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have it Writer’s Block Editorial/Text Nora van Arkel and Robert Steltenpool

photograph by Tom van der bijll #3

As the academic year is drawing to a close, Writer’s Block is going to end it in style. 
It is time to set those essays and course materials aside for a moment, and grab that 
beer. No wait, before that is in order, we have something else to titillate the senses. 
We have a very special bookcase interview with Lester Hekking, founder of Wri-
ter’s Block. Not only does he own a great deal of excellent books, but he has all the 
editions of Writer’s Block, making him the only person on the planet who can brag 
about that fact. In addition, we proudly present the winner of our fiction compe-
tition. This was another contest that unearthed a great deal of talent right here in 
Amsterdam. Cross over to the winner to experience what a great story is capable 
of. And when you’re done, swing by our other reviews, stories, poems, and photos. 
The featured artist of this edition is Tom van der Bijll, who works with an old school 
camera and gave us the opportunity to publish his pictures. We hope that after rea-
ding and looking though this issue you will be hit by that literary spark and submit. 
We are always looking for more. It’s okay now. Take that beer.

photograph by Tom 
van der bijll #2
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A talk with the counselor short story/Text Alexandra den hond

“First things first,” the counselor said. “We have found 
your True Love.”
The girl’s face brightened. “Oh, thank God,” she ex-
claimed with feeling.
“A fortunate development,” the counselor agreed with 
a small smile. She carefully placed her reading glas-
ses on the bridge of her nose while she rummaged 
through the drawer beneath her desk with the other 
hand. “One of my colleagues from Redbrooke High 
faxed this to me yesterday. They have a student who-
se profile also demands that he meets his True Love 
soon...” She pulled out a single sheet of paper, cleared 
her throat and proceeded to read aloud from it. The 
girl gazed at the paper too. She could distinguish half 
a page of typed text, and the dark, postage-stamp sha-
pe of a small photograph in the corner. Excitement 
fluttered in the pit of her stomach. 
“David Eliott,” the counselor was saying. “Turned 
eighteen two weeks ago. A senior, just like you. Last 
time he was tested was in October; his counselor faxed 
me his results, and they’re rather excellent. Attractive, 
Humorous and Good-Natured, all with only a mini-
mum of surgery and tutoring. The Board has declared 
him a Hero since elementary school.” She looked up, 
smiling still. “And now he’s going to save you.”
The girl beamed back at her. She had been seeing this 
counselor every other Tuesday since she started high 
school, and over the years their relationship had re-
laxed into an almost-warm mutual understanding.
“Can I see it?” she asked breathlessly. “Can I see the 
picture?”
Indulgently, the counselor slid the sheet of paper to-
wards her and the girl leant in for a closer look. It was 
a neat school photograph; David Eliott, dark-haired 
and white-smiled, on a uniform, sky-blue backdrop. 
She liked him. She definitely liked him. While the de-
mands of her profile sometimes weighed heavily on 
her shoulders, it was at character developmental mo-
ments like this that she could consider herself lucky.
The counselor waited a few seconds, then carefully 
placed it back in its folder. “A good-looking boy,” she 
said, and in a conspirational voice added: “Most True 
Loves happen in senior year, you know. So that the stu-
dents whose profiles dictate they get married straight 

out of high school have time to develop a realistic re-
lationship. Such a romantic year, I always think.” She 
sighed. So did the girl, and there was a short pause. 
Mutedly on the other side of the door, the girl could 
hear one of the secretaries talking on the phone. The 
clock on the wall ticked loudly, a few inches over the 
We Plot Your Life, You Live Your Plot! poster.
“In collaboration with Redbrooke High,” the counse-
lor resumed, businesslike once more, “we have arran-
ged a chance meeting for the two of you this Thursday. 
David will reschedule his guitar class from Wednesday 
to Thursday – all you have to do is take your normal 
route home from school – and as a result, pure coin-
cidence will have the two of you at the bus stop on...” 
She tapped the date in her planner with the tip of her 
fountain pen “...Reese Street at three-fifteen, waiting 
for bus 79.”
The girl had pulled out a battered ball-point and was 
writing the date and time on her hand. The counselor, 
watching her, felt a don’t-you-have-a-planner?-com-
ment rise to her lips, but didn’t utter it. “Remember,” 
she cautioned instead, “he’s a Hero. Your profile is 
Troubled Teenager. He has to save you. Selflessly im-
prove your relationship with your parents, raise your 
overall level of happiness; life starts having a con-
structive meaning for you again. But it has to happen 
naturally. Of course it’s a major turning point in the 
development of your character, but don’t be too ea-
ger – start off monosyllabic, tell him you don’t need 
anyone to feel sorry for you. Nevertheless we should 
see a significant difference in...” she considered briefly 
“...three months, just in time for Senior Prom. Do you 
understand?”
The girl nodded. She understood. “I can’t wait,” she 
said. “I can finally stop quarrelling with my parents 
now. You know I’ve been a Troubled Teen since tenth 
grade but sometimes it was so hard to find things to 
get angry about. And when my mother cries, I just… 
I never really liked it.”
The counselor was nodding sympathetically. “You 
don’t suit your profile as perfectly as some, I’m afraid,” 
she admitted. “At your last testing, your Natural Diso-
bedience and Overall Dissatisfaction with Life just 
barely met the Troubled Teen criteria. It happens so-

metimes, and it’s unfortunate. But remember: we have 
found your True Love, so the end of this phase of your 
character is nearing! Just don’t slack off now; you want 
to be able to look back in ten years and be proud, don’t 
you? Think of your anniversary – You’re the best thing 
that ever happened to me, David, you saved me, I was 
a mess until I met you, David,” she recited helpfully. 
“And if you feel so sorry for your parents, that’s all the 
more reason to make an effort. Do you know what the 
worst fear of a parent is? Let me tell you: parents don’t 
fear arguments, or children who stay out late to smoke 
pot. No, what’s worse is uncertainty. If you don’t stick 
to the guidelines, then what will you be? How will you 
know what to do? I’m telling you, identity crisis is a 
swamp that no parent wants their children to drown 
in.” She glanced down at the opened file in front of her. 
“Besides, your profile isn’t such a bad one. I remember 
you as a freshman, complaining that you hadn’t been 
assigned Prom Queen, or Mild-mannered Christian. 
Remember what I told you then?”
“That Prom Queens have sky-high drug abuse rates 
and Mild-Mannered Christians tend to die in child-
birth?”
The counselor shook her head and intoned empha-
tically. “It’s uphill from here. You could have done so 
much worse; in this very school we have two Misun-
derstood Suicidals whose profile demands that they 
commit suicide before graduation. Imagine that, their 
plotlines just end! One of them is also a senior and, 
just like you, he doesn’t quite fit his profile. He was 
here in this very office only last week and I can tell 
you, when I reminded him that he has to pick a date 
soon...well, it got quite emotional.”
The girl made an effort to look humbled.
“And take the Future Career Women, who don’t 
know what the final tests will bring them. Will they 
be Aggressive Lesbian Lawyers? Cynical Patholo-
gists? Who’s to say? And the Future Content Mothers 
who are being paired up with the Future Hardwor-
king Husbands from schools all over the region as we 
speak, who don’t even know yet what suburb they’ll 
be packed off to. It’s always like this towards the end 
of your high school days,” the counselor remarked 
ponderously. “It’s the uncertainty I was just telling you 
about. Everyone’s plotlines are still developing, no-
one knows what happens next.”

“But what if what happens next is something awful?” 
the girl ventured. “What if my plot is a tragedy and 
I don’t know it yet, and I’m only getting this golden 
romance so that it is all the more tragic when I lose 
everything again?”
“Then you will cope,” the counselor said smoothly. 
When it came to future counseling she was an expert. 
“ The Misunderstood Teen never lasts beyond high 
school, so many doors are open to you now. As a mat-
ter of fact, you could make a complete turn-around 
and end up a Content Mother, restored to a happy 
domestic life by your Hero-turned-Hardworking-
Husband.”
“And if my True Love becomes an Abusive Alcoholic 
rather than a Hardworking Husband?”
The counselor chuckled. “That would be rather ironic, 
considering that he’s a Hero now.”
“But maybe I wouldn’t like it,” the girl muttered.
“If the Board assigns you the Abused Drudge-profile, 
they’ll give you guidelines; you’ll know what to do and 
how to act. Besides,” the counselor said reassuringly, 
“unless they find Christ, Abusive Alcoholics don’t 
usually live very long. Within ten, fifteen years, he’d 
receive his instructions to get into an alcohol-indu-
ced car-crash and your plotline would change.” She 
smiled. “There are some very attractive possibilities 
for Widows, I think the library has a rather excellent 
book on the subject.” 
“So maybe I shouldn’t get too attached to David, just 
in case…” the girl thought out loud. 
“Oh, no,” the counselor said sharply. “This is your plot-
line we’re talking about! You want it lived with true 
feeling and authenticity!” 
“We Plot Your Life, You Live Your Plot,” the girl reci-
ted quickly, eyes on the poster behind the counselor’s 
desk.
The counselor nodded curtly. “Now,” she said, looking 
down at her watch, “time to get you back to class.”
Obediently, the girl rose, slipping her backpack on her 
back.
“Don’t forget,” the Counselor reminded her, and the 
girl turned in the doorway. “Three-fifteen on Thurs-
day.”  WB
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Driven by passion
Miles away 
I long to see you

So ein Quatsch
Honey
Remember: romance is 
Always on the distance.
No, it’s not.
Yes, it is.

That’s why Juliette died
Not out of love
But because the 
Author wanted to give
Some spice to his 
Little drama. 

Not a bad decision
After all
Saves us from
The daily dues
And leaves 
Us suspended 
In midair.

Which air?
Midair.
What is this?
Would you mind opening
The window, honey?
Yes, I would.

Are you sure
That Juliette’s love 
Was genuine?
At the time 
Of course.

conversation at night Poem/Text Claudia Daiber

Please honey 
Open the window
No, I can’t stand
The lark’s tone.

Did you empty
The garbage can today?
Of course I did 
Honey, in midair.
In which air?
In midair. 
Would you mind
Opening the window finally?
Yes, I would.
Why ? Because of
The garbage. It’s stink is
Enormous even though
The nightingale may 
Remind me of some 
Romance in midair

In which air ?
In midair. Never heard 
Of it, honey.
Doesn’t matter,
It was the nightingale anyway
And not the lark,
Honey. 
 
In midair?
In midair, I suppose.

This poem was one of the honourable 
mentions of the Poetry Competition.

lester hekking’s Bookcase Interview
Photography Ines Severino Text Ruby de Vos\

Lester Hekking (28) holds a BA and MA in English Li-
terature and Culture from the UvA. He is not only the 
youngest literary agent working in the Netherlands 
(“the coolest job I could imagine as an English ma-
jor!”), but also the founder of Writer’s Block. We talked 
with him about his shelves, favourite books, and his 
early experiences with Writer’s Block.

How have you arranged your bookshelves?
They are actually currently in the process of being ar-
ranged. I try to put certain editions together, like Pen-
guins, or my old Blackbirds– but I haven’t really got-
ten to it yet. Eventually I want to get all the editions 
together, and then arrange these by author. I put new 
stuff on top of the shelves, which means I still have to 
read it. For the first time in years, I’m also getting rid 
of some books, though.

How do you decide which books you no longer want 
to keep?
If I’ve read it and I’m pretty sure I’ll never re-read it, 
or never will need it again – so often that’s non-ficti-
on that I’ve read and absorbed and no longer care to 
refer to anymore – I’ll sell them or give them away. 
The thing is that, because I work in the publishing 
business, people keep giving me books. And there is a 
maximum of books I can read. I read all day at work 
and then when I come home I more often than not 
have no concentration left.

Do you buy a lot of books?
Not so much as I did back when I was a student, when 
I bought something new every other week. I have 
most of the classics I want, and I get a lot of free stuff 
from work. I’m also getting more selective. The more I 
read the pickier I get.

What are your favourite books?
I have a top five, without a particular order. It includes 
Until I Find You by John Irving, The Secret History by 
Donna Tartt, I Never Promised You a Rose Garden by 
Hannah Green, Middlesex by Jeffrey Eugenides, and 
finally Special Topics in Calamity Physics by Marisha 
Pessl.

Do you also have favourite authors, or do you prefer 
individual works?
I’m currently on a mission to read one book by every 
major author. If it’s good then I’ll pick up a second 

one, so it’s more of the latter. But I’ve read a lot of John 
Irving’s books, and I have read all of Hubert Selby’s 
books. So I’d say they are my favourite authors.

You are the founder of Writer’s Block. Why did you 
found it?
I found it in 2007, because there was no magazine 
and I thought English Language and Culture simply 
needed a magazine. There had been a magazine, Un-
derdog, but new issues hadn’t been released in years, I 
think, so I thought it was time for something new. 

What was Writer’s Block like when you first started?
It started out rather simple. In the beginning, the most 
important thing was that we’d actually publish some-
thing. We didn’t really care about the magazine loo-
king good. We struggled to get stuff in there. There 
is some awful stuff by me in the first few issues, just 
filler. Then at a certain point it attracted other people 
and a guy made the logo that you still use and did the 
lay-out. We didn’t have funding originally, but we ac-
quired some from the UvA who has been very kind to 
us. I hope that Writer’s Block continues: it keeps loo-
king better and the stuff that’s in the magazine is also 
increasing in quality.

You were the editor-in-chief. What would you con-
sider your greatest contribution?
There was a serial story that ran for about ten or twel-
ve issues. I’d say that that was my major contribution 
– those were two pages we could always depend on 
to be filled! And I originally did the lay-out. I’m not 
really proud of it, but at least it got done. It was made 
in Word and then converted to PDF.                        >>
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I hear his feet stomping heavily on the old wood-
en floor. I have to hurry. I need to get away. He 
was furious. A bestial cry penetrates the air. As I 
run down the stairs my foot slips and I nearly fall 
down. I quickly regain my balance. This is not the 
time to fall, this is the time to run. 

“Whore. Filthy dirty cunt!”

Did that sound closer? In order to put some dis-
tance between us I jump the last few steps and 
take a sharp turn left. My hand stretches out to 
meet the handle of my escape. 

Let me out short story/Text Janine Jetten

I push it downwards and is met by a dull thud of 
a tiny piece of metal that prevents the door from 
granting me my safety. I need a second to compo-
se myself. Why didn’t it work? I nearly scream out 
of frustration while I frantically move the handle 
up and down. Please don’t do this to me. You are 
never locked. Let me out! 

Ok, take a breath, time for plan B. Get out via the 
kitchen-door. Turning around I see that I’ve was-
ted too much time. He is too close. Only three, 
maybe four meters from me, leaning against the 

rail of the stairs. I can see his veins throbbing 
in rhythm with his elevated heartbeat. My body 
freezes but his seems to reboot itself now that it 
has spotted its prey. He pushes his fat body off the 
rail and smirks. I know I have to get out of here. I 
have to get out of here now. My legs start moving 
and I manage to slip past his groping fingers. I 
push open the door to the living room and swerve 
past the familiar furniture to the door that will set 
me free. It has to. I’ve got to get out. My hands 
find the doorknob when his hand finds the light 
switch.

He is too late. I have found my way out. 

I turn the knob and the concealing night swallows 
me up in its comforting embrace. His frustrating 
yell pierces the empty night. It doesn’t bother me. 
Nothing bothers me now, not the icy air, not the 
sharp gravel beneath my bare feet. Nothing can 
hurt me now. This is my chance to get away.

I run through the intricately woven maze that a 
genius architect designed especially for this night, 
to help me escape, to save my life. The adrenali-
ne that helped me focus on my survival starts to 
diminish. I start to breathe more heavily and be-
gin to feel the pain. My mind starts to run over 
the event. How had it gotten this far? What had I 
done wrong?

I had been texting my friend when he came in, 
screaming, yelling obscenities. The phone. I had 
the phone in my hand, where did I put it. O, 
please, please let it be here. I feel my pockets and 
relief washes over me. I can call for help. When I 
turn on my phone the light hits my blood-covered 

hand. Now that I see the blood steadily dripping 
off my hand I begin to notice the pain in my arm. 
Damn, it is much worse than I thought. I have 
to stop the bleeding. I press my left hand on the 
wound and try to dial the numbers on the pad 
with my slippery fingers. After a few failed at-
tempts I manage to type the correct numbers and 
press the green button.  Someone will come to 
save me now. While I wait for the familiar sound 
on my phone I hear something behind me. Before 
I have a chance to respond I can feel his fist shat-
tering my skull.

When I open my eyes I see his dirty little grin ho-
vering over me. “Not this time bitch.” He squeezes 
his grubby paws tighter around my neck and I feel 
myself slipping away. My vision turns black, my 
ears start to buzz,the pain slowly fades away as I 
say my goodbyes to this wretched world.

Light spots form on my eyelids. Did he fail? Was I 
saved? I slowly lift my hands to check my neck for 
the bruising. My fingers gently explore the area 
and I feel nothing but soft, undamaged skin. I can-
not help but smile. I’m alive! It was just a dream! 
“Turn that goddamn alarm off!” 

The voice in the other room makes me cringe. Not 
all a dream… He is still here.   WB

How did you deal with the struggle of getting sub-
missions for the magazine?
In the English department there were a lot of people 
I refer to as “closet writers”. I knew they were secretly 
writing poems or short stories and I felt that I had 
to convince them to share their writing. So I intro-
duced the option to submit things anonymously with 
a special e-mail address. We posted the password in 
the issue so people could submit that way. And in the 
very beginning I also asked teachers to mobilize peo-
ple. They were extremely helpful and spread flyers or 
mentioned the magazine at the end of class. But I have 
to say, it was always a struggle, and we were always 
obscure.   WB                          
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Twenty-one years after the original The Evil Dead 
(1981), director Fede Alvarez is the first one brave 
enough to venture himself back into the claus-
trophobic cabin and its secrets within, which have 
been set up so iconically by his predecessor Sam 
Raimi.

The rough plotline of the remake Evil Dead fol-
lows that of the first film; 

“Five twenty-something friends become holed up 
in a remote cabin. When they discover a Book of 
the Dead, they unwittingly summon up dormant 
demons living in the nearby woods, which possess 
the youngsters in succession until only one is left 
intact to fight for survival.” (Sony Pictures Enter-
tainment)

 Alvarez, aided by Raimi in production, 
manages to incorporate shots, frames and techni-
ques from the 1981 version in his directing whilst 
still retaining his own style. This is masterfully 
portrayed in the film’s photography, which varies 
from breath-taking shots of a serene foggy forest 
to blood-spurting shots of brutal mutilations and 
shocking mixtures of make-up combined with 
CGI. 

 The actors are skilful enough in entertai-
ning and carrying the film, although it must be 
said that the less skilled ones are justly the first to 
be eliminated by the summoned demons. As for 
the setting, it appears to be the exact same one as 
in the original, including the swing and the car. 
Other aspects of The Evil Dead that return are the 
infamous tree raping scene, the ability of the pos-
sessed to feign normality, the hatch in the living 
room, and the filming through the trees from the 
demon’s perspective. However, it does introduce 

many other aspects, such as the rules and steps 
that the demons take in order to possess their vic-
tims, the ultimate goal of the demons,and a vari-
ety of grotesque toe-curling scenes and images.

One of the things that I felt lacked in the remake 
is the playfulness of the old films. There were not 
enough one-liners and I only felt sympathy for the 
main characters towards the second half of the 
film, as the character development in the first half 
of the film only led me to initially dislike them. 
Another thing that bothered me was how most of 
the actors seem to be predominantly cast for their 
good looks. What I enjoyed about the original 
film, was that the actors were not overly attractive 
people, but simple normal-looking, identifiable 
ones. The fact that the characters in The Evil Dead 
were portrayed by your typical ‘pretty Hollywood 
faces’ did not help me feel sympathetic towards 
them.

 However, what saved this remake for me in 
relation to the original is the final scene. Without 
spoiling too much, I would only like to mention 
that the resolution after a long build-up felt very 
satisfying. An aspect added in the remake that 
was not as prominent in the original and that I 
found amusing, was the inclusion of profanity by 
the possessed. Some of the times it was used in 
a forgetful manner, but I found myself surprisin-
gly shocked whenever a twitching soulless body 
would swear and cuss like a sailor from hell.

If you are a fan of the playfulness in Raimi’s The 
Evil Dead, you might be slightly disappointed. 
However, if you are a fan of horror movies in ge-
neral, Alvarez’s Evil Dead will most certainly deli-
ver in its plot twists, extremely graphic scenes and 
consistent tension.   WB

The Evil dead Review/Text ines severino
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F i c t i o n competition
winner

Dead people were laughing on the television. 
Their guffaws and snickers, canned somewhere in 
the early sixties, reverberated on the walls of our 
country-style kitchen. The jubilant hysterics were 
reduced to ominous moans through its singular 
walls. Nobody was alarmed. Dead people or not, 
it all comes down to the same thing: sound. Vi-
brations. 

All life is made of noises. I should know. I hear 
voices every night before I fall asleep. You got to 
excuse me for making this sound more severe 
than it actually is. Most of my night-time visitors 
are remarkably benign. Marilyn Monroe sings me 
birthday songs. Anne Frank whispers secrets in 
my ear. Franz Kafka thinks my eyes are beautiful. 
Even Bette Davis agrees. Though I realise how 
ridiculous it is to be flattered by people who do 
not exist outside of pictures, I consider them my 
dearest friends. It are their words that triumph the 
din of mundane life, that force my fears into no-
thingness.

Caroline is blasting The Sugarcubes in her room 
upstairs. The strange lyrics, sung with a strong 
Icelandic accent, slither down the stairs like a wai-
ling spectre. Caroline had just turned fifteen, and 

at her age it was common to appreciate music of a 
generation other than your own. In her case, that 
of the early nineties. Caroline may be impressio-
nable, but she is a good kid.  I wish I could tell her 
about my bedtime conversations, but she would-
n’t understand. Caroline dabbles in the world of 
the living; I spelunk in the abyss of the dead.

The night air is cool as it slips through the crack of 
my window. Mom and Dad are still watching te-
levision downstairs. I lie in bed, facing the ceiling. 
Brown blotches taint its flaking surface. My hea-
ven is rotten.  How could it be any different, with 
so many souls ascending to the skies every day. 
The putrid stains are like a silent foreboding. Like 
the smell of old people’s houses. Stuffier than hos-
pitals, but still the clinical scent of a death knell. 
A place inhabited by people with skin like parch-
ment and nitroglycerin pills in their pockets. Just 
a small fright away from a heart attack,  the end 
always looming near.

When my grandmother died, my parents and 
I took care of her belongings. Caroline was too 
young to accompany us at the time, so she stayed 
with my aunt for the weekend. Mom equipped me 
with a pair of gloves and a garbage bag, and com-

manded me to throw away everything that could-
n’t be sold on Craigslist. At the time, this seemed 
a strange request from someone who just lost the 
one who gave her life. Of course, now I know that 
people have their own ways of coping with loss. 
For Mom, it was the destruction of any evidence 
that she once had a mother of her own. Drastic, 
but acceptable. With the open garbage bag trai-
ling behind me like a plastic shadow, I traversed 
the staircase and did my best to heed my mother’s 
request. I entered the bathroom, where I perused 
my grandmother’s toiletries. These seemed parti-
cularly useless to me as no one cares for second-
hand sundries, so out went the toothbrush, the 
hand-mirror, the half-empty bottle of Coco Ma-
demoiselle. A small stub of red lipstick was spared 
this tragic fate and slipped into my pocket as a 
prize. I was a scavenger hunting for treasure. Un-
like my mother, I refused to annihilate the living 
memory of the dead. 

The stains in my ceiling, they’re products of that 
same philosophy. They give my room character. 
When it rains, small droplets collect in a ridge to 
form larger drops that fall down on my face as I 
sleep. I do not mind them – it feels like dead souls 
are crying with laughter at my bedside, amusing 
themselves with my juvenile dreams. I prefer their 
laughter over the canned kind from the television 
any day. In fact, I consider myself lucky to be in 
their presence. Many people would gladly die for 
someone at their side every night.

Caroline turns off her stereo. A mild thump, the 
result of her ritual jump on the bed before sleep , 
and I know the last of living noises has ceased for 
this night. My heart swells in my chest but the or-
gan is mute, and I am not sure if I am alive or dead. 
I wonder about this a lot. Yesterday I felt the skin 
on the back of my hands and noticed they weren’t 
as smooth as they were a few years ago. They felt 

dry and cracked, like those of my grandmother as 
she lay in her coffin. I remember stroking them 
softly before they lowered the lid. The smooth-
ness was replaced by an almost reptilian rough-
ness, and I realised I had begun to age somewhere 
along the line and that from now on everything 
would be one decline after another. Such is life, 
Grandma would have said. Only she did not say 
that. She was throbbing in the earth somewhere 
with all my former goldfish and guinea pigs.

Maybe they aren’t coming tonight. The voices, 
I mean. Maybe they never were here in the first 
place. I guess that must be Death’s idea of an aw-
kward silence. She has an odd sense of humour. I 
should know. When I came down the stairs after 
filling my garbage bag with dental floss and hair-
spray, I noticed Mom silently crying in the hal-
lway. She was clutching a gilded baby shoe with 
pink laces. But when she turned around to face 
me, she was smiling as if someone had just told 
her a charming anecdote. Something I could not 
hear. I guess sometimes being dead is just that. Si-
lence. A story saved for another life. 

I focus again on the ceiling. The stains look darker 
tonight. For a minute I think I hear something, 
then I realise it is just the wind rustling my cur-
tains. I resume my normal heart rate. Perhaps 
they are not coming tonight. It would not be the 
first time the living were ignored by the dead. 
Thousands of prayers are launched from churches 
worldwide on a daily basis, but none ever receives 
a reply. Funny. I draw the sheets up to my shoul-
ders and wonder where my friends have gone. I 
fantasise about Marilyn and Anne distorting radio 
signals with their literary discussions. I hear Kaf-
ka cracking jokes to a colony of cockroaches. They 
all think it’s hilarious. Even Bette Davis agrees. I 
let out a chuckle before my eyelids start to flutter, 
and I know that I am drifting towards sleep. My 

This is a beautifully crafted and moving story about a difficult topic: aging and death. The author ma-
nages to structure and balance the piece perfectly, while creating a considerable impact in the form of a 
deeply moving and personal “sting in the tail”. In short, this story leaves the reader with plenty of food 
for thought through a compelling meditation on the meaning of life, death and longing.

- Joyce Goggin

Where nothing ever happens short story/Text Nadia de Vries
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friends will be fine. The dead go on living in ways 
we cannot fathom. A lady on the news said her 
late husband contacts her every evening around 
supper. The phone rings twice and she is never 
on time to get it, and when she dials return she 
gets the number of her husband’s old cell phone. 
His voice-mail tells her that she cannot reach him 
right now, but that he will be sure to call her back 
if she left him a message. She says she misses him, 
and puts down the receiver. Then she returns to 
the potatoes boiling on the stove.

None of this is cause for alarm. We expect the dead 
to come back to us. We accept ghosts as a legiti-
mate possibility. The idea that our loved ones have 
dispersed into nothingness is much harder to pro-
cess. So we invent rituals, we light candles after 
Sunday service, we burn incense at our window. 

We keep pictures in our wallets. The dead always 
smile at us when we pay for our morning coffee. 
Because unlike them, we do keep on living. We 
wake up every day and we go on. We need those 
pictures to remember their faces. Maybe I think 
of my grandmother before I fall asleep because I 
do not want to lose her a second time. They say 
the first time is always the hardest, but I beg to 
differ. It is the decay that hurts. 

Look at your hands. Notice how they are not 
smooth like they were before. Look at them again 
tomorrow. Keep this up for a year or so. Think 
about me when you see the flakes forming. When 
you start to fall apart. Remember that wallets get 
stolen all the time. Nothing lasts forever. You are 
not exempt from this fact. Sleep tight.  WB

photograph by Tom van der bijll #4

Trapped in his talking,
he has  to revise: 
never the guy at the bar, 
but the dancer
off balance, the schoolteacher
lost for an answer.

Something is missing here. So.

Simplicity will not exist for him.
Let’s say, for him 
it is impossible to f loat.
He shall always have to swim. 

The proper way of doing things
is knowing 
when to stop, of course, 
what not  to say. How not to ask. 

How to conceal? how to release

more slowly -
and have his surprises
be glosses? (Talk
is such a
give-and-take of losses.)

Asperger in love poem
Text Maarten van Lummel\

After poem
Text Maarten van Lummel\

If I had known the games we play,
I might’ve shared a Dutch gray sky
at the right time,
a sky she wouldn’t have to answer to.

If it went well, a touch of sun,
and talking lightly in that little bit of blue
I’d carry her coat.

This poem was one of the honourable 
mentions of the Poetry Competition.
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It took me a while to figure out how to read Near to 
the Wild Heart. As a book which consists mainly of 
the thoughts of a few characters, it demands a reader’s 
full attention. The creation of a particular reading en-
vironment can be helpful in such a case – at least for 
me. I read it at night in the almost dark, and during 
the day with the sunlight streaming through the win-
dows. In the end, however, I had to admit that neither 
setting particularly influenced my reading experience. 
What mattered, rather, was how much I let myself be 
inside of the book.

Interestingly enough, this being inside of things is also 
one of the major themes in Clarice Lispector’s debut 
novel Near to the Wild Heart, originally published in 
1943. The novel tells the story of Joana, whose intel-
ligence and detached amorality place her almost out-
side of this world. In her mind, however, she is ex-
tremely preoccupied with being inside of things: the 
thought inside the thought, the thought inside the 
mind, the mind inside the body. Yet beyond her body 
there is a barrier that separates her from other people, 
exactly because her focus is so clearly turned inward.

Through this inward focus, Joana hopes to “live”; a 
word often repeated by her and the other characters, 
but which remains undefined. Throughout the no-
vel, characters have a heightened awareness of both 
the existence of the body and the existence of a self 
separate from that body – the coinciding of the ful-
filment of the two (in whatever way) perhaps being 
the ultimate goal. Lispector emphasises this through 
her language, which is simultaneously abstract and 
grounded, poetic and rough. As Joana floats through 
her days, so does the language float at times – beco-
ming hardly tangible. Joana’s promise to herself on the 
final page seems to be an explanation, or perhaps even 
a justification of language as it is used in the book: “… 

and when I speak my words will be unthought and 
slow, not lightly felt, not full of yearning for humanity, 
not the past corrupting the future! what I say will re-
sound fatal and whole!”

Lispector has been compared to Virginia Woolf and 
James Joyce (Lispector’s title is taken from a quotation 
of Joyce’s A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man) be-
cause of her (incidental) use of stream of conscious-
ness. Apart from this, the comparisons seem a little 
off: where both Woolf and Joyce’s novels are deeply 
grounded in society, Lispector’s novel almost appears 
to exist in a vacuum. There are very little ties that 
place the novel in a context beyond the minds of its 
characters. This does not make for easy reading: Joana 
goes off on tangents sometimes which are hard to fol-
low in their abstraction and there is very little plot to 
bring the reader back into the story again once they 
have placed themselves outside of it. Lispector allows 
you to be lost, however; maybe the greatest moments 
in the novel are those where you find yourselves in 
between the lines, wondering, thinking.   WB

Near to the Wild Heart
Clarice Lispector
New Directions

194 p.
ISBN: 9780811220026

Translated from the Portu-
guese by Alison Entrekin

Near to the wild heart Review/Text Ruby de vos

Simulated travel poem
Text Inge hoonte\
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I remove the crusts from Heidegger’s eyes and 
crumble them to the floor. Molly, my caretaker, 
just left thirty minutes ago, but she will be back 
to vacuum again tomorrow. Heidegger lets out 
a meow of satisfaction at my services, and I am 
glad to still be of use to at least one creature in this 
world.

I am in a late stage of cancer. I have a tumour in 
my right lung. The doctor strung these rubber tu-
bes through my nose so that I stay alive, but I can-
not go outside. “We do not have the technology”, 
the doctor said. So I pass my days in front of my 
window, Heidegger in my lap, pasting tiny silver 
reindeers onto Christmas cards.

The sky is overcast. Patches of cloud cover the 
sun’s face like an uncompleted mask and the 
streets down below darken as the clouds press on 
at a steady pace. I never mind the rain. It gives me 
beautiful flowers to look at in spring. If I am still 
alive by then, that is. I watch the road as its dents 
fill up with puddles. 

A boy of roughly sixteen years old passes the cor-
ner on his mountain bike. He has long white wires 
running from his ears to his pocket. I look down 
to the wires running through my own body and 
I smile. What I would give to have wires like his!

An engine roars. Heidegger opens his eyes and 
pricks up his ears in surprise. I watch as a white 
car moves into view at lightning speed. The boy 
is too caught up in his own music to notice the 
car approaching him. I hold my breath. The car 
blazes past and, without the slightest attempt to 
veer away from him, runs over the boy. The wires 
are pulled from the boy’s ears as he is spun from 

his bicycle and lands on the asphalt with his neck 
thudding down on the edge of the curb. 

I rise from my seat and Heidegger protests as he, 
too, falls to the floor. I cannot find my breath and 
for a minute I am not sure if my medicine has 
stopped working or if I am simply shocked. The 
car is gone and the boy does not get up. I think I 
can see his mouth moving, but I am not sure.

A moment later I regain my wits and reach for the 
doctor’s beeper. “Emergencies only”, it says. Eight 
seconds after I pushed it, a woman’s voice fills the 
room. “Mrs Shaw? Is everything okay?” “There is 
a dying boy in the street”, I reply. “Please send an 
ambulance!”. It is silent for a few seconds and I 
think I can hear someone sigh on the other end. 
Then, a voice: “Mrs Shaw? An ambulance is co-
ming your way. Please stay calm and do not do 
anything drastic”. The conversation ends. I move 
back to the window and I see the boy sprawled out 
on the pavement. He is crying. While this obvious 
sign of life is a relief, it does not ease my worries. 
I start pacing the room, my web of wires trailing 
behind me as I move. The ambulance is not co-
ming fast enough. If only I could do something.

The boy tries to reach for his ear plugs on the side-
walk beside him, and his expression changes from 
terror to agony. This is the moment where I can-
not wait anymore. With one mighty tug I pull the 
wires loose from their machine and the ends of 
them dangle down my nostrils. Thin blue streams 
of morphine trickle on the floor like marbles split-
ting through a child’s pocket. I have no time to 
lose. I bolt for the front door and run as fast as my 
emaciated legs allow me to. What does it matter if 
I die? How can I live like this anyway?

My lung starts to ache. The second I reach him I 
crouch down beside the boy and catch my breath. 
Before I do anything else, I pick up the ear plugs 
and put them in his hand and then I hold his hand 
in mine. He looks up to me. “Hi”, I say. “An ambu-
lance is coming”. “My neck hurts”, the boy whis-
pers with a raspy voice. “ Please tell me I’m not 
going to die”. The boy looks at me and the sorrow 
pours from his eyes. “Don’t  worry, I’m here”, I say. 
“An ambulance is on the way and you are going 
to be fine, I promise”. My words do not seem to 
offer comfort. “I can’t move”, the boy chokes and 
I feel his hand trembling in mine. I wish I could 
help him, but I feel dizzy and the sky looks like it 
is going to fall down on me. When I look down 
at the boy again I notice it is not really his hand 

that is trembling, but mine. I let go of his hand, I 
feel my whole body shaking and I cannot seem to 
hear the boy anymore. Without further thought, I 
gently let myself sink down on the boy’s back and 
wrap my arms around him. “Don’t worry”, I whis-
per. “There, there”.

Then, I either hear church bells or sirens, and sud-
denly a big, blue light flashes over the scene. My 
thoughts do not feel like words but like vibrations 
floating from my brain to the clouds, memories 
and songs and goodbyes. Deep inside I can feel 
something burst and the sky crashes down on me.

“Are you all right, Mrs Shaw? Are you all right?”   
WB

The lady of silloth short story/Text nadia de vries

A child’s quarter-tonal cry escapes the garden hedge.
The exploded pigment hangs in the air,
Closing the afternoon
Like a half cadence.

I hear the evening coming in;
Muffled kitchen voices
A child’s last-minute ‘please’
The stenographic song of a thrush
A certain
        coolness
Tells me it has arrived.

Like spring, it sneaks up on us,
Lifting its dewy folds
One by one.

Dusk poem
Text Sophie fetocasis\
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