. There are also four thousand chemicals contained within 
a burning cigarette.

You reheat slogans about revolution and justice and how you long for superpowers. You discuss the next protest, the next Star 
Wars movie. We see our breath mist before disintegrating into the air. 

The following carcinogens are found in cigarette smoke (according to the U.S. Department of Health and Human Services): 
Acetaldehyde, Acrylonitrile (since discontinued), 4-Aminobiphenyl, o-Anisidine hydrochloride, Arsenic, Benzene, Berylli-
um, 1,3-Butadiene, Cadmium, 1,1-Dimethylhydrazine, Ethylene oxide, Formaldehyde, Furan, Heterocyclic amines, Hydra-
zine, Isoprene, Lead, 2-Naphthylamine, Nitromethane, N-Nitrosodi-n-butylamine, N-Nitrosodiethanolamine, N-Nitrosodi-
ethylamine, N-Nitrosodimethylamine, N-Nitrosodi-n-propylamine, 4-(N-Nitrosomethylamino)-1-(3-pyridyl)-1-butanone, 
N-Nitrosonornicotine, N-Nitrosopiperidine, N-Nitrosopyrrolidine, N-Nitrososarcosine, Polonium-210, Polycyclic aromatic 
hydrocarbons, o-Toluidine and Vinyl chloride4. 

You lean like the tower of Pisa. You use the wall to support your back. You push the hair from your eyes and face. You playfully 
tell someone to shut up. 

British American Tobacco – maker of Dunhill, Kent, Pall Mall, Benson & Hedges, Rothmans and Lucky Strikes – is the sixth 
largest company on the London Stock Exchange. In 2012 it had a market capitalisation of sixty-five point five billion pounds. 
Their Chief Executive, Nicandro Durante, earned six million four hundred and ninety-two thousand pounds in 20135. The 
national minimum wage for anyone over twenty-one is £6.31 per hour6. If you work forty hours a week, fifty two weeks a year, 
you would earn, before tax, thirteen thousand one hundred and twenty four pounds and eighty pence. At this rate, ignoring 
adjustments for inflation, you will earn six-hundred and fifty-six thousand two hundred and forty pounds in a working life-
time. Extrapolating backwards, a man earning six million four hundred and ninety two thousand pounds a year working the 
same forty hours and the same fifty-two weeks earns three thousand one hundred and twenty-one pounds and fifteen pence 
an hour. This is equal to the earnings of four hundred and ninety-four people on minimum wage in that year.
 
Someone declares that under Full Communism they will bring back Fun House, presented by Pat Sharp. Everyone will get to 
go on it. Not just children. This would redeem him for presenting the Coca-Cola Eurochart Show then latterly the Nescafe UK 
Top 50.

1 http://www.who.int/tobacco/research/economics/rationale/environment/en/
2 http://tobaccocontrol.bmj.com/content/21/2/191.full
3 http://www.tricountycessation.org/tobaccofacts/Cigarette-Ingredients.html
4 http://ntp.niehs.nih.gov/?objectid=03C9AF75-E1BF-FF40-DBA9EC0928DF8B15
5 http://investing.businessweek.com/research/stocks/people/person.asp?personId=8811457&ticker=BTI
6 http://www.hmrc.gov.uk/payerti/payroll/pay-and-deductions/nmw.htm

Ross McCleary
Smoking
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Like many other companies, tobacco growing has also seen a move from High Income Countries (HIC) to Low and Medium 
income countries allowing them to make use of cheaper labour costs. Almost all of the profits from tobacco go to transnational 
tobacco companies. Only a small amount goes to the developing countries where it is grown. Most tobacco farmers receive 
only a small percentage of the profits that tobacco generates7. 

You reach the end of your cigarette and toss the butt in the trash. You don’t litter and you won’t let anyone else either. I join 
you in shuffling back into the pub to re-join the meeting of the Socialist Society, rubbing our hands for heat and sighing at the 
sweet stench of sweat and the promise of cool cider.

In Malawi, thousands of children work in tobacco fields. Many suffer from a condition called green tobacco sickness (nicotine 
poisoning). Symptoms include abdominal cramps, breathing difficulties, diarrhoea and vomiting, fluctuations in heart rate, 
high blood pressure, muscle weakness, and severe headaches. 

I should say something. I know I won’t.

7 http://whqlibdoc.who.int/fact_sheet/1997/FS_155_eng.pdf
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David Linklater
The Worm

7.22 – St. Georges Cross – Wednesday – got off tube & started walking towards the cathedral with serious prick spire – appar-
ently thinnest at the point – of all the pricks in Scotland. Walking up cracked slab embankment – noticed a worm slinking – 
slow pale pink towards certain concrete death. Oh no – sad little worm he was – alone. Reached the door – 2/1. Usually only 
takes a few seconds – seven or eight – five it was. Jarred lower back the day before – thirty seconds more to scale two flights of 
stairs – forgot to lock front door – another five returning. Hall around ten feet – more like twenty felt – got to the bed – three 
and a half minutes to read – just why – she was crying. Held her in the quiet hours of the night – made love shapes under moon 
beams – careful not to further inflame the discs. In the morning after waking – most tenuous of sleeps marred by four o’ clock 
Ibuprofen strains – floaty dreams of liquid fire – unsolicited waves – & space travel – took fifteen minutes to leave. Walking to 
the station – Sun high & boisterous – open arms – warm & trickled down in between the cracks of the slabs – softening the 
edges to a much rounder grey. Passing where it slunk the night before – it lay crinkled – brownish – a fraction of the size. I felt 
ashamed – could’ve moved it back to the soil but wanted to tell her it would be alright by 7.30.

Kink Slap
Yesterday / Evaporation / Hindsight

Regardless
where I go

the memory of you
follows me

Evaporation:
I keep

my best thoughts
in air tight

sachets.

Hindsight;
wonderful thing

just don’t
abuse it

like I did
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John McDougall
Functional Ambience
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Natalie Stypa
Proper Poetry [a concept of]

i did what you do.

fall asleep in your passions.

dark and gloomy, this is how you wanna be.

too imperfect for make-believe perfection.

will you buy me a forest?

i want butterflies exploding out of my knickers.

i will settle for nothing less.

they are nice and so on.

who decides about vice and virtue anyway?

to a world filled with ugliness i close my eyes.

i dreamt that i was alone, no family, no friends.

i felt so pure.

lose things in order to get used to losing people.

the most profound thing anyone has ever said to me was in a dream.

in the morning, i just don’t feel like dying for anyone i guess.

darkness came up inside me.

the past is always the place where death is not.
 
i found the one who’s more myself than i am.

turns out it’s not so easy dealing with myself.

the city was lying there.

spread out under a light blue firmament.

the edges were beginning to turn a bright yellow.

make the stone stoney.

is he sucking on a cigarette or a lollipop?

there was fog or steam.

in a cabinet, i keep all things old and ugly and frightening.

i had sex with him in my imagination.

i bet he had sex with me in his imagination, too.

did we actually have sex?

there is a carebearcoloured hole in the sky.

the fields remind me of camping.

early mornings fresh and cold.

this certain green and blue.

you should google AVANTGARDE INDEX, among the first hits you will get RUSSIAN
AVANTGARDE ART INDEX OF ALL THE ARTISTS, PAINTERS, WRITERS AND OTHER
FAMOUS PEOPLE IN THE MOVEMENT, followed by AVANTGARDE IM
SCHÜTZENVEREIN.

sweetheart these people aren’t real, her mum said, you made them up.

a short glimpse of eternity, just the fraction of a second.

timelessness.

i love looking at pretty things/eating pretty things/fucking pretty things.

simple, you see?

soar / sore

that’s what we are, under a seemingly endless universe whose end is just too far away
for our petty minds to grasp, we come in different colours different shapes, there’s a
beautiful arse walking in front of me i’m not the only one to notice flesh looking at flesh
and some neurons maybe thrown in for the fun like an alcoholic cook would pour a
hearty draught of brandy into the cake to spice things up a bit.

flesh looking at flesh
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      Beneath a Name 
 
 
  can't someone  
   give me a 
   name 
  undo me 
    oh do 
  just outdo me  
  and leave me 
  to be 
  unconfigured 
  disfigured 
  rearrangeable 
    please 
   take away 
   my tongue 
    please 
   let me taste with 
   fingers and thumb 
    oh please 
   let me hear 
   the space 
   between our voices 
    just  
    please 
  
  I don't know  
  my own sea 
  how the waves 
   hear your heart 
    please god 
   let me hear 
   myself alive 
   feel my name 
   beneath me like 
   a thundering 
   question broiling 
   through the foams 
   of self-loathing 
    oh 
    oh please 
    oh god please 
   just let me live. 
 
 
 
 
 

Hayden W. Bell
Beneath a Name

Hazel Gore

Mumma Wolf
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Bogeyman

Cigarette Woman
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Tangerine Woman Stewing in Her Own Juice Tangerine Woman’s Child
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Stephen Watt
Aerosol Language

Louise Haywood
Pandaemonium
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Vikki Gemmell
Ghosts

Every Sunday when the clock chimes one, Tommy’s on the high street, pushing the empty wheelchair at high speed, chasing 
the pigeons. Today he’s wearing a long coat with no buttons; it billows out behind him in the wind, like black wings of death, 
shrouding a forgotten town. 

 An accordion player serenades him in the rain, the melody wheezing louder than Tommy’s cough, sadness in the 
folds. Take me home, but where is home? These words, they’re hiding between the notes, dancing along the pavement. 

An old Romanian woman tries to empty some fruit into the wheelchair and Tommy swerves violently, apples and tangerines 
tumbling through puddles. 

 “She doesnie want any.” Tommy bares his gums and the woman moves on, bowing her head.

 “It’s alright, Agnes. I won’t let anyone touch you.” Tommy arranges the blanket on the chair, patting the empty space. 

 He stops at the flower stand to buy yellow carnations. “There you go, love. The colour of your dress.” The flowers sit in 
the chair and he breathes in the smell of summer, the memories of better days. 

 He sits down on a bench to rest his throbbing feet. The woman from before is sitting across the way, nibbling on one of 
her tangerines, the juice dribbling down her chin. Tommy looks at her tired face, her sad eyes. 

 “Aye, Agnes. I can see it.” He pats the arm of the wheelchair. “I know, I shouldnie have snapped. She was just being 
nice.”  

 Tommy picks up the yellow carnations and carries them over to the woman, attempts to convey an apology with his 
toothless smile. The woman looks up in surprise, sniffs the flowers and nods in appreciation.

 He can see the ghosts pressing down on her shoulders, the worries and heartbreak etched into the lines of her face. 

 “Don’t you worry, hen. They say the rain is going to stop tomorrow.” He points a finger up to the sky and the woman 
smiles, offering him the remains of her tangerine.

 The discarded peel lies at her feet, curling into a heart shape, not yet part of the earth.
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Andrew Blair
The Line

Never Give In

‘Shit on my chin, please’.

Wordlessly
She obeyed.

Now
She is more confident

When it comes
To imposing
Limitations.

Though
She still feels a bit queasy

Whenever she sees
A picture of Abraham Lincoln.

The man in the tight anorak
Stood panting in the exact spot

A wheelchair or old person 
Would’ve gone if there’d been one.

He had run comically,
Strides like scissors akimbo
Palm to window to driver

Desperate to attend our journey.

With The Metro as our shield
Gestalt ignorance greeted his arrival

I noted his discomfort,
Put it down to a stitch, nothing more.

He grimaced, tugged his zip.
His face strained, dense and down
He pulled his zip, anorak billowed,
And a torrent of redness erupted.

It went on for quite a bit.
About seven or eight seconds.

It was really big, ceiling thwarted.
It had blood and bits of guts in it.

The man’s face and hands were fine.
They sank down to the ground, intact,
Collecting themselves in the anorak.

This then floated off the bus.

A woman from Comely Bank tutted,
Not only was an appendix resting
On her copy of I-On Edinburgh

But the man had only gone one stop.
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Emeline Morin
(Left and below)

No. 26
Emma waters her breasts patiently every day. With care, it will 
happen. They will grow. They will sprout and bloom. They will 
turn into the sweet rounded fruits she always wanted them to be. 
Boys will stop making fun of her and calling her barren soil and 
a wasteland. 
Everybody will look at them when they talk to her instead of her 
eyes. Men and women will dream about how soft and juicy and 
sweet they are. And then they will undress her. They will stroke 
the peachy skin of her breasts. They will hold them like fragile 
ripe berries. They will swallow her nipples whole like pips. And 
she will cringe silently. 
Patience. Spring is on its way.

No. 7
They were gigantic. Humongous. 
They conquered nations.
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No. 64
They started fitting zips on people about ten years ago. At first it was a surgical thing. I mean a proper one. For instance, they’d 
put them on people who had weak hearts and would probably need several surgeries. It was revolutionary. No need for con-
stant scans, opening, closing and healing of wounds. The doctors were given a special key to use the zip, open their patients’ 
bodies, check out what, if anything, was wrong, change the faulty parts or organ and zip them up again. As the technology 
developed, everything became easier, cheaper and faster. 
As it spread, it became one of these things that people actually wanted to have ‘just in case’. In case I get sick. In case I need my 
appendix removed. In case I have a heart attack. 
And then, with time, it became more; it became fashion. 
Zip parlours opened, often next to or in collaboration with piercing and tattoo parlours. People started having them built in 
everywhere. The zips turned into brands, more or less successful, more or less reliable, more or less expensive. People had them 
on their cheeks for the fun of opening them while eating, on their hips, their stomachs, their thighs, their feet and who knows 
where else. 
As could have been predicted, it turned out pretty badly sometimes: bad quality zips opening or bursting open for instance. I 
read about a guy, playing rugby, who spilt his guts all over the pitch after his burst at the seams. It took a while for his teammates 
to notice; they’d already trampled all over his insides by then and no one could save him. Apparently some men used it on their 
wives as well, having a zip set down there, one with a lock and a single key. A single key they kept greedily to themselves. 
Just like any kind of fashion, some people loved it, others hated it. I never got one. I don’t really have an opinion on it. And 
maybe I’m a bit squeamish too. 

I slept with a girl who had one once. It was morning and she was getting up when I noticed a zip on top of her left breast. I 
vaguely remembered seeing it at the bar but most of the night was a blur. 
‘Heart disease?’ I asked pointing at it. She burst out laughing.
‘No. Much better.’ She sat down on the bed next to me and opened it. I refrained from jumping back but what I saw wasn’t flesh 
and blood and a beating heart. It was a mess but of a different kind. The inside of her breast was padded to keep its shape but 
a gap had been made so she could fill it with her belongings. 
Her left breast was a pocket. 
She fumbled through it for a while, making clinking noises, took a cigarette out of it, a lighter, zipped it back up and started 
smoking with a smile. 
‘Smart eh?’ she said, exhaling smoke through her nose. 
‘Do you keep your keys in the other one?’ I asked, attempting to sound light and not to feel sick. Was I fascinated or utterly 
repulsed?
‘Don’t be silly. I wouldn’t get it on both breasts. It’s too vulgar.’
I didn’t know what to answer and grunted, all the time trying to remember what her breast had been like in my hand. 
Did it feel like a padded bra or a small purse in any way?

No. 115
The Queen was the most beautiful woman in the land. But she caught a dark disease. Tormented, the King called for sorcerers 
and witches and fairies. They tried spells and enchantments, potions and ointments, but none could save her.
On the night of her death he had a doctor fetched. The doctor cut the queen with care. Dissected her precious body slowly. 
The King is used to the smell now. He has a secret room where he keeps her. Formaldehyde jars cover the old man’s shelves. 
He does not move them, only looks at them, yellowed, swollen remnants of the one he loved. 
He used to fall asleep with his hand on her left breast. He could feel her heart pounding under his fingers, lulling him to sleep. 
Now he clutches a cold jar. 

No. 42
“Hold a breast!”

A recent research by neurologists of the University of Glasgow in Scotland has shown that breasts make people happy. 
‘Fondling breasts triggers a combination of oxytocin and endorphins in both subjects. It makes people bond and feel happy. 
This was a first, we had 100% positive results.’ 
Finally an answer to the eternal question of  why we love breasts so much!
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Dee Sunshine
Beltane Awakening / A Short Moment of Clarity / Kali’s Playground
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1.

Below the concrete and the flowers, 
below the snow and the tubers, 
below the moist earth, 
below the corpses of broken birds, 
below the lava flows and Dante’s infernal lament: 
the underworld unfolds, 
    eternal and ever-present.  

 A different gravity brought us here: 
it was not density, but destiny... or so we thought,
sinking down on flustering wings, 
alchemical feathers melting in the dark sun.

We were but marionettes, the pair of us,
dancing, hypnotised, on broken glass,
willingly enslaved to Mother Durga
and her Amazing Cascading Circus.
 She taught us tricks, kept us
in her thrall, binding us with incantations
from her big black book.

Here, she said, her voice quivering,
these cards have revealed your tomorrow,
but do not look if you do not want to see
for wisdom brings not just joy, 
but bitterness and sorrow.

We were warned;
and yet we begged her to go on...

Then she spilled her box of wonders
on the sawdust circus floor, jewels glinting
in sudden light; and she promised us
gifts that would delight.

These you can have, she said,
these healer’s hands, these witch’s eyes,
but beware... for hands cannot heal
if they cannot feel, and eyes that wish to see
must see all, in hideous clarity.
 
Beware! she warned,
but still we begged her to go on,
laying ourselves naked
across her glittering altar.

She peeled the lids from our eyes, 
peeled them off in bloody, ragged strips.

Let there be light! she exclaimed,
and our eyes were aflame.

Ecstasies
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Then she commanded us to open up our hands
and into each palm with her sacred athame 
she stabbed cunt-like stigmata.

Forgive them Lord, she cried,
for they know not what they are doing!

We were undone, awakened to the light
and it was too terrible, too bright;
clutching each other, we wept 
like newborns
pushed out of the warm darkness
of the womb, knowing
we could never know 
the Tao of absorption.  

There, in the acid light,
we could see the door, but could not divine
a way of entering in and being contained...

And how we longed to be contained!

2.

We tasted the light, but tasted it not.  
Intangible, it was, around us,
above us, beneath us, beyond us,
but not within us.

We should have listened to the weatherman:
he told us dark clouds would roll in -
the forecast was for a fall. 
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Roisin Caird
Grey City

“We’ve been cheated”
He spat
With a laugh
At the floor.
“Deluding ourselves we’re winning
In a game we were never supposed to play”.
Around him surrounded
By suits, the colour of his own
Grey, grey, grey
Silver in the sun.
Now began, forced to carry on
Moving day to day.
A man with a sign.
There is no change.
Old prejudices are replaced by new.
Hearts are broken.
People starve.
Wheels keep turning.
Ants keep crawling.
The man giggles
High pitched
Inaudible above the screech of metal.
“There is no future,” He thinks, just before.
“Only days which haven’t happened yet”.

Metal
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In Progress
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Samantha Jack
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John McGlade
Now Available on Catchup

Time Square’s Revolution had reached full term; the New Order was kicking hard.

The Ticker Tape flickered:

…NATIONAL DEBT NOW STANDS AT…

a lonely zero rolled across the screen.

Cheers, cam-balls and micro-drones distended the sky; sailors kissed girls; soldiers kissed sailors; the Statue of Liberty kissed-

-MC Augur kissed his mic: ‘Spill!…Your!…Guts!…Spill!…’ 

Uproar was stillborn. Eyes swivelled stageward.

Then his incantation ignited the Square: 

‘…Your!...Guts!...Spill!...Your!...’- 

-till he bade silence; now the procedure could begin.
 
Speakers amplified the strangled scream, the cauterer’s hiss; Ultimate Truth was being Delivered.  

As though on an invisible rack, the Augur held aloft his bloody offering: ‘…The! …Signs! …Are! …Good!’ 

Wailing, a New Consciousness surged from the Enraptured masses. Its mother,  the Sacred Forest Of All-Seeing Arms, rippled 
with content. 

An old man wrenched his gaze from the Public Curiosity™ that had been his intestines. As the light left eyes he could no longer 
close, Apostate Mark Zuckerberg finally understood the True Meaning of his words, blinking back at him from the Ticker 
Tape:

…THE AGE OF PRIVACY IS OVER :)
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Friday

He was right. It was the happiest day of her life. 

Her chair squeaked into the registrar’s office. Blinded by sunlight. Then him, staring down at her: he’d 
promised never to take his eyes off her.

Monday

A photocopy of a marriage certificate lies on top of a file containing both their statements  and pictures of 
her twenty seven separate injuries.

Happiest Day

Robert Mills
(Below)
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Jackal Trades
Cabinet Reshuffle

the kiddiefiddling kerfuffle has even ruffled the nutters,
and made the cabinet reshuffle double in muscle and numbers. 

replacing the fossills with younger worse cunts coz trouble, 
is brewing coz truthers had enough of this bubble, 

the sick psycho fuckers have suckled so much blood they buckle,
`They’re all in it together` so they die afore they’re huckled, 

Not so much as a mutter last night on Newsnight they hustle, 
shovel shit, sweep under carpets with a broom cupboard muzzle,

no one wants to solve this puzzle - distort, distract, muddle, 
scared to muddy the waters ‘case they drown in the puddle
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Kirsty McBride & Sarah Kettle
A New Form of Perspective
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The Grind would like to thank its contributors for their fascinating work and for trusting us to showcase it properly. We hope we have done it justice. The Editor would also like to thank 
Anca for her unwavering patience and the city of Edinburgh for giving him a new lease on life. A huge thanks also goes to Louise Duffy, John Farrell, and Declan Malone, without whom 

this journal would not exist.

Thank you for reading The Grind

Sleep with little rest
Work for no reward
Dream with boundless ambition
And be happy despite it all

the-grind.co.uk
@thegrindjournal

fb.com/thegrindjournal
thegrindjournal@gmail.com
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