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What a month it has been. I was given an unpleasant
revelation about my dependency on technology when our
Internet was disconnected, leaving me metaphorically
high and dry.
However, it was a fantastic opportunity to get back to
basics, and despite the delay in publishing Issue
Three, I was able to turn Issue’s One and Two into a
zine!
I have finally achieved the fusion of tradition and
technology that I was aiming for with this magazine; a
blending of old and new into a unique creative work.
So here it is. The October Issue has finally come
together. I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I
enjoyed making it.
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COFFEE BREAK.
Princess del Oso.
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Book quote.
Bhuwan Chand.

The best style is
the style you
don’t notice.
Somerset Maugham—Jan 25, 1874 - December 16, 1965

Creatures of Circumstance by Somerset Maugham.
Creatures of Circumstance begins with an explanation from the author telling how this
collection came about. Maugham says I have never pretended to be anything but a story
teller. It has amused me to tell stories and I have told a great many. It is a misfortune for me
that the telling of a story just for the sake of the story is not an activity that is in favour with
the intelligentsia. I endeavor to bear my misfortunes with fortitude.
The short stories in this extraordinary collection, with the exception of one, were written after
the close of World War I. Maugham brilliantly captured the public mood of his time to put on
display the changing morality of the twentieth century. An expert storyteller, he was also a
master of fictional technique. His fiction offers a synthesis of pleasures in the form of realism,
exoticism and ironic observation, careful craftsmanship, and characterization. Among the
stories included in Creatures of Circumstance are The Colonel's Lady, Flotsam and Jetsam,
Sanatorium, Appearance and Reality, The Point of Honor, A Woman of Fifty, The Man from
Glasgow and The Kite.
William Somerset Maugham was born in Paris in 1874. He spoke French even before he spoke
a word of English, a fact to which some critics attribute the purity of his style. His parents died
early and, after an unhappy boyhood, which he recorded poignantly in Of Human Bondage,
Maugham became a qualified physician. But writing was his true vocation. For ten years before
his first success, he almost literally starved while pouring out novels and plays. During World
War I, Maugham worked for the British Secret Service. He travelled all over the world, and
made many visits to America. After World War II, Maugham made his home in south of France
and continued to move between England and Nice till his death in 1965.
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I really didn’t mean for it happen, but it did. I had hoped the outcome would have been different and I would be on my
way. I guess it just wasn’t in the cards for life to be that easy. I must have been really kidding myself that all would go
well when I showed up to collect the hundred bucks that Frank owed me.
“Hey Frank,” I say. “How’s business?”
“Who the hell said you could walk in here?”
“Take it easy. I just stopped by to pick up that hundred bucks you borrowed.”
“Hundred bucks? You crazy or something?”
“Naw I’m not crazy. Don’t you remember a few months ago we were in Milwaukee and you borrowed a hundred to send
to your old lady?”
“She wasn’t my old lady you little prick. She was the girl you had fucked over. The hundred bucks was so she could get
an abortion. Tell me you forgot that?”
“I remember that you liked her and wanted to take care of her. That’s why she’s your old lady in mind.”
“You know if I didn’t have to stay behind this bar I would come around and give you a lesson in being a human. I told
you when we parted in Milwaukee to never, ever get in touch with me again.”
“Take it easy man. You and I just have a different opinion of what went down. The truth is I really need that hundred.
I am behind the eight ball a little. I‘m between jobs and nowhere to stay.”
“How the hell did you get here? West Palm is two thousand miles from Milwaukee.”
“Yeah tell me about it. I had to hitchhike the whole way. I got a few rides and then nothing. Damn near died in the snow
in Ohio.” I give him a sad look like I really had died. He pays no attention.
“Get the hell out of here.”
“Aw Frank don’t say something like that. I need your help.”
“And when I need you what happened?”
“What do you mean?”
“I suppose you also forgot about leaving me in that convenience store when you lifted those beers.”
“Frank I didn’t know you weren’t behind me when I split.”
“So you just help yourself to a couple of beers and then leave me behind to explain that you are really a poor boy who
has a habit of not paying for beers?”
“You know damn well I didn’t mean to leave you there.”
“You didn’t hear me call out to you after that goon tackled me?”
‘Well I sorta did, but thought you would be okay.”
“Yeah I was okay after I paid for the beers.”
“Well, take them out of my hundred.”
“You asshole. I don’t owe you a hundred. As I told you I gave it to the girl you knocked up.”
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“Funny you should call me an asshole. What about that time you took that girls purse and never gave it back.”
“Um. You want to tell me about that?”
“Yeah. In the bar. We were dancing with a couple of girls and you lifted the one’s purse when she went to the
bathroom.”
“You must be out of your mind. I never lifted any one’s purse. Are you sure you are talking about me?”
“Sure it was you. At least that’s what I told the police.”
“The police? What the hell you talking about?”
“The cops came after you left. The girl was missing her purse and she called the cops. They wanted to know what I knew
and I told them you took the purse.”
“You what? When was this?”
“While we were in Milwaukee. Remember going to that bar and the two girls really liked us. One had black hair and the
other was a blond.”
“That could be a hundred nights. When specifically.”
“Let me see. It was about four or five days before Christmas.”
“This last Christmas?”
“Well it was just before you left for Florida. I am surprised you actually made it down here. I’m sure that put out a
warrant.”
“A warrant? Do you know what will happen to my job if I am arrested?”
“Oh I wouldn’t worry about it anymore. That was a couple of months ago and I’m sure it’s forgotten.”
“Oh yeah. Forgotten until I’m pulled over for a minor traffic violation that is.”
“I would drive safely if I were you.”
“Why did you tell the cops that I took the purse?”
“Cause I didn’t want to get arrested.”
“You sonofabitch. You may have cost me my job.”
“Oh I doubt it. Hey is that cash register full?”
“Okay I want you to get the hell out of here. Right now.
Frank makes a move to come around the bar. I grab him by the shirt and the back of the neck and pull him down onto
the bar. I didn’t mean to pull him as hard as I did and he hits the bridge of his nose on the edge. I can feel him go limp
and know he is out. I look around and there is no one else in the place. I let Frank slip down to the floor behind the
bar. I go around the bar and open the register. There are stacks of tens and twenties so I help myself and shut the
drawer.
“Excuse me,” says a voice behind me on the other side of the bar.
I whirl around to see a guy looking at me like he knows me. “Yeah what do you want?”
“I came to collect the hundred bucks you owe me.”
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Bitter Coldness
Frost sudden and bright-gleaming
On wood and metal,
The yellow sun creates diamonds
Out of frozen moisture.
The air is razor-sharp,
Inhale the bitter coldness.
Spring momentarily halted,
But the promise of Summer
Is hinted at
In the lengthening hours of daylight.

Poetic
Ponderings
Freya
Pickard
Black cat creeps
above,
Silhouetted against
the
Blue sky of evening.
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Some industrious soul has been busy, setting out rows of uncomfortable plastic chairs. They have been dug up out of storage for
this, their one yearly use. It’s time for that curse of almost every organisation – the Annual General Meeting.
Slowly, reluctantly, the members trickle in. Most are regulars. Others only appear once a year – or less often. They take offense
when the newer members have no idea who they are, as they’ve been around since the very beginning and think their reputation
should precede them.
As always, the seats near the back fill first. It is freezing outside, and the heater is on the rear wall. It is a delicate balancing act,
deciding when to arrive. Too early, and you’ll be waiting around for the late-comers. Too late, and you risk being stuck in the front
row...
There is a table at the front of the room, where the committee sits. Already they are drowning in paperwork. While the Secretary
deals with piles of reports, and the seemingly endless forms that need to be completed, the Treasurer is surrounded by a crowd of
people – half waiting to pay their fees, and the other half wanting re-imbursement for a hundred little things bought on the club’s
behalf. It is well known that only the most dedicated stand for the committee...there will be little competition for positions when
the election begins.
The President calls the room to order – only ten minutes late this year – and waits until the stragglers finally take a seat. The
reports are read and accepted. They are all short and sweet. This committee has been in place for several years and they know that
people just want to get through the formalities and get to the free barbecue they’ve been promised, an incentive to attract as many
members to the meeting as possible.
A member stands to thank the committee members for their service over the past 12 months, then – as expected – announces that
as there are no other nominees for the new committee, they will all continue in their current roles for another year.
Almost over now, the President asks if there is ‘Any Other Business’ before he closes the meeting. The room holds its breath, on
the edge of their seats, but there is always one person who insists on airing their grievances. There is a muffled groan as one solitary
member stands and launches into a diatribe about some perceived slight or other...she expresses her disappointment in the
committee’s lack of action on the issue. The committee in turn expresses their surprise that the issue exists, as none of them have
been approached about it before this moment. The President promises that it will be looked into, then in the same breath closes the
meeting.
Freedom at last! For this year at least...
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Former Head of Security.
Ana Maria Caballero.
The Mayor did not chat;
but with a kiss on the cheek
marked each daily encounter.

Surely we wondered if his temper made us safer:
motorcycles, rural landing strips,
Putumayo.

The guard of a Colombian Vice-President,
an unnecessary Doberman
where a Labrador could have barked.

The Mayor spoke
into his speech, closed
with the word Presidency,

then went to the cheese table for some cheese.

I sat next to him and was glad
that our first daily encounter
had already been had.
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Writer’s Block.
jaydeashe
Writer’s block begins with
an itch in your fingers that
the words just won’t scratch.

Moves to your chest
a tightness,
a terror,
a shortness of breath and a
shortness of paragraphs.

Moves to your brain and
jumbles the letters
ihfoebgtjbjcijweipowqkhhovso.

Can’t decide establish work out decipher
what it is you wanted to say.

It’s a flicker of light and
A trickle of sound,
That moves by too fast
To attempt to write down.
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My first bird book is dated ‘Xmas 1966’. I was nine years old.
I am not sure how my interest in natural history started. I
wish I could say it has been with me all my life but alas it has
waxed and waned. However shortly after England won the
soccer World Cup someone thought my interest sufficiently
strong to give me a book on British Birds and their nests. Of
course nowadays any suggestion of nests and worse, egg
collecting, is frowned upon. But almost fifty years ago nests
were still permitted.
If I were, in a moment of extreme boredom, to count the
bird books that adorn my shelves today I estimate it would
be well over a hundred. Add in the journals and magazines I
have hoarded and you could shoot for maybe a thousand.
In 1968 my parents moved from the fringe of town to the
countryside. Above the small estate on which we lived was
woodland, not yet ruined by the Forestry Commission.
Behind us was a farm with a motley flock of sheep, grazing
safely. That’s what sheep do apparently. A brook ran alongside
the fields and was a constant magnet for the local youngsters,
despite it being on private land and out of bounds. Further
away but well within sniffing distance another farm, the home
of pigs and cattle. I must have picked up the wildlife bug in
those early days. Woodpeckers visited our garden. We had a
one-legged Jay we called Hop-along. There were deer, foxes,
rabbits galore and, in my imagination probably Sabre-toothed
Tigers. I read too many adventure stories.

Fast forward twenty years or more and the same books are still
on the shelf. The collection has grown but not by much. I
decided I needed an antidote to my day job. I went on a field
trip to look for birds. I was hooked. Within months I was
travelling to places I had barely heard of to see new birds.
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Spain, Kenya, Nepal and then as I grew more
confident, India, Galapagos, Papua New Guinea,
Ethiopia, the list went on. Each time I bought
books and maps. Books by the great explorers and
travel writers of years gone by. I was enthralled by
The Malaya Archipelago by Alfred Russell Wallace,
the man who was almost Charles Darwin. And over
time I started to take a camera with me. I started
taking wildlife photos 10-15 years ago. There was
no great ambition.

Travelling to remote places you encounter
creatures that will never appear in a British Bugs
guide. The initial apprehension of sharing your
lodge room with scary looking insects soon turns
to fascination. I have no idea what bit me in PNG
but I do know that one of my legs blew up like a
beach ball, turned purple, black and blue and
caused me a great deal of pain. The pain was
intensified by the size of the needles they used to
jab me in the backside when I went to the medical
centre in Cairns. I shrugged it off. Recreational hazard. Slowly the bugs started to become as important as birds.
In summer birds are generally out of season. No migration. Fewer visitors than in winter. So what does any
sensible man do? He traps moths and searches for dragonflies. The bookshelves were groaning with volumes of
reference books and now my insect books probably number almost as many as my bird library.
With advancing years I was able to buy some better camera gear and the photography began to take on more
importance. Bird books, insect guides and now photography books. I am presently trying to move beyond the
mere documentation of a subject. I want to represent it in a manner that is aesthetically pleasing. That does not
come naturally to me. I like structure. How do you know when an image is ‘right’? What is good photography? I
am still in the discovery phase. I am fortunate that I now have the time to wander off at my leisure, much to the
bemusement of my wife, seeking out things, which most people avoid. Always with a camera at the ready. Last
Christmas my wife and I travelled to Antarctica and I finally stood on my seventh continent.
There can be few things more rewarding in life than travel. The door is always opened for me by the books I read
in advance. The photographs are the legacy of the trip. The three are inextricably linked. One day I shall have to
give up the travelling and doubtless the camera gear. I hope I shall die with a favoured book in my hands,
perhaps even The Malay Archipelago.
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Haibun: The Trip
Bas tet.
Travelling opens many pathways to contemplation. As I sat in my seat by the
window on my last trip to Padua, instead of reading my book, I decided to “read”
my fellow passengers.
There was a grey-haired lady with a cloth bag full of gift wrapped packages. She
had such a wonderful smile, serene but quietly excited. I imagined her arrival at
the home of her son or daughter and the gleeful cry of her grandchildren as they
opened their gifts.
The young couple across the aisle from me were both bent over their books,
obviously studying. Their general air reminded me of the anxiety I used to feel
just before an examination.
I was delighted though, by the person at the end of our railway car. Like me, he
had his camera out taking photographs of passersby, and, of me! I could see him
processing them on his computer. There I would be, shooting his photograph as
he shot mine.
Encounters, so many brief encounters. For a brief moment my life intertwined
with those people’s lives and I’ll never see them again. Perhaps, I will see them
again; in a photograph, or maybe, one day, as inhabitants of a story or a poem.

Travelling by train
passengers pass like rivers
flowing, moving on
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Scents of Fall.
Princess del Oso.

Fresh cut hay
Apple tart
Saddle soaped leather
Autumn stout
Misty rain
Pumpkin pie
Wool sweaters
Turkey fried
Pinon smoke
Roasted chilies
Spiced cider
Decaying leaves
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Gabby and Mike.
Robert Mitchell Jr.
"Hey Gabby," Mike said. "Where have you
"Should've known you'd find me sooner or
for him to sit down in the white plastic
the umbrella would only shade one of the
in the shade. He nodded at a scratch on

been? I've been looking all over."
later," Gabby said. She waved her beer bottle, gesturing
chair across from her. The patio was crowded and hot, and
two chairs. She had picked the sunny one. Mike sat down
her forehead.

"How'd you get that?" he asked.
"Hiking the other day," she said. "I slipped, no big deal. It was a good time anyway."
"I'm glad you had fun," he said. "I've been worried sick. Dad too."
A waiter approached and smiled. His ball cap was soaked and his flowered shirt flapped in the
wind.
"What can I get you sir?" he asked. Though he spoke to Mike his eyes were on Gabby’s electric
blue bikini and oiled skin.
"Iced tea, unsweet, thanks," Mike said.
"Have a beer, live a little," Gabby said. She took a pull for emphasis. So that the sun would
strike her face straight on, she slid down in the chair, put the nape of her neck against the
chair’s top edge, and tilted back her head.
"Anything for you?" the waiter asked.
"I'm good," Gabby said. The waiter rushed off.
"Is that where you've been for three days?

Hiking?" he asked.

"Till this morning, yeah. Then I came down here to soak up some rays."
"You were with him weren’t you?" Mike asked.
Gabby sat up straight, opened her mouth a crack but said nothing.
"You know, that guy is..." Mike began, but she raised her hand.
"That's why I came down here," Gabby said. "So I wouldn't have to get the third degree. Yes, I
ran into Nick. We went for a hike together, talked all night by the fire, and hiked down. One
night under the stars, that's it. He went his way, I went mine."
"That scratch -- did he...?"
"Typical," Gabby said. "I get no credit for having any judgment and no blame for running off, as
if I’m some kind of pawn. You put everything on Nick, make him out to be the villain
mastermind. I get a scratch and you think he hit me." She shook her head. "The truth is, we
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talked.
story."

I slipped and got a scratch, but I didn't let it ruin my time. It was nice. End of

The waiter returned with Mike's iced tea. "Here you go sir. Another for you ma'am?"
"No, just an ice water with lemon, thanks," Gabby said. She drained the beer and handed him the
bottle.
"Yes ma'am," the waiter said and disappeared.
"He's no good for you," Mike said. Gabby watched him survey the sun baked concrete boardwalk,
sticky from dripping snow cones. Flies buzzed around galvanized trashcans. In the distance,
swimmers and sunbathers were happily frying in the mid-afternoon rays. "This place is no good for
you. You should be at home."
"No,” Gabby said, “If you don’t like it here, you should be at home. I'm perfectly fine,
perfectly happy, and here of my own free will," she said. He said nothing and his head drooped, a
signal that he got her point, but it blew across his face like a cash register receipt in the wind
off the coast. He lifted his face and it was gone. Mirrored shades and a red polo shirt made him
look pompous, naïve, out of time and place. Though older than her he appeared younger. If he took
off his glasses he’d have no crow's feet at the corners like hers.
"You may be older than me, but you still have some growing up to do," she said. "I’m your little
sister, not your child. I wish you'd stop worrying about me all the time. You're making yourself
miserable."
"I'm not miserable," he said. "Just worried."
"Are you really? Or are you just trying to be good?" she asked.
"I miss the old Gabby," he said, avoiding the question and looking down at his glass. "The old
Gabby didn’t talk like this."
"People change," she said. "You could too. Have you ever thought about what you really
want? Ever?"
He reached into his pocket and handed her an eyeglass case.
"You left the sunglasses Dad gave you at the house," he said, "You should use them. You're
starting to get wrinkles."
She accepted the shades and slipped them on. Through the tinted plastic Michael's feathered wings
were beautiful, his nude body lambent with fiery light. Above and behind his shining head hung a
pyramid of glimmering gold and silver. Turning her head away, in the direction of the sea, Gabriel
watched a crowd of low-flying gulls wheel northward, gaining altitude on majestic thermal currents
rising from the white sand. Couples relaxed on their blankets, children squealed in the breakers,
and a lone windsurfer artfully tacked and leaned. Above it all stretched the heavens from horizon
to horizon, dulled by the glasses but still bright and beautiful.
She took them off, folded them carefully, and handed them back. She narrowed her eyes against the
glare of the sun reflecting off the water.
"Tell Father I'd rather squint," she said
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Deception.

Lavanya.
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The Day the Dragon Flew up the Chimney.
Brenda Harsham.
One day, the sky was so dark that day seemed like night. No work could be done in the village of Miller’s Bend. All the villagers gathered in the great
hall to tell stories and visit with each other.
Suddenly there was a loud knock at the door. Everyone looked around in wonder. Everyone in the village was already inside the great hall. Whoever
was outside must be a stranger.
After another booming knock came, the mayor went to open the door. He looked left and he looked right, but there was no one there. He did not notice a
tiny dragon no bigger than a teacup dart into the hall and hide behind a chair leg. Everyone else was looking up at the mayor’s shoulder, and they didn’t see the tiny
dragon either. Everyone, that is, except a little boy named Henry who was no more than three.
Now Henry had been playing marbles near the door, and he was just the right height to see the dragon. He went at once to his mother’s knee, but she was
talking to the miller’s wife. He pulled at her skirts, but she said, “Henry, I’m talking to Eliza, go and play.”
Henry tried his father next, but his father was talking to the mayor.
‘There was no one there,” said the mayor.
“Isn’t that odd?” responded Henry’s father. Henry tugged on his pant leg.
“Henry, go and play. You can see I’m busy.” Henry’s father did not listen.
Henry decided he’d better keep an eye on the dragon, so he followed it closely. The dragon was flitting from chair leg to chair leg. He would hop up
onto chair arms or tables and eat the food right off people’s plates and drink the tea right out of people’s cups. Everyone was so busy talking that no one noticed a
thing.
Then the miller’s wife reached for one of her cookies, only to find that it had disappeared. “That’s odd,” she said.
“Miss Miller, Ma’am,” said Henry. “A dragon has eaten your cookies.” Meanwhile the dragon had moved on to Phileas Farmer’s plate.
“Henry!” scolded his mother. “Stop telling fibs and don’t filch people’s cookies. Now for the last time, go and play. Honestly.”
“But Mama,” protested Henry. But sadly, his mother just shook her head at him and waggled her finger. If his mother wouldn’t believe him, who would?
Henry watched as the tiny dragon plundered the room of its teacakes, its cookies, its biscuits and its tea with cream. A hum of conversation arose as more and more
villagers were puzzled to discover empty plates and cups. Henry wondered how such a tiny dragon could eat so much.
Then the dragon had the temerity to steal from his father’s plate, and that was more than Henry could bear. “Daddy, Daddy,” cried Henry. “The dragon is
stealing your biscuits!” The whole room stopped to stare at Henry. Henry’s father seemed very embarrassed.
“Henry, I told you not to fib!” cried his mother, standing up.
“But I’m not!” Henry replied.
“Then where is the dragon,” asked the mayor with one last laugh. Henry pointed at the hearth where the dragon perched, fickety-mickety finishing up the
last chocolate from the plate of Mrs. Farmer. The fire had died down a little, but he was still clearly visible against the glow.
When the dragon noticed everyone staring at him, he gulped down the cookie and flew straight up the chimney.
Everyone gave a gasp, and the mayor and several aldermen raced over to try to look up the chimney. No one could see anything for the fire and the
smoke.
Henry’s mother and father came and gave him hugs and apologized for doubting him. The villagers all patted his shoulders and told him how brave he had
been. He was the village hero thereafter. And when Henry grew up, they elected him mayor. To this day they tell stories of the day the dragon flew up the chimney.
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War Z - An Oral History of The Zombie War by Max Brooks.
Book Review by Tempest.
First things first, I hate zombie movies. Just the thought of watching a zombie movie (with a
notable exception for “Shaun of the Dead”) conjures thoughts of a terrifying cross between
packed out shopping arcades, Michael Jackson’s Thriller and every worn-out Hollywood cliché
you can think of. The trailers for the motion picture adaption of World War Z had been running
non-stop, and from what I could tell it appeared to be the story of Brad Pitt fleeing zombies,
shooting things and outrunning explosions in order to save mankind. I had no idea it was based
on a book until it caught my eye in a tiny Melbourne bookshop, during my quest to find a
coffee to ease my hangover before the flight back to Perth. Having never encountered the genre
in literary form before, I immediately picked it up, with the overall intention of surmising if
the movie version was actually worth watching. A brief skim through the pages indicated to me
however that I had stumbled across something much more, something deeper and darker than I
could have imagined.

“Most people don’t believe something can happen until it already has. That’s not stupidity or
weakness, that’s just human nature.”
The book follows the story of a United Nations Officer as he travels the world conducting
interviews with survivors of the ten years past “Zombie War”, a conflict that very nearly led to
the extinction of the entire human race. My first question was how can you make the premise
of a global zombie apocalypse even sound plausible? The answer was simple enough, by focusing
on the element so many related stories seem to neglect, the humanity of those who struggled to
survive such a vast and unimaginable cataclysm, and how it not only changed our world, but our
collective mentalities and principles. No more than ten pages in and the intelligent and rational
explanations had me converted into a die-hard zombie fan. Discarding traditional linear
storytelling in favour of a series of loosely related articles, the book plays more like a verbal
documentary, and does it extremely well, with each personal account subtlety referencing the
others and slowly revealing a panorama of the greater conflict until you find yourself unable to
put the book down.

“Shock and Awe?” Perfect name….”Shock and Awe!” But what if the enemy can’t be shocked and
awed? Not just won’t, but biologically can’t!”
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The pandemic begins in China, its origins otherwise left in the dark, and before our fractured
and divided world can react to the unbelievable, outbreaks begin to spring up all over the planet,
dispersed by a combination of ignorance, greed, stupidity and fear. The personalized accounts
stem from a varied cross section of humanity; military personnel, politicians, espionage agents,
suburban mothers, mercenaries and children, among others, each one more vivid and terrifying
than the last. These tense, gritty and utterly compelling stories are woven together with a
masterful hand to describe how the world responds to the crisis, harrowing tales of survival,
betrayal and sacrifice all told from individual viewpoints.

“The monsters that rose from the dead, they are nothing compared to the ones we carry in our
hearts…”
Almost the entire book is dialogue, and it was as refreshing as it was personal, to read the
account of a survivor, no holds barred, abounding in curse words and cutting opinions like a real
person would. Brooks paints startlingly emotional scenes of desperation as the facts come to
light and the living dead begin to overwhelm society, at times a thought provoking socio-political
commentary, in others a taut and thrilling epic brimming with passages of heroism and luck. Our
own psyches are stripped back and revealed in the face of such unimaginable nightmares, our
underlying weaknesses and murderous drive for self-preservation, our hidden reserves of
courage, compassion and ingenuity, and the indomitable strength of the human spirit. I found
myself unconsciously wondering how I would cope if placed in a similar situation, and even if I
couldn’t tell myself the answers, I secretly hoped it could be told with the same seemingly
effortless style and flair that Brooks exhibits throughout the book.

“and in the end, isn’t the human factor the only true difference between us and the enemy we
now refer to as ‘the living dead’.”
The flight back to Perth was much better than expected, considering I never found that coffee,
instead settling for a quick beer or two back at the hotel bar as I attempted to read as much as I
could before my departure. My fear of flying soon subsided as I lost myself in the equally
frightening, fast-paced and unrelenting roller coaster ride of the story. Gruesomely detailed,
very clever and strangely uplifting, World War Z hits hard and takes no prisoners,
metaphorically speaking, going straight for the head.
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THIEF.
Sarah Remy.
As a rule I take only things that won't be missed. Which is easier
than one might think, in this age of fast food and on-demand television
and disposable underwear. People are careless with their things, their
money, their bodies. Especially in the big city, where the hours rush by
at a frantic pace, as forgettable as that diamond wristlet left in the back
of Ms. Upper Manhattan's town car.
Easy enough to slip past the driver as he's having a smoke with his
buddies, to crack the car door and free a sparkling gewgaw from leather
upholstery. The little red eye on the dashboard blinks twice and then
goes out. I imagine I hear the technology sigh as it dies. Mrs. Upper
Manhattan will have to hire a cab home.
I drop the diamond bracelet into the pocket of the long trench I
wear for evening work. The coat's Burberry. I'd like to say I wear labels
because they blend better with the New York masses, but the truth is
I've always had a weakness for couture. And now it's one of the few
luxuries left I enjoy.
My heals click on the pavement. I smile at the cluster of drivers
where they lounge against stone, waiting for their clients to return. They
smile back, nudging each other with suited elbows. One of the group
splits the fall air with a wolf whistle. I take the compliment as due.
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Maybe you remember the little girl
with a telescope.
scouring the skies
for her homeland,
an alley cat,
chained and barefoot
with no matches to sell
and no purrs to beg,
only some tell-tale groans
of made up fabled cities,
mythologies of roof cracks
traced upon papers
with feeble little hands,
so assured and scared of knowing
how some of us
are simply
born old.
How the silhouettes of ladies
trading jewels and spices
would put pink on her cheeks
and how
dresses were not fitting
and hair refused to be tied
while she was sitting,
perched upon the birch
just like a bird,
waiting for some sign
to spread her wings and fly,
everything was gushing by
like people in markets,
wanting to posses only the best fruits
for their cookies and cakes,
while the paints were peeling
and she was pleading
that the building inside of her
was alive;
some of us are haunted hotels
and every guest is uninvited.

where you have purchased me or where,
just where and when and how
was I to you gifted,
and you cannot ask me
"What's the time?",
for some of us
are here
thinking
it is always Autumn.
You scavenge through old drawings
and cassettes and tapes.
you water down old perfume bottles
and you sprinkle them upon hallways;
you remember sunshine
and expectations,
you remember being a gardener,
you remember flying planes
only to yet again feel
the touch of the land,
the engulf of gravity upon the traveller
and you drink
bottoms up
to Returnings;
then you look at me,
and this creation is not spiteful,
only born
and grew
to be a cloud.

And you ask me,
when will I rub the roses to my lips;
and you ask me
when will I let another hold my hand;
and you listen carefully
for choruses of songs only a woman can sing;
You ask me:
"Who are you?"
I say:
You look at me like I am a stranger,
"A highwayman took your daughter, father."
I am a watch that lives inside your pocket
"Who?"
and for the life of you,
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On the Monsoon Trail - part two.
Anuradha Gupta.
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The Stranger.
Matthew Thomas O’Connell.

This is an account of when I almost got murdered. Being wise and trusting, my gut instinct has never been my strongest
personality trait. At times I feel as though God decided to not give me that trait, just to see what happens. He has
probably been eating a bowl of popcorn and watching every event in my life transpire, waiting for me to figure it out. I
never did.
It was dark, and I had just finished watching Black Swan with a few friends. My anxiety level was at eleven and the
plan was for me to go to their apartment to watch Disney movies to replace the memories of Natalie Portman pulling
her finger nail back. I got in my car and began scrolling through my iPod frantically to find relaxing music. I heard a
loud knock on my window that shook the car. I jumped when I saw that it was a 230 pound man, in dirty clothes with a
cut under his eye.
My lack of common sense kicked in, and I became at ease and rolled down my window. I let out a sigh of relief “you
scared me.” His face remained emotionless and had a raspy voice, “I didn’t mean to scare you.” I wanted to get down to
brass tacks so I quickly stated “what’s up?”

He began to tell me this story of how his girlfriend got in a car accident a couple miles up the road and he needed a lift.
If I was any other human being I would have seen the flaw in his story from the beginning. He told me that he tried to
get a taxi but no one would stop for him. I said no at first, but his face looked down and his shoulders sagged. I had
already been thinking of giving him a ride so I waved my hand “c’mon, let’s get you to your girlfriend.”
Instantly I realized what I had done. I had just let this 230 pound guy, with a cut under his eye and smelly clothes, into
my car. It was too late, the damage was done. I began to play twenty questions to see if what he was saying was the
truth. His answers came before I finished questions. A smirk formed on his face, as though he was a mastermind and I
was a fool.
I was looking at his hands to see if he was going to pull a gun or knife on me. My mind was racing through scenarios
bracing myself for every outcome. It was when he asked to use my phone that I knew 100% he was lying. If I was born
with more intuition I may have been able to see that from the beginning.
“Hey, we are almost at the spot.” He said to his girlfriend. “Is everything ready?” There was a long pause in his
conversation as I am going 60 mph down the street, just praying to get pulled over. “Alright, see you later honey.” The
corners of his mouth rose as he handed the phone back to me. “The wreck happened on 32 nd and Powell, not Division.”
We got to 32nd and Division and I stop the car in the middle of the street. “Get the fuck out of my car right now.” He
begged for me to take him up the block and promised $10. “If it is so close you can walk your ass.” He gets out and slams
the door shut.
I called my friend instantly, and realized I had been holding my breath that entire car ride. Still to this day I have no
idea what was in store for me a block from that road. I am just glad my intuition trigger came on eventually and that
was the last time I ever gave a ride to a stranger.
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Trace of Ash.

Vasiliye.

Pungent air suffocates every doubt,
that this is just a farce,
desire stronger then verity;
I bathe in illusions,

your prince is not coming to you,
glass slippers
replace for a cage,

losing every trace of reality,
everything is charming on this
cloud,
I dream end and I love,
I know how to once more
kick myself in the back;
make that step,

bells to keep your memories,
pretty ones if you have them;
your strength betrays you,
a whore you became,
the end of the road is before you.
Choose, dawn or twilight,
hide the sun with fingers

dive from the height,

and count 'till they go blue,

sink into the depths.

brittle on the tongue
you never were,

Everything is green,
the veins that tick midnight,

smile and wave.

last dance Cinderella,
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Snapshots of
Bunbury.
iPhoneography.
jaydeashe.
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Pirate.

AnElephantCant.

Sketch by Phil Burns.
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Needless to say, my first day in Thailand consisted of trips back and forth between the streets of Bangkok and
my hotel room, as I tried to see something of the city but avoid deep frying myself. I made some awesomely
cheap purchases in the markets surrounding the Koh San Road, not realizing until I got back to my hotel room
that the dresses I’d bought made me look like a prostitute. And yes, had not a shot in hell of fitting into my
backpack. I must admit the biggest achievement, and indeed the highlight, of the start of my trip was
discovering the 600ml bottles of beer which are available for purchase in every corner store, on every street, in
every suburb of this great city. Hello, oblivion.
My first thought upon waking the next morning was, ugh, why am I hung over and ugh, why did I not eat last
night. My second thought was: I need to get to a beach. Repacking a backpack full of highly impractical and
bulky clothing is not as much fun as it sounds, and quickly led to the beginning of a tradition which I like to
call…leaving shit behind. Out went a towel, out went a pair of runners, and out went two of the prostitute
dresses I wasted money on yesterday. Out went one of six books I deemed it necessary to bring. My bag now
zipped up, and by laying it upside down on my bed and doing an awkward sort of army roll/yoga maneuver over
the top of it, I managed to get it on my back. I could now carry it, although I was entirely bent over and
reduced to the sort of stagger/shuffling walk that is more common of homeless drunks on the street. Whatever,
I was mobile. And four flights of steps down to the lobby of the hotel later, I was in agony.
As I sat in the lobby waiting for my taxi to arrive, I dug out my trusty guidebook, otherwise known as the
ultimate in cool accessories for the urban traveler. I checked, for the eighth time, the process that it would take
for me to get to Koh Si Chang, the island that was this morning’s destination. A taxi ride, a bus ride, a tuk tuk
ride, a ferry ride and another tuk tuk ride, and I was there. Piece of piss. I don’t think. Although I didn’t feel it
at that point in time (or at any point over the next week or so) heading into Asia on an extremely limited
budget was actually the making of me in that country. I was forced to travel the local way, and while this did
result in a lot of panic, a lot of praying, a lot of quiet swearing to myself and a lot of going in circles around
Bangkok, it did throw me straight into the stride of the people. A few points that I realised very quickly, and
which I would now like to pass onto rookie travelers, are as follows:
1. Do not trust a guidebook for a third world country that was written in a first world country. Things change.
Very, very quickly. In a country that is developing as fast as Asia, entire train, plane, or bus stations
will move location in less than the time it takes to publish the book. Roads will move, change direction
or disappear entirely. Monuments, galleries and other significant tourist hotspots will change name for
no apparent reason whatsoever, except maybe to trick unsuspecting tourists into paying money for a
taxi ride to a rubbish dump. Be flexible. Have no particular time-line for anything to happen, and
prepare to expend a lot of patience and energy into getting places. That’s all I’m saying.
2. Do not, ever, expect that a taxi driver in Asia will speak English. Just because the last two taxi drivers you
had were more fluent in your language than you are yourself, does not mean that there aren’t those out
there who are content only with their mother tongue. And why not. You are, after all, sitting back in
their cab in their country, demanding to be taken places in a language they don’t understand. I can’t
imagine how frustrating it must be to cart tourists around, and I blame them not at all for ripping us
off any chance they get.
3. Which brings me to my next point. Expect to get ripped off. A lot. Expect that you will pay at least double, if
not more, than local people for exactly the same services. Transport, food, activities, accommodation;
it’s well known that throughout Asia there is the local price, and there is the farang price. Get used to
it, and consider that you are going too far when you are arguing over the cost of 60 Australian cents.
4. And finally, never, ever, give yourself a strict travel plan when roving through Asia. Don’t even think of
drawing a line on a map, ‘I will be in this city in this country at this time on this day of this year’. Not
going to happen. If you get on a bus and end up somewhere that is located within an hour or so of
where you actually wanted to be, think yourself lucky. If the bus trip takes only a few hours longer
than you expected, thank whatever god you pray to. And have a good look around before you go looking
for someone to abuse, because the place you ended up in is almost always guaranteed to be far more
beautiful than the place you thought you wanted to go.
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Indian Natural Wildlife Habitat:
It’s a catch-22 kind of situation.
Part III.
Moving away from Islands covered in the last two issues, we now reach coastal areas. Here we are
covering two breathtakingly beautiful places in Western India which you may have to hurry up and see,
before the thing that makes them unique is lost forever due to the ever-increasing human greed.
Ratnagiri & Sindhudurg Hills, Maharashtra (Western India)

What Makes It Special?




Situated in the Arabian sea coastal region of Konkan, the hills are breathtaking beautiful and are
home to some of the wonders of nature, such as the Olive Ridley Sea Turtles, who migrate across
thousands of kilometres to lay eggs on these shores every year. Between 20 and 60 nests are found
onshore here every year.
Rajapur Ganga is a natural phenomenon believed by many locals to be a miracle - nearly every 3
years 14 small pools of water of different temperatures about 3 ft apart are formed here.
Geologists have theorized that this is a rare case of a large natural siphon from a nearby mountain.

The Looming Danger


Human greed : deforestation & urbanization - Felling of trees to make place for infrastructure such
as second homes, resorts and 15 power projects, both public and private are the threats to its
habitat.

The Potential Loss
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Coastal plateaus, creeks and moist deciduous
forested hills of this region as well as mangroves
and seasonal flowers. These include balsam, hill
turmeric, sonki and karvi. This area is home to the
Great Pied Hornbill; Malabar Pied Hornbill and
Malabar Trogon; Leopard; Sambar; Hyena; Mouse
Deer and Barking Deer; different species of frogs
and toads; and marine life such as shells and clams.
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That Greatest Wish.
Nikita Biswal.
You’ve known for a long time that my greatest wish is to be a journalist, and
later on, a famous writer.
Anne Frank is one of the top 10 most read authors in the world. In 2010, she was voted the
most influential woman of the last 100 years over Mother Teresa and Princess Diane. Did she
have the slightest idea this would happen when she wrote regularly, without fail, in her diaries
as a child?
Anne Frank wrote once that she can’t imagine having to live like...all the women who go about

their work and are then forgotten. I need to have something besides a husband and children to
devote myself to! I don’t want to have lived in vain like most people.
Anne Frank spent her life doing anything but living in vain. She will not ever be forgotten.
Anne Frank created magic in the pages of the many diaries in which she wrote and recorded
simple chronicles from her everyday life. I cannot imagine that she could have known what a
difference she would make to people lives, some time from then.
I will not ask you if you have read Miss Anne Frank, for if you haven’t, then I do not have
anything to say to you. Her readers know the quiver of excitement they get when they read her
tales about her everyday affairs; her school life; her experiences in the secret annexe; and all
written without a hint of doubt or even a blotch of sorrow or solemnity conveying the gravity
and cruelty of the times she lived in. These entries are reflections of the innocence of the child
in her, and manifestations of the perspective of the young lady she grew to become.
Her smiling face in a black and white photo looks at us from her books, and it talks to us of the
difficult and dark times she lived in, but also of how she managed to look for miracles in these
times and how she managed to use her art of writing to serve as her candle. It is not easy to
express in words the power and the importance of writing in Anne Frank’s life. But more than
what it did for her, it has done for the world. That one diary has made all the difference to how
the world understood the spectacle of war and its effect on a young girl, how it understood the
years of that history, and how it understood literature and what it can do.
One letter, one word, a page at a time, Anne Frank created legend, with the very least
calculation and prediction of what it would bring to the world.
In one of her diary entries she writes I still believe, in spite of everything, that people are truly
good at heart. It is strange how a young girl could believe in something such in times of war,
hatred, sorrow and malice, which we seem to forget even in fairly good situations.
All of us know who Anne Frank was, but do we know what she was? Anne Frank died a horrific
death in a torture centre in Germany. For those of us, who do not believe in after life, we are
sure she doesn’t know what difference she has made to the world. But if she is somewhere, and
she is watching millions of people read her work and be affected by her writing, I hope she
comes across a piece like this. I hope she sees the love her readers have for her, and she realises
the mere magnitude of power she has, and understands that she has attained her greatest wish.
And in the process she has taught a lot of us of hope, dreams and most importantly, a lot about
life.
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Visionless Expression.
Sreejit Poole.

It wasn’t so much
that nothing was right
with her life
as it was
that she knew
she walked it
totally uselessly.
She used to call it,
“carefree.”
Now, she knew
that this name
was too easy.
Now, she knew
that she was free
from anyone who cared.
Now, she knew
that no one even
noticed she was there.
She was depressed
and it was enough
if she just put
one foot in front of the other.
That’s what her
therapist said
anyways.
Just trying to keep
her alive
another day.
Her therapist
told her
about the vision board.
She looked it up
on Oprah.com.
An article
by Martha Beck taught,
“Step One:
Cut out pictures
of
things you love.
Step Two:
Paste
them onto paper.
Step Three:
Realize
your life’s ambition?”
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Ambition?
In a vision?
For her
Step One
was just getting out of bed.
Step Two
turn on Tupac
and proceed to bob the head
and
if she got
that
far in her day
then
she would let
herself
celebrate
with
Step Three
light one up and forget her
cares away.
She knew Tupac’s
vision
when he said,
“I can picture you
in heaven
with a blunt
and a brew.”
For she knew
this too
that forgetting
was the only way
to stop the pain.
Don’t need
any vision board
nor any ambition
when I got a 40 oz,
now
I can put down that kinda
wisdom.
She ripped out
the umbilical cord
connecting herself
to her ancestors
and let the
pain and despair
be her
new
masters.

Collective.

October

Issue.

2013.

Now she was
living like
that father in Lil’ Frank’s
Poem
seeing herself
“only in the background,
out of focus.”
Now she
damages lives
like fields are
damaged by locusts.
As she lit one up
she started
philosophizing within herself.
Why does my
hi-road
always turn bitter
as if
I had forced it there.
Why do thoughts
in silence
ruin everything I hold dear.
Why is my first
impulse
to do the right thing
so weak
and
why does the
slow and steady work
of negativity cause its
retreat.
The company we keep
is so important it seems
as we either rise or fall
depending on
to what it is we cling.
Breathlessly waiting
for a
saviour to guide us
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when
truly
every choice we make
starts from deep inside us.
Thoughts
leading us
on a downward spiral
consuming all good in the
world
sometimes can be
chased away
by simple things
like two lips curled
or
idle chit chat
that lets us know
that we are not alone
or
simply listening
to the breath
of a loved one on the phone.
We never know
if the person before us
is living on the edge.
We could be
the one to
push them over
or
to pull them back
instead.
Lack of vision
can be the difference
between life and death
sometimes.
Though this world
may not be
paradise
it is yours
and it is mine.
What we do with it?
Now, that is the question.
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Hidden One.
Tempest.
These words are not his own, they belong to all that came before.
A glimmer of energy, a shadow built from light.
The forces move forward, seeking the heart of the night.
Memories of a broken throne, an age of death to follow the fall.
Scattered like dust on the breath of a god.
Driven to darkness, and for all they forgot.
In fertile soil the seeds are sown, arenas patient and waiting for war.
Devoid of remorse, forged from burning fire and bone.
The words are yet remembered, but the reasons are his alone.
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Art by
Tempest
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Beyond the Boneyard Gate.
Alicia Austen.
“The next three houses are empty,” says the old man, pointing to his right. His hand is uncommonly smooth,
creaseless. “The gingerbread ones.”
I swivel the cap back onto my camera lens, and look past his outstretched arm to the trio of decaying, pastelcoloured mansions. They are lovely but beaten-up, just my sort of thing.
“They ain’t as old as they look, but they’re plenty old at that. Built by three brothers right before the war.
That’d be the Great War to you an’ me. Gotta be a hundred years old by now, though they look like refugees
from the nineteenth century. Anyway, all the brothers came back alive. None of ‘em ever married. Lived to be
real old. Hell, I was middle-aged by the time the last of ‘em died. That’s been thirty years. Their cousin’s kid
owns the houses now. She’s older’n me and lives upstate. Don’t think I’ve seen her since the last of ‘em was
buried.” He falls silent long enough to climb the stairs, extending his thought as soon as his feet fall flat
against the boards of the porch. “No one would know if you went pokin’ around the back with your camera.
Even though the houses are separate, they share a yard. The fence you see on this side wraps around the lot of
‘em. They were a peculiar set, those brothers. It’s a real boneyard back there, too. Kind of like the insides of a
museum was tossed outside and left to rot. There’s beauty in everything, I suppose. Even in neglect.”
I thank him for letting me take photographs in his tidy garden, what he called a real widower’s hobby. “An old
man has to spend his days doing something, especially when the nights are so long,” was how he explained away
its size and neatness. I’m already walking street-side, halfway to the brothers’ boneyard gate, when his voice,
followed directly by the shutting of a door, reaches the back of my head. “You’ll want to watch where you
step, miss.”
*
I’m a dust collector. I love junk, old things. The entire array of ROY G. BIV can be found in the right rusted
object, if you pay close enough attention. Imperfection photographs better than beauty. It holds up to repeated
viewings to a degree that flawlessness cannot. It’s never the same thing twice. I’ve learned, quickly, that there
are advantages to living in a place with history etched on every surface and on every face.
My husband and I have lived in this small Southern town for three months, but it feels like six. Everyone is
polite and voluble, but conversations never go anywhere. They speak in anecdotes, mostly about long-dead
relatives or neighbours. I’ve no idea what most acquaintances do for a living, but I know how the breath of
scandal hit their husband’s cousin’s father-in-law’s grandfather 60 years ago. The people are closed to us, but
the scenery is not. The crumbly old buildings that run down Main Street tell better stories than the townsfolk
do, and are less threatened by outsiders. Healthy, bright flowers that bloom to past human height are neatly
ensconced behind erect hedges. There are statues wherever one glances. Polished, clean-edged, or impressively
decayed, they live in parks, cemeteries, and on admirably shellacked front lawns. Nothing is ever really fixed
here; it’s just shined up or loudly painted, and presented as good enough. This sloppy philosophy is mesmerizing.
I am anxious to discover what treasures are waiting beyond the brothers’ shabby gate. Shading myself from the
piercing arrows of an army of sunbeams, I step inside.
There is so much visual chaos, I’ve no idea where to rest my eyes. I start counting statues to steady my nerves.
After four careful surveys, and a temporary miscount, I decide that there are twenty-seven. They are spread,
seemingly without any rational thought or eye for aesthetics, across the span of all three lawns. Or, what would
have been three lawns had these brothers been a mite less emotionally conjoined. Yet, the longer one stares—
gapes, really, like an ill-mannered child—the more one becomes convinced that there is a strange, haphazard
pattern at play. The statues look as if they were frozen in the midst of a foot race or hedonistic frolic: some
appear to be in solitary flight, whilst others are jumbled together in faintly frightening yet awkward groupings,
as if in conversation that will never be finished. Time has not been kind to the materials they were crafted
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with; it is impossible to tell what most of them represent. Not knowing what they are seems a terrible
unkindness.
What is truly alarming, though, is the state of their faces. Most of their features have been sloughed off, due to
exposure to the elements or poor construction I am not entirely certain. Some have retained the curve of a
nose or the upturn of a lip, but most are merely pock-marked surfaces gouged through with empty mouth holes
or a single jagged nostril. They all have intact ears which, I realize with a shudder, sounds like something
straight out of a particularly vengeful piece of Greek mythology.
I’ve not composed a single image, and I’ve been standing here for at least ten minutes. There is too much to
make sense of in one visit, but I know that I will not have time to return whilst the weather holds warm.
Deciding it best to take a few moments to gather my thoughts, I sit down under the shade of the only tree
and pull-out a book of Ibsen’s plays. I love reading aloud in strange places, and this boneyard—this decrepit
museum—is perhaps the strangest of all. Cemeteries, for all their contained death, are orderly and peaceful.
Here, the irregularities could not be bleached away by a dozen alien suns. I read for a few minutes, my voice
barely above a whisper, but cannot escape the aching thought that this place—which is just a regular backyard
run amok, really—is ripe with secrets. Ibsen is too logical a companion for this scene and I shut the book
before the last few words trail off.
Then, there are the poppies. They are strong and perfect, and are everywhere a statue does not stand. One
must walk on them uncaring, like grass, or remain fixed by the gate like a statue oneself. Every greedy inch of
the ground is a deep bloody-orange. I rise, clutching at my book and camera, before I am devoured by
claustrophobia.
As my eyes continue adjusting to this richly orchestrated madness, layer upon layer of details emerge. Small
trinkets and ephemera are strewn on and amongst the statues. Together, they form a grandmother’s attic of
random memorabilia: empty, faded envelopes; a frayed, dusty-pink pillbox hat; a table top artist’s easel; a blue
Hermes Baby typewriter with rusty keys; costume jewellery with missing stones; a decayed oar; a bicycle basket;
a purple high-heeled satin slipper; a gold-plated lighter. For every step I turn, I see at least a dozen new
objects fading in and out of the poppies. They tease me with their solidness, only to disappear a second or two
later. Blinking my eyes does not bring them back. Dusk is here.
I am walking now, quickly and deliberately, towards the gate. I’m unnerved, and have to stifle the impulse to
run through the poppies until the hard comforting pavement of the street is underneath. Solid, drab. Safe.
My left arm rams into the cold, slimy surface of a statue. I scream, and do not move. The face has been eaten
away, exposing an incomprehensibly rotted stone skull that looks almost as human as it does inanimate.
Foulness lives here, inside this ugly thing, quarantined from all that is rational. It is a soldier, wrecked beyond
identification except for the tattered cap on its head. The cap is real. He is a doughboy. He smells of cigarettes.
No, I catch myself. I smell cigarettes. Someone has to be smoking something strong, nearby. It must be the
widower next door. I turn to move away, away from this statue, so maleficent and disturbing, and doubly away
from the ridiculous spasms of my imagination. I close my eyes.
I open them on the inhale. Smoke laps against my prickly face. A bright orange dot glows from the statue like
a pulsating beacon, growing and then receding with each pull of breath. His breath. Moonlight glances off of a
face whose features are re-forming before me, as stone becomes flesh and sinew. I pant, voiceless, and do not
scream again.
My senses are diverted, for the space of a few heartbeats, by a rustling sound emerging from the West. The
old widower steps out of the shadows of his house. He stares at me, and grins; his teeth are like white flares in
the night, illuminating the darkness with horrifying clarity. My hands go slack, as the camera and book are
drowned in the smooth sea of poppies.
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Baby.
Ana Maria Caballero.
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Alicia Austen - U.S.A.
‘I’m a freelance writer and editor based in the United States. I’m lucky enough to
write about the things I love most: old books, dead writers, silent movies,
creative women, and punk rock. In my free time I drink too much tea, bake, read,
and listen to The Clash.’
You can see more of Alicia’s writing on her blog - A Small Press Life
Andrew Hardacre - Hong Kong.
‘I aim to devote more time to photography and writing. I have a strong interest in
natural history but my photography is broadly based. I read voraciously.’
You can see more of Andrew’s photography on his blog - All Downhill From Here
AnElephant Cant - France.
‘I am an artist/writer/poet combination whose blogs reflect an approach to life
that celebrates nature and takes a tongue-in-cheek view of most issues. So you get
rhymes and doodles, photographs
and comments. Irreverent and irrelevant.
Occasionally funny, sometimes serious, mostly pointless.'
You can see more of AnElephantCant’s poetry on his blog - anelephantcant
Phil Burns - Sketch Accompanying Pirate.
AnElephantCant and Phil Burns are long-time friends and former colleagues, who have
done everything from IT systems to children's stories together!
Anna Maria Caballero - Colombia.
‘I currently live in Bogotá, Colombia with my husband and eight-month-old son.
During my son’s naps, I created a blog where I share my poems and love of
literature.’
You can check out Anna’s writing on her blog - The Drugstore Notebook
Anuradha Gupta - India.
‘I was born and grew up in India. I moved away some years ago, and after brief
stints in
the U.S. and Czech Republic have settled down in London. This is
definitely my home now. I am a travel writer, poet and storyteller.’
You can see more of Anuradha’s writing on her blog - All About Hinduism
Or visit her Facebook page - New Moon Rising
Aspiring Scribbler - Australia.
‘I have always loved to create, and over the years have tried my hand at music,
arts and crafts, and writing. I’d love to see my name on the front cover of a novel
in a bookshop one day – I really hope they’ll still exist by then!’
You can check out more of Aspiring Scribbler’s work on her blog Musing’s of an Aspiring Scribbler
Bastet - Writing from Italy.
‘I’m an expat American and I’ve travelled most of my life. I finally settled
down, more or less, in Italy in the early 80s and in Trentino in 1994. I have
three sons and four grandchildren. I began blogging in January 2013, without a very
clear goal in mind. Since that first post, the blog has grown into an exposition
of my poetry, short stories and photographs. I specialize in Japanese poetry and
am working on the Haibun and Haiga art forms.’
You can see more of Bastet’s poetry on her blog - Bastet and Sekhmet’s Library
Bhuwan Chand - India.
‘I live for books, the day I’d stop reading would be the day I’d stop
living. They guide me to live a happy & contented life, keep focus on big picture,
keep walking in this journey of life purposefully, steadily towards the final
destination. I am so fortunate to have people around me who share my passion for
books.’
To read more of Bhuwan’s writing, visit his blog - Whatever It’s Worth
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Brenda Harsham - U.S.A.
‘I am a writer, spinner of tales magical, mom of three, wife, yoga lover,
voracious reader and am always happy to share tea and a chat. I love thoughtful
writing, the beauty of nature and quiet repose to contemplate both. Peace and Joy.’
You can read more of Brenda’s work on her blog - friendlyfairytales
Freya Pickard - England.
‘I am a novelist and poet living in England. I am the author of Dragonscale
Leggings and am currently planning two more novels. I write poetry in order to
allow my creativity to flow.’
You can read more of Freya’s work on her blogs - Dragonscale Clippings & Pure Haiku
John W. Howell - U.S.A.
‘I write fictional short stories and novels as well as a twice weekly blog. I am
currently under contract with Martin Sisters Publishing for my fiction thriller My
GRL that is due to be released later this year.‘
You can check out John’s work on his blog - Fiction Favourite’s
or reach him by email at - johnhowell.wave@gmail.com
Lavanya - India.
‘Who am I? / I’m me / all the time / Within reason, with a rhyme / And that’s
enough for me / this is what I wannabe. / With Love, / Me.’
You can read more of Lavanya’s poetry on her blog - lespoesietlespensees
Or follow her on Twitter @EstrellaAcharya
Leya - Sweden.
‘I am an amateur photographer who tries to capture some of the wonders in nature
that make my soul soar and fly.’
You can see more of Leya’s photography on her self-titled blog - Leya
Matthew Thomas O’Connell - U.S.A.
‘I was born and raised in Corbett, Oregon. I currently reside in Portland, I’m
working at Starbucks, and on my memoir. When I’m not working or writing I am
volunteering with Hospice and with a children’s grief centre. I am attending
Eastern Oregon University to earn a degree in Business Leadership and Management to
run a dementia care facility. A large part of who I am was shaped by the sudden
death of my father when I was 21 years old.’
You can see more of Matthew’s work on his blog - PulpFictionMe
Nikita Biswal - India.
‘I am a young, enthusiastic, writer and poet.
creative arts, and of course, day dreaming. I
and reality is permeable; it is easy to sieve
remembering it exists. Dream Powerful!’
You can see more of Nikita’s work on her blog

I enjoy learning, and exploring
believe, the line between imagination
right through, what is tough, is
- The Conundrum

Oloriel Moonshadow - Serbia.
‘I am a gentle-hearted flame of Aries, living in the city of Belgrade, Serbia. A
wife, a mother, a dreamer and a writer, with hopes of becoming a chef in the very
near future. I started writing when I was seven years old, and the sweet curse of
spilled ink and flickering screen has not left me since. I consider myself an avid
collector of post stamps, postcards, stuffed toys and knowledge.’
You can see more of Oloriel’s writing and poetry on her blog colour me in cyanide and cherry
Or email her at isiltharien@hotmail.com
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Princess del Oso - U.S.A.
‘I currently reside in the Cascadia mountain range in the Pacific Northwest United
States. I live with a wonderful man whom I've been with for ten years. We live on
his family's property. We have a sweet kitty by the name of Ginger. I am an
English Lit Major, graduating from the University of New Mexico with a Bachelor's
Degree. I started blogging as a way to improve my writing, to write/journal more,
and to just see what the blogging world was all about.’
You can read more of Princess del Oso’s work on her blog perceptive pot, clueless kettle
Rachmi Febrianty - Indonesia.
‘I love reading, any kind of genre but rarely read self-inspirational books. I
don’t think I’m eager to spend my money to read what people thought best for me.
Some of my favourite authors are JRR Tolkien, Neil Gaiman, Agatha Christie, Paolo
Coelho, Robert Harris, Khaled Hosseini, Suzzane Collins and Julie Kagawa.’
You can see more of Rachmi’s work on her blog - notalostwanderer
Robert Mitchell Jr. - U.S.A.
‘I am a writer, martial arts expert and mystic, as well as a proud husband, father,
and grandfather. My work includes the novels Chatters on the Tide and Ghilan, as well
as numerous ‘zines, comics, poems, and short stories. Black coffee is my favourite
food group, beverage, and muse.’
You can see more of Robert’s work on his blog - Robert Mitchell Jr.
Sarah Remy - U.S.A.
‘I live in Washington State, and I write sic-fi, fantasy, and romance. My latest
urban fantasy, WINTER, was released in September and is available online and in
bookstores. When I’m not writing, I’m riding horses, herding small children, and
rehabbing my old home.
You can see more of Sarah’s work on her blog - sarahremy
scottishmomous - Scotland.
‘All whom I have loved and do love; all who have and do love me; God's love and my
love for Him; all these define me. I hope I have something to share from the
definition of me.’
You can see more of scottishmomous’ poetry on her blog - scottishmomous
Sreejit Poole - Writing from India.
I am an American living in India, in the ashram of Mata Amritanandamayi. I work as
a cook, feeding from 600 – 30,000 people per day. Clearly I don’t work alone in
these endeavours, but whenever I get time I like to write.
You can see more of Sreejit’s work on his blog - The Seeker’s Dungeon
Tempest - Australia.
‘I am one third of an art collective called Art Of Darkness. We are three artists
from the Southwest of Western Australia. We first met over a decade ago as
students, before eventually parting ways. Drawn back together by our love of art
and a mutual admiration for each other’s work, we joined forces to take our
creativity to new heights. Although we cover different styles and mediums, there is
an underlying connection that binds it all together. We are Art of Darkness.’
Check out Art of Darkness & Tempest’s work on their Facebook page - Art Of Darkness
Vasiliye - Serbia.
‘I`m a 24 years old bachelor of science, engineer, in love with fall: cold, but
still warm, windy. Air- headed, always daydreaming, too lazy for my own good. My
name is Ikarus, Vasiliye, Milan, and I`m a poet, or at least, trying to be.’
You can read more of Vasiliye’s poetry on his blog - ikarusthefool
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Like what you saw?
Get involved in The Paperbook Collective!
Submit your work to jayde.ashe@hotmail.com.

Fill in the submission form located on The Paperbook Blog, or simply send
the following information along with your piece.
Name.
Published name/pseudonym.
Country of origin.
50 word biography in FIRST PERSON format.

The Paperbook Collective is an independent publication that relies
completely on your support, so jump online and show your love today!

Follow The Paperbook Blog.
Like The Paperbook Collective on Facebook.
Purchase a copy of The Paperbook Collective Zine.

But best of all, spread the word! Share this
magazine with your creative friends, family or
followers and help The Paperbook Collective
span the globe.

you’re now a raging success
it’s different
and
it’s
strange
But it’s a perfect space
for
independent
releases
an artists’ collective.
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