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About the authors


Mariana M.B. Borges


Borges left her hometown in warm and sunny Brazil to pursue her dreams of being a writer, which led her all the way to the cold and gray city of Prague. A 24-year-old on the run, she longs to see as much of the world as she can whilst keeping true to her roots and her culture.


Although she also has an interest in novels and scriptwriting, she is especially passionate about poetry. Borges’ writing is a field with no fences. Limits don’t exist—or if they do, then she’s more than happy to cross them. She does not take her readers by the hand so much as she yanks them forward, out of their comfort zone and head-over-heels into the unknown.


G.S. Quinn


Head trapped in the clouds and with only one foot standing in the real world, Quinn is on a constant quest of exploration. Currently a Creative Writing student in Prague, she’s been starving for new impressions her entire life—a hunger that has driven her across half the world already. New countries, new people, new stories, new writing styles—all of this is the fuel that fires the engines of her writing, leading her into ever new directions.


Quinn has a passion for languages and traveling, and is planning to complete her Master’s degree in Ireland after her time in Prague is up. Her restlessness is visible in growing pains: none of her narrators is like the other, plunging the reader into ever new experiences.


Rebecca Wayth


A poet and short story writer in everything she does, Rebecca Wayth is a 22 year old girl from Bratislava, Slovakia. “Writing about positive stuff is kind of boring,” she says. “I love when shit gets dark and weird.” Stability, normalcy, predictability are all things she can gladly go without. She couldn’t imagine life without chaos and excitement—and the same goes for her writing.


Self-discovery is at its core. Self-discovery not only through channeling her emotions, but by exploring the deepest corners of her mind, by getting to know herself through the words she puts to her pages. Writing is a way for her to empty her brain and to immortalize her thoughts like a sculptor forming a block of marble. There’s no way for Rebecca not to write. It’s such an integral part of her, she might as well try to stop breathing.
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Slipping


G.S. Quinn


“It just doesn’t snow the way it used to, does it?”


Snow. It used to. Cold. Yes, ever so cold. They’d had long winters when she was a child. It would snow and snow for days on end, until the doors had to be cleared every few hours so they wouldn’t freeze shut, and the snow reached up to their thighs. She’d still needed to go to school. They’d strapped skis to their feet and headed to the next town, where the school sat cushioned in a duvet of snow.


“Really? I can’t imagine that. How far did you have to go? To your school, how far did you have to go?”


She’d gone to school, yes. Six days every week. She’d learned her sums and to read and write. Mrs. Gutenberg, no, not Berg, Wald, Gutenwald, good forest, Mrs. Guten-wald, not good, she hadn’t liked her, no. She hadn’t liked Mrs. Gutenwald. She’d filled her worksheets like all the other girls, but Mrs. Gutenwald hadn’t liked her handwriting. She took the ruler, now what do you call that mess, hmm, she took the ruler, how do you expect anybody to be able to read it, she took the ruler and she slammed it once, twice, on her fingers and they hurt, oh, they hurt, she took the ruler and she slammed her fingers, and no, she hadn’t liked Mrs. Gutenwald at all—


“How far did you have to go to school? Was it very far?”


She’d gone to school, yes. Six days a week—


“Was the school in your hometown?”


She’d gone to school in another town. There was no school where she lived. She’d walked an hour to school and back, an hour every day, except for in the winter, when they’d strapped skis to their feet and headed to the next town, where the school sat cushioned in a duvet of snow.


“That sounds like fun!”


Fun? Fun. Yes, she liked to have fun.


“What else did you do in the winters?”


They’d had long winters when she was a child. It would snow and snow for days on end—


“Yes, it just isn’t the same these days, is it?”


No, not the same. They used to have real winters when she was a child. It would snow and snow for days on end—


“Say, did you go sledding, too? Or ice skating? Did you have ice skates?”


Skating, skates, ice skates, sledding, ice sled, skedding, sledding, sleking…


“Did you ever skate on the ice?”


They had a pond in the village. Mina and Albert and all her siblings and cousins and she would come together, sliding over the pond with Mina and her siblings and… and Mina, and they would slide over the pond and drink hot lemon tea. They’d stomp through the snow on their way back home, leave their clothes in the hallway to dry out, and settle down in front of the fireplace, their fingers and toes tingling with numbness, cheeks flushed and warm.


“Is that something you used to do with your kids? Go skating on the pond?”


They used to skate on the pond they had in the village. Mina and Albert and all her siblings and cousins—


“And your kids? Later on?”


All the kids in the village would gather by the pond, and they’d slide over the ice and drink hot lemon tea. They’d stomp through the snow on their way back home—


“And what about Josef? Did you use to go there with him?”


She had a neighbor called Josef, a scrawny little thing. Used to throw rocks at the deer that would come over the hill into their gardens.


“Josef, your husband. Do you remember Josef?”


Got a good thrashing from his father. Left the deers alone after that.


“Your husband, Josef? Do you remember him?”


Josef. Her neighbor Josef. Stones at the deer. Hills on the garden. Thrashed the neighbor. Scrawny. Rocks at the hills. Into their gardens. She’d had a neighbor called Josef. Josef, her neighbor. Her neighbor, throwing rocks at the deer, in their gardens, her neighbor Josef who threw rocks at the deer in the garden—


“What weather we’re having. Don’t you wish there was some snow like there used to be?”


Weather, yes. Snow. They’d had a lot of snow when she was a child. It would snow and snow for days on end, and they’d strap skis to their feet and head for the next town, where the school sat cushioned in a duvet of snow …
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Tram blues


Rebecca Wayth


Our lips touch while the midnight clock strikes


and the white dust falls to the ground
 sparkling in the glass windows


winter wonderland all around us


as we keep warm in the moving vehicle


while the driver plays Kávu si Osladim


and you hold my face


and look into my eyes


while my head tilts upwards to catch the spark,


our lips unite


while the tram shakes and the doors open


to reveal the cold breeze that awaits us,


we expected the cold


but tried to imagine how it would go if this moment would
 last a little longer,


a little longer please I beg,


singing to the words as our eyes met with the smiling man


“Kávu si Osladim” - Slovakian for “I sweeten my coffee”
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The Case of the Missing Feeling


Mariana M.B. Borges


It had been at least a couple of months since we last talked. So, when I heard my phone buzzing, I was surprised to find a text message from her. It wasn’t like the texts she usually sends me, either. No “hey” or even a “are you free today?” Just the following phrase: “Come to my place. Need your help with a case.” It wasn’t really an invitation as much as it was an instruction. And I did not hesitate.


When I got to her apartment the door was already open. She knew I was coming, even though I hadn’t answered her text. She had her back to the entrance as she stared quietly out her window, at the monotonous view of the city we had both grown up in. I took a quick look around the small living room. Everything seemed to be the exact same as it had been the last time I had been there. And yet, something was different. The air… was different.


“That was fast,” she said, without turning around.


“I wasn’t busy.” A lie. But how could she possibly think I wouldn’t drop everything I was doing to come to her encounter?


I could tell she smiled at my response. She held her hands together, the tip of her fingers touching her lips, thinking.


“What’s going on?” I asked. She took a deep breath.


“My dear Watson…” She finally turned around to face me, a big smile on her face. “We have a case.”


So that’s what was going on. Only then I understood the text message she had sent me. You see, this is the way it has always been with us, for as long as I can remember. Something from our childhood we took with us into our adult life. She had always been too deep into those stories. I honestly don’t know at which point in her life she had read those books, but it was definitely something she had internalized so deeply into herself that it had become just another one of her exquisite personality traits. If you knew her, you knew. So, if she was Sherlock Holmes, I was her Dr. Watson. That’s just the way it was. In any story she would always be the title character, and I, her faithful sidekick.


It might seem a bit odd, I admit. But it was something only the people truly close to her would understand. Only I understood. I never felt disregarded or left aside in any way. It was just who she was. If you knew her, you knew all the stories in the world could be about her, and only her. And I would gladly follow, always.


“So, tell me, Sherlock…” I said as I sat down on the chair near the sofa. “What is this case about?”


It is a bit embarrassing that it took me so long to figure out what was going on. The text itself should have made it obvious, and if not, I should have known the moment I laid eyes on her. She had her hair in a ponytail. She wore a basic white shirt and dark jeans with a pair of black combat boots. An outfit that said absolutely nothing, if it wasn’t for the black trench coat placed on the armchair by the window, ready to be picked up and worn, even though the summer weather didn’t ask for it.


“I need to… remember something,” she said, as she sat down on the chair with her coat was, looking straight at me from across the small living room.


“Remember what?”


“If I knew it wouldn’t be forgotten, would it?” she smiled and I laughed at her nonsense.


“So, what are we looking for?”


“The question isn’t what we are looking for… but where we will look for it.”


She took a moment before getting up from her chair, then put on her coat and walked up to me with a soft smile that could easily be hiding all the answers in the world behind it. She reached out her hand towards me. It was time to go.


° ° °


I told her we could take my car, since I had driven up to her place, but she insisted we take the bus. We’ll be there in a few minutes, she said. So, the bus we took. It was only half full and we sat by the window, facing each other. The streets of London seemed emptier than usual. The sun was high above us, not many clouds in the sky, as it was not raining yet (it usually doesn't come before 3 or 4 o’clock). We passed by the London Bridge, its beauty coming and going as fleeting as the wind. The skyline could fill the eyes at first, but its impact never lasted.
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