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Adam Lowe: Introduction

New writers are important. They are the lifeblood of contemporary literature—whether the bestseller lists and book awards recognise that or not—and they set the standard for the future of words. But all too often it’s difficult for new writers to receive the opportunities they require to flourish. Writers need a space to experiment. They need support when they fall. Whether they fail is just as important as whether they succeed. The important fact is that they need the chance to do either, so they can push on in new directions and take the paths others fear.

Dog Horn Publishing was founded on two simple tenets: that we would support writers not books, and that we would be indie and proud (as our first tagline declared). Over the years, I think we have achieved much of what we set out to do. But, as with any challenge you set yourself, once you see that you’ve overcome the first set of hurdles, you have to keep setting the bar higher. And so the task fell on us to continue to build on our initial work.

In 2009 we hosted a series of masterclasses for writers who wished to reach that next step in their career that would establish them as professional writers. It was designed to be a supportive environment for discussing ideas, nurturing plans for professional development, and challenging each other to try new things. The ten masterclasses were followed by a period of ongoing editorial and mentoring support, which evolved as it went on to include marketing and promotion workshops, group readings and events, and a deeper insight into the publishing process. These five emerging writers from the North of England were invited to take part in a new anthology to showcase the very best of what new writing could offer. That anthology becameCabala, and was released to critical acclaim across the world. Those writers are working now on their own book-length projects and we will support them all the way.

In 2010 we decided we had the right idea, but that we wanted to do something different, so we could cast our net wider and work with a bigger group of writers. We ran a prize to identify those cutting-edge, brave new voices who might benefit from working with us. Polish and perfection was not the criteria here. We wanted to award excellence, yes—but more importantly, we wanted to reward ambition. We sought a dogged determination to succeed, to push oneself to the next stage in one’s career, alongside a willingness to fail in the pursuit of that. The prize resulted inBite Me, Robot Boy: an anthology of poetry and prose from writers who are willing to take risks and whose drive to do better spurs them to take on new challenges.

I am very proud of
Bite Me, Robot Boy. These writers are still on their journey. Most publishers are seeking work they consider finished, that sits comfortably in a marketing bracket, and which has already passed through the hands of multiple readers, critique circles and pricey copyeditors.

Too many hopeful writers are worn down by the needs of the market that they find themselves succumbing to convention. We wanted to swoop in on these impressionable writerlings and twist their innocent minds—to encourage them to go further, to continue down that path of greatest resistance, to experiment. And we wanted to give those writers a chance. So here it is. Their opportunity to burn like phosphorous. To let their words flare up and scorch the reader. To be . . . dangerous.

Don’t be scared, reader. Pick up your book. We have somewhere daring to take you.





Robert Lamb: Foreword

Let me explain everything. 

There are thirty-odd poems and umpteen works of fiction inside this book and all of them had to come out. And by that I mean, they had to come out. Each was a tumor pressed against the heart, a parasitic twin drowned behind a sibling’s ribs. They are the products of a psychically and spiritually carcinogenic world. 

Ah, but Dog Horn writers have their little knives. A little drunken self-surgery at the keyboard, a little sculpting of strange tissues in the dark, and here we are. Out of the worst of us emerges something sublime. 

The pages that follow will walk you through the specimen hall. You’ll approach each jar in its appointed place and fog the glass with your breath. You’ll peer through the formaldehyde murk and wonder that something so disfigured could ring so true. 

This anthology, Bite Me, Robot Boy, celebrates the strange minds of two winners and twelve finalists in the 2010 Dog Horn Prize for Literature. As one of those winners, I have to say it’s pretty excellent company to keep. Dog Horn has made a name for itself highlighting truly weird, truly absurd and truly poignant voices in fiction, poetry and art. It’s not a place for pretenders. If you’re reading it here, you can expect teeth and barbs. You can expect unnatural titillation. Just don’t expect to feel safe. 

So venture on amid these jars of our distortions. Come close to the glass. 

And don’t flinch if you catch your own reflection. 





S.R. Dantzler

S.R. Dantzler gave up his career as a hot young chef to write about aliens. How else could he be certain that they would notice him when they return? His short fiction has appeared in AlienSkin Magazine many times, as well as 365 Tomorrow’s, Static Movement, and EveryDay Weirdness. To date his highest achievement has been an Honorable Mention in L. Ron Hubbard’s Writers of the Future Contest, but this year he intends on making the contest his bitch as he enters into Phase Two of his plan for world domination.

“Come to Me, Lover”

Melissa sat on the park bench waiting for me. She was giggling at our puppy. Cruella tugged at the end of its leash, growling at a flock of pigeons grazing on stale bread. Melissa’s smile still warmed me. I would miss her. I leaned over to kiss her before sitting down. Cruella jumped up on my lap and licked my face. 

“Good News or bad?” I put my hand on Melissa’s knee. 

“Good, of course,” Melissa said. 

“Good news is, I got Dr. Endridge’s spot for the Matrius Corianthalus migration research.” 

Melissa stared blankly for a moment. “So the bad news is you will be gone for months documenting alien behaviour . . . How Long?” she demanded. 

“Actually the bad news is, I spoke with Lisa at the adoption agency and we were denied. She said it had nothing to do with our orientation, but that’s bullshit. I could tell by her tone.” There was a long solemn pause. 

“I guess it doesn’t matter now that you are going to be gone. How Long?” She turned away from me and crossed her arms. It wrenched me to see her that upset. I reached for her hand and she jerked away. 

“Melissa, please . . . ” 

She turned to face me. Her eyes were teary. “I’m sorry. That is just a lot to dump on me all at once. I just can’t believe that sexuality is still such . . . ” she sobbed. “And I am really proud and happy for you, but I will miss you. How long are you going to be gone?” She was bawling. Cruella whimpered, nudging Melissa, which forced a smile and a sobbing laugh. I wiped the tears from her eyes and put my forehead on hers. “A few months.” 

Melissa swallowed her sorrow. “So what? You follow and document the drones migration?” It made me feel good that she supported me. She really was interested in the peculiar aliens. She hadn’t made it her life’s work as I had, but her interest was genuine. Our relationship was very strong. It could withstand this. 

“Yes, all the way to the beckoning lover. How rom-antic?” I smiled at her and gently pinched her side. 

“I don’t know if I would call it romance. He . . . it is going to eat her after they copulate, right?” 

“That’s it, in a nutshell,but what an interesting journey it will be. It follows her trail. It’s lover . . . it’s mother, a cache of genetic potential. It, her little genetic experiment awaits those that have survived their environment to return to her. I can’t wait. How exciting to be the first human to document the entire process.” 

“What happened to Dr. Endridge?” 

“His last paper wasn’t very well received. His notions that the Matrius’s pheromones and chemicals had the potential to interrupt human development were pretty much ridiculed to the point he is likely hiding with his head in the sand somewhere in South America.” 

“Lucky you. You don’t think their pheromones would have any type of impact on humans?” 

“Humans aren’t sensitive enough to pheromones as are other species. Besides, they aren’t related to ours. Therefore we would not even really register them. Besides, he was talking about major physical mutations in adult humans and other impossibilities.” 

We all met at Water Works for drinks. Part going away, part congratulations. I was happy to see Melissa smiling again. I had under-estimated the effect the adoption denial had on her. She’d been really detached the last few days. 

Besides our friends, my crew had come. J.T., my friend since middle school was going to be our camera guy. He brought Renée, his fiancée. Kevin, the driver slash home base technician was a relatively new guy to the project. I had met him through the university. An interesting fellow—he was from Oklahoma, a strappingly handsome young man, he had begun his career as a storm chaser then came to Canada to document wolves with Professor Ernestine. He came highly recommended and he also came with a busty girl du jour. The only thing more fake than her tits was her personality. She and Melissa had already gotten off on the wrong foot. She had made a comment about homosexuality and immoral it was. 

Kevin had come to her aid and was now acting as a martyr to diffuse the situation. 

“Bear in mind that I was born in the Bible Belt and please forgive my ignorance, but let me ask the scientist, What causes homosexuality?” His date sneered at him, not realizing that he had just prevented her from getting her hair torn out by Melissa. 

“It isn’t a disease, Kevin.” Melissa started, but I gave her a look. Not scorning her, but to let her know that I had it. 

“It is a genetic condition. Many studies suggest . . . ” 

“OK, I don’t want to hear what, ‘Many studies suggest’ I want to hear your opinion. I can respect your opinion. You are a well known scientist and well . . . a lesbian.” 

“ Honestly, I think it is a genetic switch to prevent overpopulation.” I braced myself for Melissa’s scorn. She hated my beliefs on the subject. “Historically the largest documented cases of homosexuality came in periods and locations of large population booms . . . ” 

His date slammed her cosmo on the counter. “That’s it. I can’t take it any more. You are all sinners and God frowns on you.” She stormed out the door. 

“Wait a minute, bitch!” Melissa stood to chase her down, but I put my hand on her shoulder. 

“I am so sorry for her . . . and my . . . I at least have to take her home. I am so sorry. Dr. I will see you in the morning. Guys, it was a pleasure to meet you all.” He turned to follow his date out the door. 

“Oh my god! Are you fucking kidding me?” Melissa was infuriated. 

“It’s OK, Ignorance is bliss.” 

“It is not OK.” 

“Sweetie, this is our last night. Let’s just enjoy it as much as we can, please.” I gave her a pleading face. 

J.T. slapped the table. “So let’s talk about these aliens. I want to know what you are getting us into, Dr. Izzy.” His comedic gesture changed the tone. Melissa laughed. Izzy was a name I had been called in middle school I hated it much for the same reason they found it endearing. It likely conjured up images of my nerdy glasses and braces. 

Melissa grinned. “You are lucky, J.T. I wish I could go. They are really interesting. Even the ‘Mother’ is sexless in so many ways. She is a store of genetic possibilities. She creates hundreds of genetic experiments, her eggs, and lays them all over her large territory. The eggs then hatch and track her down. Those that survive the world then kill each other and mutate and . . . I dunno. It gets so confusing. Ultimately the sole survivor then eats the mother in some mating duel and becomes the next ‘Mother’ right, Elizabeth?” 

“Something like that. Don’t worry J.T. you’ll figure it out. You’re gonna capture the whole event on film. You are the first in history. We are lucky. The treaty wasn’t suppose to open for another decade, but the counsel agreed to let the Matrius to be observed due to the fact that our Matrius found Earth suitable and the Orinians asked for permission to allow two more Matrius to inhabit Earth.” 

J.T. Squirmed in his seat. “Well, OK. We’re going to make history. Let’s do it.” He raised his mug of ale and kissed his fiancée. 

She is going to come. I stood on the steps not knowing what to do. The 4runner was loaded. J.T. and his fiancée held each other while Kevin sat in the driver’s seat staring out the windshield. I suppose he and his date never reconciled or else she was not yet attached enough to bid him farewell. 

Melissa and I argued last night. She was still upset about the adoption and that I was leaving. 

Kevin honked the horn. “I am not leaving in rush hour traffic,” he shouted. 

I felt tears about to burst forth, when I saw her walk around the corner. I ran to her and we held each other. “I‘m sorry,” she said. 

“I hate leaving you.” 

“Write me every day. Promise me.” 

“We will get a child when I get back, I promise.” 

“Write me every day.” 

“I promise.” 

Dear Melissa, 

Well, we found the drone. It took us the entire first day once we got to the preserve. It is so amazing. The drone looks like a beach ball with hundreds of little legs that undulate, propelling them slowly across the ground like centipedes. Its torso is transparent and you can see vague organs within. I named him, “Kirby” like on Nintendo, but don’t tell anyone that I have succumbed to anthropomorphism. I would be kicked in the academic crotch, if you know what I mean. 

I did a bunch of preliminary experiments. I won’t bore you with all the details, but I started an experiment to detect the trail it follows towards its ‘lover’. I feel, I too, am on a long trail towards my lover. I miss you already. I gotta go now. It is so busy today. I hate the fact that you will not be able to get my letters until we cross a postal line in the unpredictable future. I love you. 

Elizabeth 

Dear Melissa, 

I am getting tired of the snow already. Kirby loves it though. It is so reliant upon water. Messy little bugger. It absorbs about ten times its body mass in water each day. I got some results back on the trail it follows. I have isolated three distinct pheromones. It is able to detect a particular signature at about three parts per million. The residual trail left by Mother Matrius. 

Kirby moves about fifteen kilometers per day on average, but it comes in spurts so we are, for the most part, able to follow him with the truck. I dread the day when we have to abandon the truck, hike, and pitch a tent. I’ve had vivid dreams the last few nights—steamy ones. I miss you. I have never craved you more. They guys seem to be getting restless. I noticed they bought porno’s and lotion at the last convenience store run. At least I was able to mail you some letters. 

I can’t wait to have you in our bed again. 

Your lover, 

Elizabeth 

Dear Melissa, 

We are up to about sixteen parts per million now on the trail. Kirby seems eager and excited. He doubled his travels the last two days. Luckily, the terrain is relatively smooth. We are still able to follow in the truck. 

I don’t ever recall being more horny. I masturbated twice today. I cannot sleep at night I awake sweaty and wet, longing for you, my goddess whom I can only now caress in my dreams. I can taste you. I want you. 

Your goddess, 

Elizabeth 

Dear Melissa, 

J.T. Startled me awake early this morning. Before the sun came up. There were strange howling sounds coming from afar. They really seemed to agitate Kirby. His torso illuminated and changed colors. It was another of his kind. He began howling back. It was menacing and pierced my brain, giving me one hell of a headache. It didn’t move much today. It just went on an eating binge. It was odd though it didn’t go for its normal diet, but took in a lot of water and devoured lots of rocks. I don’t think that I have mentioned how it expels its waste. Luckily enough we are not allowed to come nearer than one hundred and fifty meters of our subject because it shoots out water, well a slimy watery substance—meters in every direction. They more it eats the more fluid it consumes and ejects. I suspect it is seeking particular minerals or compounds. I feel that it has something to do with the howling. Perhaps it is preparing for an engagement—a battle? 

We were about to tuck in. We had the pop up all set up and I was getting into my bag when J.T. came running up and said Kirby was on the move. We had to pack everything in a hurry because he was hauling ass. The howling became unnerving. They were going after each other. J.T. followed on foot while Kevin and I packed up and followed in the truck. I felt exited, sexually stimulated. I felt completely thrilled. It was surreal. The two drones met and thrumming noises pulsed from both of them as they circled around each other. Their torso’s flashed patterns and colors; orange, red, vibrant striations. J.T. seemed uncomfortable rocking side to side behind the camera’s tripod. Then I noticed he had a full erection poking out the front of his jeans. It seemed to pain him. He sat up the camera then disappeared behind the trees. It was tense. 

Kevin sat up some audio equipment then asked me if I needed any thing else. There was something about the way he looked at me that made me very uncomfortable. I myself was burning with desire . . . not for him but my crotch pulsed with insatiable longing for something unseen. 

I told him I didn’t need anything further and he walked away, seemingly relieved. I stood watching the aliens circling each other, absorbing each other’s chemical trails as if in communication. Their brilliant illuminated displays like threats. Then they attacked. Pressing into one another, they seemed to become one. All but organs within, protruding into each other, instilling and stealing chemicals into and from one another. My heart raced. My clitoris throbbed. Finally one fell still. My eyes rolled back in orgasm. Something unusual is happening here. I am not certain what’s causing my eroticism. I at first thought it was due to our separation, but something else is happening. I noticed it in the guys too. Perhaps Dr. Endridge was correct to a degree. Perhaps the pheromones are having an effect on us. 

It took hours for Kirby, the victor, to absorb and eject its foe. It is impossible to tell what it retained from its opponent. Organs? Genetic material? As a simple observer, I don’t think we will ever be completely certain. 

I need you. I crave you. 

Your servant, 

Elizabeth 

Dear Melissa, 

Kirby hasn’t moved in days, but he is going through some transition. His illuminations are vigorous. 

I awoke to J.T. giving my morning report and telling me to go check the camera angle. Then he leaned in, grabbed me, and kissed me deeply. I pushed him away, disgusted. He apologized and left ashamed. 

I cannot control myself. I cannot keep my hand off my clit. The guys are pacing. We hardly speak to each other, instead keeping ourselves at a distance. I went for a walk to try to clear my head. When I came back, I opened the truck door and J.T. and Kevin were fucking. Kevin looked up at me shocked, at himself as much as me. I turned and left. I slept beneath the Longleaf pines. 

Help Me, 

Elizabeth 

Dear Melissa, 

Kevin is gone. He left a letter saying that he didn’t know what the hell was going on and how ashamed he was at what he had done. I feel that we should leave too, but I can’t. This is too important. There is another reason also, but I can’t understand it. 

Kirby is on the move again. I am the new driver. It is getting hard to keep up. He is pressing on urgently, ceaselessly. 

Lizzy 

Dear Melissa, 

We have been traveling constantly for days, weeks. I know I have promised to write every day, but it has been relentless. I feel disgusted with myself for the thoughts I am having. Everything rational inside me screams to return to you, but I can’t. I just can’t. 

Kirby finally stopped. There is something strange. A large gelatinous orb—a chemical message? It smells sweet, like melon and sex. A little part of his lover left by her to entice him? Prepare him for their union? He will not touch it. He simply circles it tasting the air around it. He is curious, fully engaged by it. 

I am exhausted, but I cannot stop. I am unsure of what compels me forth. 

I miss you. I need you. What have I gotten myself into? 

Me 

Dear Melissa, 

We have been here for weeks. J.T. is changing. I am changing. He shamefully tries to conceal the breasts that he is developing, and my clit has become enlarged and I am developing testicles. My voice deepens as his becomes more feminine? 

Kirby is changing also. He absorbed the orb this morning. As its residue was emitted from Kirby, my senses keened becoming vibrant and acute. I entered into a trance like state, and then I became aware I was eating your hair left from your brush that I found in my stuff. I am consuming you, your genes. 

Kirby shed about a third of its mass. Yet it appears larger than when we began this trip. His howling has resumed. It occurs every dawn, but it goes unanswered. Its like a proud territorial claim. It is preparing for something large. I can sense it. She is near. 

E 

Dear Melissa, 

J.T. killed himself today. It was during the dawn howling which has become maddening. He had become, as far as I can tell, a woman. 

I have become a man. Each day my beard grows in fuller. My voice is deep. I still dream of you, except now when I awake sweating in the night I have an erection rather than wet panties. Instead of craving your tongue upon me, I yearn to plow into you. I want to fill you with seed, your seed I have within me now. 

Kirby is on the move again. It is as if he has great purpose. He travels steadily northward, resiliently, ceaselessly. 

E 

Dear Melissa, 

Today he found her. His torso pulsed and flashed its array of colors as we neared her. My cock stands solid. She is an enormous, swirling, undulating mass. The air around her is perfumed with rotting fruit, sex, and grass. 

He dances around her. Together they unite in a chorus of thrumming, gargles and clicks. The colors they display appear to be an ancient conversation. Carnal knowledge. 

I am captivated by it. I want to fuck you. I can’t keep myself from watching. I can feel their energy all around and inside me. 

I am hungry, 

E 

Dear Melissa, 

It has been weeks since their copulation. Slowly day-by-day, he absorbs her, becomes her. 

I am a woman again. Something inside me grows. My womb swells more and more each day. Outwardly, I look like I am seven months pregnant. 

I should leave. I should have left long ago, before J.T. killed himself. I should have never left you. Now I cannot leave. Each morning I think I can, but as I begin to walk away, I am beckoned by the pulsing mass. 

I pray I survive this. I miss you so much. 

Forever yours, 

Elizabeth. 

Dear Melissa, 

I gave birth to a son today. He is beautiful. He looks so much like you. I don’t understand why or how. He is a miracle. 

Kirby has become the mother now also. Inside its transparent torso I see processes occurring, streams of material ebb throughout. I can see what appears to be dozens of eggs developing inside. 

Our son is growing very fast. It has been less than a month yet already he walks and talks. Today he climbed a tree. He is half as tall as me. He has your eyes. His hair is dark auburn just like yours. 

I am afraid to leave. I am ashamed of what has happened. No one would ever believe my story. How could you believe? I feel alone. I feel I will finish my life here in the forest. I miss you so. 

Elizabeth 

Dear Melissa, 

By my calculations, it has been six months since I left you. I should have held you forever. I should have never said goodbye. 

Our son is full grown now. A strong and handsome young man he has become. He set forth on a journey. We left a few days ago. I have followed him every since. Until today, I did not know why or where he was going. Now I am afraid. 

Today we stopped just before dawn. I sat as he paced around. It was as if he was searching for something. I stood and walked around to see if I could find some spring berries and I saw him standing over something. It was J.T . . . well his rotting corpse. 

He is tracking you. He is following our trail to you. 

I will not let him find you for I understand his intent. This is my last letter to you. I pray I am able to do what I must. 

I tried to lead him astray on many occasions. I became afraid of his anger. So I finally submitted to him and followed him. Each day the path presented a remembered landmark. When I heard the helicopter, I was terrified. We hid beneath a longleaf pine as it passed overhead. 

Later that day, we saw the white ranger jeep and I became even more afraid. I wanted to run, but he, with his nose to the air he went forward towards it. 

I was startled to see the ranger get out as he spotted us and approached, but My heart nearly fell out when I saw Melissa jump out of the passenger side and come running towards me. 

In that instant I knew what would transpire. My demented, cursed progeny sprang forward towards her. Something inside me engaged a primal response. 

“Elizabeth, Oh my God!” Melissa shouted to me as she neared. 

He ran towards her and I sprinted to catch him. I took the knife I that had stowed in the belt of my pants and plunged it into his back. He turned to me, eyes wide and bewildered then to her, his lover, his mother. I withdrew the knife and plunged it again into his heart. 

Her eyes, her panic stricken eyes. I had never seen such terror in my lovers face, but I had returned to her. 






Oz Hardwick

Winner: Dog Horn Prize for Literature 2010

(Poetry)

Oz Hardwick is a York-based writer, photographer and would-be musician who has published widely in the UK, Europe and the US. His latest poetry collection, The Illuminated Dreamer, was published by Oversteps Books in October 2010, and he published a book on medieval art scheduled in summer 2011.

A particular current interest is combining poetry with music, and he has worked with musicians in live performance and for radio, as well as playing a number of rudimentary stringed instruments in his band, Sixpenny Wayke.

His readings have taken him from Glastonbury to Chicago and back to Yorkshire, where he is Programme Leader for English and Writing at Leeds Trinity University College.

‘The more one reads Hardwick’s poems the more they have to say . . . the nearer one approaches, the more they open up’ —Black Mountain Review.

The Devil’s Machine

Iron aspires to heaven. I am waiting for gold 

in flesh, infernal inspiration to lead me down, 

step silently to the Devil’s machine. What 

do you see? Cities of steel, stolen souls, 

shadow devils and apparitions, bloodglow and amber 

desire, weavers in the shade of arcane empires, 

day and night, day and night, day and night, 

night with her beasts and fingers, her welcome at the tomb, 

gothic and illuminated, pilgrims’ stilted passing, 

time-bleached palaces, changing faces, hand 

to hand to hand, cycles in circles, coy 

glances behind black feathered fan, blown 

kisses from the dead, cats forever falling, 

twisting, a child smiles, hands open and close, 

open and close, muscles flex, changing 

faces, hand to hand, hands open, 

a child smiles, twisting, cats forever 

falling, I am waiting for gold. Iron aspires 

to heaven in flesh, twisting, forever falling. 

Going Under

sea horseplay bills and coos, / screws 

a twisting fist / fastening the slow boat / 

sky goat / throat bloated / gloats / 

laughs at the languishing / sandwiched between witchcraft 

workbooks / crooks hooking stolen tarts / poison 

darts to heart attacks / taken aback / slack / 

taking the flack / the flake devoured / 

empowered ranger / stronger stranger 

wrong-footing the bill of rights / tight 

neat feet skipping the light fantastic / 

ballistic cannibalistic aunteater / 

theatre curtain call / fall from grass / 

pampas pampers panting spouts of kettles / 

nettles netted on the shore / more calls 

unanswered / dancers / prancing phoney ponies 

pantomiming silent / green / sickly 

sweet / deep sleeping nightmares 

Speakers’ Corners

speech in shadows · agendas hidden · codes 

click into place · questions trick · secret 

signals · track passwords · watchwords weighted · 

ears to walls · eyes on smudged ink · 

doublethink · basement broadsides · tuned to messages · 

negotiating static · receivers in cramped attics 

hiss · this is where we speak · low · 

strong · no guns · no bombs · more dangerous· 

grey zone · across borders · under wires · 

dodging lights · flights to freedom · fearless 

lines drawn · erased · mind maps 

remade · burnt before dawn raids · running · 

this is where we speak · in corners · words 

torch all traces · breathe ashes · leaving 

The Collector

I woke in the carriage, still counting trees 

passing, the night before, almost close enough 

to touch sickly leaves. I half remembered 

hesitant but precise English, awkwardly accented 

as she spoke of burning witches outside the gates 

of old cities whose names she could not recall. 

Her skin was pale, dry as parchment, blue 

eyes too watery for ink. She tried to explain 

that stories grow off the edge of maps, as language 

becomes uncomfortable, uneasy in tight mouths. 

She lost all words, became silent 

as I counted passing trees, measuring my course 

from one unfixed point to another. 

Gaslight

In the shadow of the fallen star, the end of the rainbow, 

the kissed stone, we turn our collars to sideways sleet. 

This is not Chicago, but Yorkshire, and, when I take off 

my glasses, all edges will blur but I will still be ugly. 

I used to work in a bookshop, she says, but it closed. 

In the cellar, girls in lace caps washed dead babies 

by fat candlelight. I’m not listening. It’s only words, 

like salt on chapped lips, colours smudging back to grey 

and the cold wind snapping between here and nothing. 





Maximilian T. Hawker

Twenty-three, based in Croydon//Poetry: mine is the golden ocellus on darkened streets; the webcam in the delivery room of all Our violent energies; the neon juice sloshed against the city’s carburettor deeds; the shovel scraping for the shit beneath the snow; the witch-hunt for religious atrophy; the spitting whisper with limbs enough to grow. I want greyed-out buildings and sight and sound as one, a city smelting in a fresh defrosted sun. I want God to crumble as We break into a canter, for Us all to kick and scream and rant a sequel to his schooling. I want no creed save Our joint indignation—a writhing protest slapped at all that is appalling. I want the wisdom of the multiverse in Our eyes, an answer to the books of Our creation and the fairytale of ‘time’. So, with word and thought, question all that is respected, and like this bio I hope you’ve been affected. 

What Else is There

Alpacas, in their barber shop nightmare, 

vanilla across the Andean hillscape; 

the Copihue sigh of sunlight 

filters our chainmail to pink. 

Only the stevia speaks in the breeze. 

The sixth day of our indulgence— 

we almost heal 

in the absence of the city’s cardiac crush. 

The commuter roar now Chilean 

farmers whipping Quechuan threats 

at clueless livestock. The Clapham gust 

an arid Puelche kneading 

naked plateaus. Words are few 

in our enduring irritation. Argument 

gestating over weeks or months - 

I know not which. But, 

the unsaid Latin milkies 

out the glass of our obsession, 

and when we camp down tonight 

we interlock our bodies 

as knuckles craft a single fist. 

It’s Happening So Fast

In the deep end 

of Mummy’s dress, 

ketchup lipstick adeptly pressedtoprecociousskin— 

Mia-Coco perks her game. 

Her fingers pose on perfume vials 

whose cloves of scent 

stain her n 

o 

s 

e, 

wake her tongue, try to mend what they’ve undone. 

Mia reflects, in her mirror lit with fairy lights, 

upon the Tikkabilla shades 

that skip within her make-up box 

like candy in a pic ‘n’ mix. 

She whips liquorice on false lashes, 

wrists twist in skipping-rope flicks, 

striving as an adult knows 

to coax her secret pollen 

out of tepid hibernation. 

And now the fake tan sauce (like the skin on my hot 

chocolate when I leave it too long). 

Then to lace the nails with icing-varnish (same colour as 

Postman Pat’s van!). 

Finally, the ametrine shadow for brooch-like eyelids 

(a butterfly!). 

Take a step back and have a look . . . 

Oh, doesn’t she look pretty! Doesn’t she look pretty? 

I think she looks pretty. Pretty little girl. 

Pretty pretty little girl. 

The crowd on her wall pant their approval, 

supermodels, ‘WAGs’, catalogue girls— 

glossy hybrids of human and pixel, 

a super-species of flesh and silicon 

all of them inbreeding, feefeediFeeding on each other 

in their endless cycle never stopping in their endless cycle. 

Mia parades for her toys, 

blank forever smiles on their faces—Iggle Piggle, 

Tinky Winky, Bob the Builder— 

and Barbie too (she must feel catty now) Ken— 

is that a bulge in your Speedos? 

Yes! We want you, Mia! You! 

Puppy fat to catwalk. 

Previously published in Life Stories (Anthony Xavier Productions).

Dying With Dignity

‘My bijou, but do not look, it’s a secret 

thing; beating and breathing, soft 

and contracting.’ Hands nurture it from the pond, 

palms cupping its anuran flesh, 

tentacular fingers exploring its depths, 

stroking its frontier and sniffing its meat; 

stripped of its uniform 

when it is dead. Hands like a canopy, 

a forest enclosing, palms pooled in mucilage 

of heat and of honey. 

But, fingers can breach, 

open a valve, let it all gush, stopping 

the pulse. Pry: ‘What do you cling to? 

How open is it? What will you do?’ 

Originally published in RiPPLE (Kingston University Press, 2010) 

The Mosque

Earth-trophy of a looser fear, 

this mosque abides the seven soils 

in motion. 

The muezzin’s warble revises air, 

my awkward feet pace the carpet taut 

in softness from a rougher source - 

the fibre stretches out in lanes. 

My eyes diffuse the bays of light 

translated by the ruby-jade 

capillaries of windows, 

stained imaginings of salt 

and limestone sweat from unrepentant 

mountains. Then scaling up— 

the gassy whey of star anise 

from sooty little metre sticks. 

Composed and mindful of their role 

each Muslim builds the confluence, 

like bonded nylon fashioning 

a vacuum-gulping parachute. 

‘Asalam Alaykum’, (and to you), 

reverberates within their throats 

contesting with the hoopoe streams 

and warping sound in the highest 

dome. Below that convex mighfar 

the huddled plot of men prostrate 

themselves in prayer—bulbs sprouting 

slender shoots of worship and of faith. 

Geometric lines confine each man 

as surely as the lonely shapes 

in girih tiles complain for company. 

But where each tile mimics chunks 

of dragon fruit and pomegranate, 

I only marvel at the natural 

artwork of the flesh; 

and forgo the timid 

sculptor’s element. 

Roulette

Logging on feeds me to the visual link of networked bodies. 

Soon, the wordless host parades its graces. 

Two lads, Berkeley College shirts, eighteen maybe, 

down their pants; faces drawn across their buttocks. 

After them, a whited room with unkempt bed. Hanging by its neck 

across the door, a dummy pendulums the webcam eye. 

Next, a bony Asian bloke, ‘Scream’ mask wrapped 

about his head—riding crop flogging thrusting hips. 

But then, spilling out upon a sheet—twenty stone 

of Eastern European male. Glutted slabs of radish belly 

chafing over pubic curls. Weaselled in his soggy fist 

the wrinkled parsnip of his penis gobs and winks at me. 

Skipping quickly on, I reach the final pixelated stream. 

A girl, eight perhaps, smiling in her patient curiosity. 





Emma Hopkins

Emma Louise Felicia Hopkins was born in Grimsby, UK, in 1981. She is of Sierra Leonian and Lebanese heritage, which makes her an ‘epic ethnic minority’ not bound by regional UK limitations of identity or economy.

She launched her pseudonyms of NOTTA VIKING and Amy G. Dala (of amygdala brain function) in 2010 in Nicole Moore’s (ed) Shangwe Hair Power Skin Revolution anthology of black and mixed race women’s expressions, to extend upon her poems ‘Miss Story’ and ‘Talking Peacock’ and support the fact that identity is more than just female or racial.

From 2007 to the present, radio playwrighting and computer game writing has provided invites to industry events to see people behind the industries. Emma is interested in freelance writing that involves American website interaction and the industry needs of individuals and companies alike.

In 2005, her debut poetry ‘All I Can Want Is What There Is/Fine Pass Me’ was published in Brown Eyes, edited by Nicole Moore. From 2003 competitive market research and sales-oriented roles gave Emma her drive and determination to make a statement with her identity and interests. Art school in 2000- 2003 allowed her to be in London and have appropriate access to diversity, capitalism and culture.

Turned in Not Turned Out

A kind of Soho stares at me 

Intimately small, known for promiscuity 

But these urban, grey bookless East Marsh streets 

Are a breeding ground for Lambrini beasts! 

Out of which an expectation will bore . . . 

I am not your Matador! 

The only gore that fascinates is Gore Vidal, I’m a fan! 

His isolationist Cause acquits me every time I’m questioned by 

Communist-minded, mono-cultural white-box ticked breeders, 

Sheep and Shepherds: 

Who The Hell Do They Think They Are? No TV show will ask! 

Why should I create White Masks? 

At a glance they see their kind, so they have an easy mind 

About all falling into line. 

All the while I’m sick of seeing ethnics selling sofa’s on TV— 

My sensitivity . . . 

People reaping sofa’s think of reaping me, 

To reap what you sow means to reap what you see 

And harvest- to-designer vest-to who-looks-best is aplenty! 

As England is a pretence of the organic not the ego, 

The Control Freak’s need-to-know, so 

Sofa-to-Sofa Extraordinary Rendition relationships may be: 

Chauffeur to their emotions seated, 

British box-bound eyes in a goldfish bowl are not box-fresh, 

They want to be noticed! 

Charmless need women’s charms, minority energy, 

Milk and Honey bells sound to take what they don’t have: 

Human Chess or a Pedestal guess? 

They think their support will be supported, 

To hang in there like overdraft interest. 

Take it or leave it over shoes but not selves 

So I feel turned in not turned out. 

Era of Men and Mad Cow Disease

Cool Oak Lane. Feel no pain. How about that for a bit of rhyming slang?

No cockney’s here in NW9, apart from the postman. No, that’s not true these days, real cockneys are too old or unfit to work 15 hour days for Global multi-nationals, gobbling up mail to give back as gifts as if they are on a crusade of customer service because they agreed to have tracking devices under their skin. These ‘crusaders’ would never take breaks to watch TV on wraparound sunglasses and then get robbed in the street. 

Danny the estate agent was stuck in reverie, the Royal Mail was a thing of Britain’s past, Queen Elizabeth was dead, King Charles sat on the throne, 2020 should be an era of men, that’s what gave Danny motivation for the plans he was about to run past his cousin, but he was still feeling conspiratorial about customer service crusaders. 

‘Do you know what, Amber?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘These companies that have this legal ability to track their employees, do you know what this strategy is called?’ 

‘Comfession’, replied Amber dutifully, ‘you’ve told me this before’ 

‘Comfession, a combination of words like company, fruitful, employment and strategy. These employees or crusaders are in a state of Comfession and that’s what makes them valued employees. If they don’t accept this way of being valued then they don’t work.’ 
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