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On page 20, Velislav Kovatchev writes about a feeling 

that is invoked by a photo. Read the piece of flash fic-

tion in conjunction with the picture on page 20, and let 

a wave of nostalgia wash over you. 
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First time submitter Claudia Piepenburg sent us a 
dialogue-driven short story about the protagonist’s 
first day at school. Go to page 4 to see what trouble the 
protagonist gets into.
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Our very own Casper sat down with Paul Bond, lead singer in the 
Country Funk band Dandelion and contributor to issue #34.

Check out the interview on page 12 to read the conversation they had 
about Paul’s music, his influences, and how other forms of art can 

inspire music.
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a poem by Simon Perchik *

How many times! this doorbell

smelling your sweat must know

nothing’s changed and the dry sleep

 

through the night –the button

has forgotten how, curls up

with someone who isn’t there

 

though this all-at-once-familiar nudge

can’t keep you away, outside

it’s still rain and darkness

 

always some touch pressing down

a somewhere note, half embraced

half pounded, by itself heads into

 

the constant fear it’s her name

that falls from the night sky

with no help in remembering

 

–for years! you don’t first knock

sure this door will bring it down

leave only the earthquake and walls.
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 As the weather warms and the academic year comes to a close, so does this year’s editorial 
board. And while the editorial board will be on vacation, our loyal readers need not wait until the 
leaves begin to brown for a new edition of Writer’s Block. This year, for the first time, we’ve decided 
to create an online anthology, in which we will publish plenty of writing and photography. So keep 
an eye out for that!

But let’s not get ahead of ourselves. With the longer days in sight, our submission box has been 
filled to the brim. Thus, within a few weeks of the previous issue, we can proudly present issue #41! 
Which is a perfect excuse to slap on some sunscreen, lay out a blanket in a park, and get to reading. 

This issue welcomes submissions from several previous submitters, such as “Zero Degrees” by 
Mitchell Grabois. We also welcome several newcomers, with short stories from Claudia Piepenburg 
and Chris Bayliss. Our very own Casper and Elise took it upon themselves to interview Paul Bond, 
lead singer in Dandelion.

While there will still be the anthology to look forward to, it is time to say goodbye to several 
members of our editorial board, as most will be moving on to other things. Yours truly, Elise, will 
be leaving after being on the board for three years, leaving Brendon to join Sona at the helm as 
Editors-in-Chief. We will also be saying goodbye to the rest of the board, as they will be studying 
abroad, doing internships, or starting their careers. But fret not, dear readers, as we have already 
welcomed a group of wonderful new people to continue creating new issues of Writer’s Block! Stay 
tuned for their introductions in the fall. 

And with this, we bid you adieu, and thank you, for another wonderful year of Writer’s Block. We 
have spent many hours discussing your submissions. We’d like to thank our readers for the support, 
as this year has been one where our submission box has been full and our magazine stand has been 
emptied. Just like the leaves return to their trees in the spring, just as turtles return to nest on the 
beach where they were born, Writer’s Block will return with an issue in the fall.

the summer issue

an editorial by Elise van der Linde and Sona Simonian
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“Jack, it’s your first day. The first day and 

already…did you hit him like the principal 

said? Did you hit him hard enough to break 

his nose?”

“That’s what he told you, so it must be true.”

“Don’t be insolent, Jack.”

“Inso…?”

“Don’t play that game with me. You’re almost 

twelve. You know what insolent means.”

“Yeah, I know what it means. I don’t think his 

nose is broken, it just bled a lot, that’s all.”

“That’s all? Bled all over the place, bled all 

over the boy’s shirt and the floor.”

“Noses do that. Noses are lined with lots of 

blood vessels. Some people’s noses bleed even 

when they haven’t been punched, they just 

start bleeding for no…”

“Jack, I’m well aware of that fact but that’s 

clearly not the issue here. Your classmate’s 

nose was bleeding because he was hit in the 

face. That’s not like you. We didn’t bring you 

up that way. We didn’t bring you up to use 

violence as a way to settle arguments. What 

were you arguing about, anyway?”

“Who says we were arguing?”

“So now you want me to believe that you just 

hauled off and hit a kid in your class, a kid 

that you didn’t even know since this is your 

first day at St. Patrick’s? You expect me to 

believe that story? There’s something else go-

ing on here, Jack. When your dad gets home 

from the office, he’ll want to know all about 

your day, and we’re going to have to tell him 

that on your first day of school, your first day 

of school in our new town, our new home, 

you did something totally out-of-character. 

Something neither of us ever expected from 

you.”

“I’m sorry.”

“I’m sure you are. I’m sure you’re sorry but 

that’s not enough right now. I need to know 

and your dad will want to know why. Why 

did you do this? You never ever acted out like 

this before. Is it because we moved out of the 

city? Because you had to leave your friends 

and your old school, is that why? Is that why 

you threw a punch that landed on some kid’s 

nose, which almost got you suspended except 

for the fact that I talked to the principal and 

convinced him to let you come back tomor-

row?”

“Maybe.”

“Maybe? That’s it then, isn’t it? It’s not a may-

be. This is why you did it. Oh, Jack, we knew 

that it would be different in this town, dif-

ferent than the city, but you know your dad 

wanted this job. He’s helping people who 

don’t always get the best medical care. The…”

“Disenfranchised. I know. It means people 

who are invisible, sort of. Sometimes other 

people forget they exist.”

“Yes, the disenfranchised. We could have 

stayed in the city. Your dad was making a lot 

more money there, at the hospital, than he’s 

making here.”

“I know. People think all doctors make a lot 

of money but Dad took a big pay cut to come 

here. We’ve downsized, de-cluttered, simpli-

fied our lives.”

“Yes, that’s what we’ve done, Jack. It will take 

a little getting used to but eventually this is 

going to work out for the best. Your dad is so 

much happier already.”

“Yeah, it’s good when Dad is happy. I want 

him to be happy and you, I want you to be 

happy, too. That’s what being a family is 

about. Right? We support each other and al-

ways want each other to be happy. We support 

each other…always. ‘Cause we’re a family.”

“Well of course…oh god…that’s the real rea-

son you hit that kid, isn’t it? Does he know 

already? How would he know?”

“That I have two dads?”

“Yes, that you have two dads. It’s only your 

first day, there’s no way he could have found 

out so soon. This is a small town but it’s not 

a backward place, not at all. We made sure of 

that, we weren’t going to take you away from 

a place where everyone accepted that you 

have two fathers and expose you to…”

“Homophobia?”

“Yes, Jack. Homophobia.”

“Well, you can’t shelter me forever, you know. 

I turn twelve in three weeks.”

“You’re right. We can’t shelter you forever. 

Did this kid make fun of you because of us? 

Oh, Jack…I’m so…”

“Nah, Dad. He doesn’t know about you. 

But it’s ‘cause of the other kid. That’s why I 

punched him.”

“What other kid?”

“Elliott.”

First day of school
Writer’s Block magazine 2019
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First day of school
a short story by Claudia Piepenburg

“Who’s Elliott?”

“My new friend. He’s gay.”

“How do you know that he’s gay?”

“Because Elliott told me that he, the other 

guy, calls him names all the time. Calls him 

a faggot and a queer and worse stuff, names 

I’ve never heard before, like…”

“I can imagine. The names this guy calls Elli-

ott. You don’t need to tell me.”

“Okay, ‘cause I didn’t want to say them out 

loud anyway.”

“So, this guy called your new friend Elliott a 

bad name and…”

“No, he didn’t get a chance to. I slugged him 

first.”

“You hit him before he even said anything?”

“Yeah. I knew he was going to. Elliott’s afraid 

of him, see? That guy’s just a bully, a big bully. 

A big homophobic bully.”

“You were sticking up for your new friend.”

“Yep. That guy isn’t going to call Elliott names 

anymore.”

“Well, I’m proud of you. Wish you hadn’t 

started off your first day of school by get-

ting called to the principal’s office for hitting 

someone, but I understand and I’m proud of 

you.”

“Thanks, Dad. But I sorta had an alternate 

motive.”

“An alternate motive?”

“Yeah. Or maybe that’s not right. Maybe it’s 

another word. But whatever that word is, it 

means a secret. I had another, secret motive.”

“But you can share it with me, right?”

“Yeah. My secret motive was making sure that 

when that other guy finds out that I have two 

dads, he won’t call you names. I took pre-

ventative measures.”

“You did, Jack. That you did.”

“Dad, will you find a place around here to 

play your music?”

“Sure, eventually I will.”

“But it’s not like in the city where there were 

all kinds of places for you to play, right?”

“Yes, that’s right. There aren’t as many places 

to play here.”

“And that’s why you and Dad argued a lot be-

fore we moved here, right?”

“Well…yes, that’s part of the reason. I’m sor-

ry, Jack. I didn’t know that you’d heard us.”

“I was supposed to be sleeping but sometimes 

your voices got loud.”

“I’m sorry.”

“But it’s going to be okay here, right? And 

you’ll find places to play and Dad will keep 

liking his new job even more, taking care of 

all those invisible people, and that guy isn’t 

going to call Elliott names ever again.”

“Yes, Jack. Everything’s going to be okay.”

“Elliott told me that there’s great fishing in 

the lake on the west side of town.”

“I’ve heard that.”

“So, I was thinking that maybe on Saturday 

the four of us could go fishing there. Elli-

ott doesn’t have a dad. Well, he had a dad, 

of course, but he left a long time ago and his 

sister doesn’t like to fish. Can we do that? The 

four of us?”

“Sure we can. We’ll go fishing.”

“Good, that will be fun. Dad, what’s the 

word…the word for how something can be 

two different things at once?”

“You mean a homonym?”

“I never heard that word before. But I was 

thinking, you know, how there isn’t just one 

word to describe things. Especially things 

like life. I don’t think there’s just one word to 

describe life.”

“You’re correct. There isn’t.”

“Yeah, ‘cause it’s kinda simple but it’s compli-

cated at the same time. Is contradiction the 

right word?”

“Maybe, I suppose it could be although an-

other word might be…”

“Dad, can we go get some ice cream?”

“Sure, Jack. Let’s go get some ice cream. I love 

you, son.”

“I love you too, Dad.”
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by Fabrice Poussin
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a poem by John Zedolik

checkpoint

We discussed The Third Man

after our divergent workouts,

agreeing it was a great film,

though you believed Vienna

at night too brightly lit

for the reality of post-war

occupation, but certainly

an understandable aesthetic

move. And now you,

my erstwhile interlocutor

from the Atlantic’s other shore,

have gone the far way

of Joseph Cotten and the rest

of the cast. I still will believe

the lighting fine. You, a reasonable

man now in the alternate zone,

though of a different jurisdiction

from the one in which Orson Welles

villainously spent most of the film,

can certainly hold your position.

I will remember—on my side—

and continue the debate.
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safe

a poem by David Subacchi

A small bone china bowl
 So pretty and delicate
 I couldn’t leave it there
 To some uncertain fate.

 The price crudely attached
 So low as to cause a blush
 For charity of course
 Pay when you can no rush.

 Gently with warm water
 I wash this holy relic
 Then hold it to the light
 To check that it’s authentic.

 A small bone china bowl
 That made a fine impression
 Its beauty transparent
 Now safe in my possession.
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by Fabio Sassi
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Zero degrees

flash fiction by Mitchell Grabois

1.
My next door neighbor lost his job and, for a while, took on the task of shoveling everyone’s walks. 
But when the black snow started, he quit, even though several old neighbor ladies called him on the 
phone and yelled at him and accused him of cowardice and of being an alcoholic and a drug addict, 
which he was, and which was why he lost his job.

2.
My wife always used fancy boutique soaps, scented with lemongrass and patchouli.

3.
The Madonna holds a knitting needle. I hope she doesn’t poke me in the eye. The pastor makes small 
talk, then asks for a donation.

4.
My neighbor’s car is black. It looks weird with all the black snow on it. It looks hulking, threatening. It 
looks like the souls of thirty Doberman Pinschers escaped from death, escaped from Doberman Hell.

5.
Donuts are honest food. They might not be good for you, but they are unpretentious.

6.
I shovel the black snow. I throw it into the air. I have always been invigorated by the cold. The air here 
is dry, so I never feel uncomfortably cold until the thermometer shows below 0 degrees. The black 
snow hasn’t changed that. The air is still dry.
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An interview with paul bond

All right, we’re live! First question: could 

you introduce yourself?

Absolutely! My name is Paul Bond, I’m 26 

years old, and I’m a graduate in the research 

MA program English Literary Studies. I wrote 

my thesis on Hemingway and Fitzgerald and 

modernist morality. And I’m a full-time mu-

sician at the moment.

That’s great! So you actually make a living 

as a musician?

Yes, it’s only music.

Well man, that’s the dream!

It is. It’s a dream come true.

Please tell us about your music. How would 

you describe your style?

I’d like to call our music “Country Funk.” It’s 

a combination of American music in the style 

of Crosby, Stills, Nash & Young, and America 

the band, and Manassas, one of my favourite 

Stephen Stills projects. Do you know Manas-

sas? I think they’re a brilliant band. Manassas 

is Stephen Stills’ project from 1970 to 1972 

after Crosby, Stills & Nash broke up, and 

we’re very inspired by them. The Beatles, too, 

of course, but everyone is inspired by The 

Beatles, you can’t ignore them, really. And we 

do a lot of harmonies. The bass player and I 

used to sing in a choir and we like harmonies, 

so we do a lot of that. Very intricate and am-

bitious harmonies, sometimes. Not your run-

of-the-mill harmony.

Nice. And what about your earlier work? 

Has the style evolved over the years?

I hope so, I definitely hope so. I think so too. 

We started off with an EP, which was very, I 

would say, British influenced, so a bit more 

secure and more arranged. And on our new 

album there will be a larger focus on energy 

and the atmosphere in the room at the time 

of recording, instead of trying to nail the 

track as perfectly as possible. So I’d say we’ve 

moved from the British kind of plane to a 

more American approach to music.

So, if you compare the current recording 

process to the EP, is it very different from 

that kind of approach?

Basically, no. The process is the same: you 

put a mic in front of the guitar, you hope 

it sounds as good as possible, and you start 

playing. But this time we had a different pro-

ducer. So, back then, for our EP, we worked 

with Jan Pronk. And for our debut album we 

worked with Frank Bond, in his studio. And 

now we work with Marcel Fakkers, a brilliant 

engineer and producer, who has his own stu-

dio in Rotterdam, and who really helped us 

shape the sound we were looking for. And 

his studio is very much inspired by the 60s 

vintage kind of approach, so he wears a lab 

coat, for instance, in his studio, and he has 

old tape reels.

A lab coat? For real or as a figure of speech?

As a joke, a tongue in cheek, a reference to 

the old days in Abbey Road. It’s not com-

fortable, of course, wearing that coat all the 

time, but when he does wear it, it’s a lot of 

fun. And his studio looks like this old 60s/70s 

inspired wizard’s hole; it’s beautiful, and it 

has a mellotron, which is an instrument we 

used a lot on the last record. There is also a 

harpsichord and a vibraphone, and it’s really 

awesome. Sounds like the days of yore.

Yeah, that’s great! Moving on, how did you 

first get into music?

We used to listen to The Beatles a lot at home, 

and when I was 10 years old, I was invited 

to sing in this choir that I was talking about 

earlier, and I started singing. I sang there 

every day because there used to be rehears-

als every day back then. That’s when I start-

ed making music. When I was 12 years old, 

I started playing the piano quite intensely. I 

haven’t stopped playing since. I stopped with 

the choir, because my own music got so busy, 

but yeah, that’s how I started making music. 

Then I picked up the guitar and started play-

ing. That’s my second instrument, not my 

main instrument.

And you primarily write the lyrics for the 

band?

Yes. Lyrics and songs. And then we arrange 

them together.

How did you first start writing lyrics? What 

made you interested in doing that?

That’s a good question. When I started writ-

ing songs, lyrics were basically a complement 

to the track, so I didn’t really think much of 

them. And then I was on a kind of crossroads. 

I was thinking of choosing music as my main 

study, but I was kind of unhappy with the way 

English lyrics were being written in the Dutch 

music scene. If you know English a little bit 

Paul Bond is the lead singer in Dandelion. Having, once upon a time, assisted with the band’s EP 

recordings, Casper caught up with Paul and asked the singer about his artistic influences, space 

dogs, future goals, and Dandelion’s upcoming second full-length album: Laika, Belka, Strelka. 

The album release will take place at Paradiso (Small Hall) on November 8, 2019!
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by Casper Rudolph & Elise van der Linde

An interview with paul bond
and you listen to any Dutch artist singing in 

English, it’s impossible to listen to because it’s 

so bad. It’s really bad. English people cannot 

listen to it because artists make basic gram-

mar mistakes, or figures of speech that don’t 

make any sense. So I figured, what if the mu-

sic is good enough? What if I invested enough 

time in the music itself ? And then that will 

come by itself, and hopefully studying English 

will help me improve my lyrics. So that’s when 

I became more conscious of writing good and 

responsible lyrics. And, you know, Bob Dylan 

was already there and he really helped me in 

that process. And then reading Poe and Dick-

ens at first, and later Hemingway and Fitzger-

ald and their focus on using the right word 

at the right moment really helped me write 

lyrics that I believe in. I wanted to feel certain 

about my lyrics and let people listen to them 

without having any doubts whether it’s right 

or not.

Cool. So, do you write anything else besides 

lyrics?

I used to write a little bit more poetry, and I 

still do. And I once tried to write a short story 

for Writer’s Block, which wasn’t accepted. It 

wasn’t good enough. But it was just an attempt 

to see what would happen.

I suppose you learned from the experience.

Yes, of course. But at the moment it’s basically 

lyrics and some poetry. Although not as much 

poetry as I would like to.

All right. Are there certain themes that you 

find yourself using often? Is there a sort of 

pattern to that?

Yes. There are several patterns, I think. One 

of them is the deep sense of individuality. I 

like that when I write songs, like when you’re 

alone in your room with a guitar and you’re 

playing for no-one except for yourself, just 

for the idea of playing, it’s almost like a tran-

scendental experience, when you try to write 

something. It doesn’t matter if no-one’s ever 

gonna hear it—it’s just you and the guitar, 

you know? But when you’re writing in the city 

and you’re surrounded by millions of peo-

ple, there’s a certain paradox, feeling lonely 

amidst this chaos of the metropolis. So that’s 

one theme I like to come back to. Also, writ-

ing itself is interesting, the act of writing. As 

for the last album, we are focussing on three 

Russian space dogs, called Laika, Belka, Strel-

ka, which will also be the name of the album. I 

like the idea of the absurdity of our existence, 

trying to find meaning outside of this planet 

by sending dogs out of orbit just to see wheth-

er or not they would survive. There’s some-

thing extremely absurd in that. Just so later 

we can send someone to the moon. And then 

what happened? Of course, it did change our 

outlook on the world, but how did it change 

us? Isn’t it a sinful investment in extraorbital 

adventures, you know what I mean? Basically 

the absurdity of finding meaning in existence 

even though it’s meaningless.

Yeah, I guess you kind of make your own life 

purpose or meaning.

Exactly. And while you’re doing that, some-

one else is sending a dog to the moon. What 

is that dog thinking when he sees the moon 

from his rocket? Does he think, “Wow, what a 

beautiful place the earth is?” I don’t think so. 

He possibly thinks of home, or eating a bone.

That’s very interesting. Would you say then 

that your latest record is like a concept al-

bum?

I wouldn’t say particularly. But it’s inspired by 

this one source, this one idea.

So that sort of ripples into all these various 

responses.

Yeah. So there’s a lot of dogs on this album, 

and people wondering what the hell they’re 

doing.

Did you record dog samples?

Actually, on the album we have the heartbeat 

of Laika on board the Sputnik-2, the rocket 

she was sent out of orbit in. If you listen to 

the record you can hear that.

Nice. That’s really cool.

I’m very happy with that.

What other art forms or artworks have in-

spired you outside of music?

Poetry, of course, is a very inspiring art form. 

It always helps to find a kind of focus when 

you’re trying to describe something. Trying 

not to say something directly, but use some-

thing that allows you to say something much 

more in a bigger picture. Poetry allows you 

to allude to the subject without mentioning 

that specific subject. And paintings—I went 

to the museum a lot. And I like to say that 

this album was written in a library, because 

there were a lot of books involved, a lot of 

literature obviously, because of my study and 

my general interest in literature.

The way that poetry, literature, or paintings 

inspire your work, is that different from lis-

tening to other music for inspiration?

Absolutely, yeah. Of course, other people’s 

music is a direct influence on your own mu-

sic, so the more you listen, the more chord 

changes or sounds you may incorporate in 

your own music. But with literature it’s more 
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difficult. In the past, I tried quoting things or 

passages from one piece of poetry to music, 

but it doesn’t always work, because it’s just a 

different kind of level you’re working on. So 

then after I had to make the lyrics as poet-

ic as possible by using certain elements that 

you can also use in poetry. So I think paint-

ings, for instance if you look at a Cezanne, 

it’s interesting to see the here and there in 

his paintings, so something in the distance 

might be as important as something nearby. 

There’s so much to see. I like Bruegel as well 

in that respect, in that all of these different 

characters are all in the same play. It’s not like 

one person is responsible for the entire scene, 

they all make up the scene, they’re all respon-

sible for this big movement in a way. That’s 

what I like about paintings. And I wrote this 

album while writing my thesis so there’s a lot 

of Hemingway inspired sections in there. I’m 

not quoting Hemingway, but I’ve tried to say 

as much as possible. Like he was saying, he 

was looking for the one true sentence, and I’m 

trying to write true sentences. I try to do that 

a lot. If I had a sentence that was good but not 

good enough, I would scrap it and find a sen-

tence that says a lot more than this one thing. 

I hope I managed to do that. It’s difficult to 

say of your own work.

I guess that’s why you sometimes need to 

publish your work, to see how the crowd re-

sponds and get reviews. But, moving on, if 

you look at your career as an artist so far, 

what is your most fulfilling artistic expres-

sion or project? What really gave you crea-

tive energy?

This album, the one we just recorded, felt like 

a huge achievement, because I’m very happy 

with the way it sounds, and the instruments, 

and the way the songs worked out, and the 

arrangement of every player. I’m very happy 

with that, I can’t wait to release it. And at the 

time, in 2016 when we released the debut al-

bum, that would be my answer. That was the 

highlight back then. I think now we’ve man-

aged to write something more important than 

that. Heavier, in terms of artistic value.

But in what way is it more important, as you 

say?

I think there’s more in it. I like the first al-

bum, but it was all over the place. It was a bit 

more like the Bruegel painting: there were a 

lot of things that were interesting in their own 

right. Whereas Laika, Belka, Strelka is more 

like a Cezanne, if I had to compare it to paint-

ing. Like, there’s the same image of the dog 

on the moon, but we’re looking at it from the 

earth. We see the moon in the meantime, we 

see the dog, we see the rocket, we see the peo-

ple building the rocket. It’s like one figment 

of reality instead of all these different…like 

a lappendeken, what’s the translation for that?

Like a patchwork?

Yeah, like with all different kinds of stitches 

on it. That’s the first album, one cloth with 

a lot of different stitches on it, with different 

things projected onto it. So it was a bit more 

diverse, a bit more eclectic. And this one is 

more one-sided but it goes into more depth.

I guess that’s because in the previous album 

it was more like these standalone songs. 

And now it all stems from the same themat-

ic source.

That’s exactly what I mean.

Cool. Nice. So, what’s next, for you and the 

band?

The album is next—the new album is the most 

important at the moment. And we’re doing a 

Woodstock tour this summer.

A Woodstock tour?

Yeah. We’re doing Crosby, Stills & Nash, be-

cause of our love of harmonies. And we’ll be 

performing their music, so that’s a real hon-

our. We’ll be playing thirty shows throughout 

the Netherlands.

Is it only their music? Or are you also mix-

ing in some of your own songs?

No, it’s only covers. It’s a tribute to these peo-

ple. But it’s a great step towards our release. 

And we’re doing some shows, like a small tour 

the coming weeks. That’s it at the moment, I’d 

say. Hopefully play as much as possible. Play 

a lot of festivals. It’ll be great.

Lastly, for you personally, are you looking 

to write another short story? Or expand 

into different artistic avenues?

Absolutely. The funny thing is, I always see 

myself as a writer, as someone who writes. 

But I haven’t really published anything in 

terms of—well, I’ve published essays before 

or a review in a magazine, but never any 

literary fiction. I should have a go at that. 

I would like to, surely. But first I should be 

good enough.

Well, if you want to submit to again, you 

should go for it!

Yeah, that would be an honour!

Writer’s Block magazine 2019

14

Photo by Benjamin van Essen



by Nguyen Tuan Tu

Issue 412019

15



a short story by Ben Groot

A day

... In the mornings, he walks down to the riv-

er, fills a bucket with water and checks the 

fishing wire. It’s rare to catch much of any-

thing nowadays. When he gets home, he pours 

water into a cauldron, ready for boil, and if 

he has any, he hangs the fish from hooks. He 

then brings the cauldron outside, escaping the 

stench.

There’s a small lot of usable farmland behind 

his house, where he tears potatoes from the 

ground. They collect in a wicker basket until 

they fill it halfway. Some still need to grow, 

others are overgrown, already sprouting. He 

leaves those in the dirt, or covers them deep-

er, away from the air. He needs them to grow.

The potatoes he hides in a crate in the corner 

of his home. The wind creeps through there, 

keeping it cold, but it’s rarely moist. He tries 

to keep them dry, cold and dark, so they don’t 

grow and sprout, become inedible. Every few 

days he goes through them, throws out those 

he shouldn’t eat.

When the sun is at the peak of the sky, the air 

seems to melt and draws patterns in the air. 

The ground steams and things already rotten 

start to stink more. The trees are grasping at 

the air. Thin, dry twigs searching for mois-

ture. The leaves have turned paperish and yel-

low, curling themselves up.

He boils his water to cleanse it. Sieves out 

dirt and green slime that has boiled to the 

top. Thick and reeking, turning into a rancid 

foam. He has a pit beside his house where he 

collects it, hoping it won’t seep back into the 

ground or water.

During the midday heat, he sits inside, sweat-

ing, thirsting and having only the dirty hot 

boil to drink. He reads books with yellow 

pages that have been broken and torn. Dog 

ears on the pages, stains through the words. A 

crate of books sits underneath his table.

He can’t read well. Words are thick and slip-

pery things, and when he thinks he has them, 

they seem to fade away. Some letters are stuck 

together into clumps without reason, insert-

ed mid-sentence just to confuse. But he reads 

because there’s no outside during afternoons. 

And because he has nothing else.

When the sun starts sinking into the faraway 

clouds, where grey mists conceal it, the heat 

fades and turns to cold. He covers himself in 

a blanket and a jacket he stitched from old 

clothes, one that barely keeps him warm but 

is warmer than nothing.

With his bucket full of clean water he then 

feeds the potatoes. The water gets on his 

shoes, on his blanket, on his jacket, and chills 

him like his skin is frozen and his bones are 

ice. It’s always cold, and he’s never dry.

Inside, he shivers next to the flames.

Then the evenings, where he boils potatoes 

and chews them with dispassion. Some eve-

nings, he has fish. Most evenings, he doesn’t.

He only eats in the evenings, because sleeping 

hungry is worse than working hungry, he be-

lieves. More time to ponder about his empty 

stomach when he lays in bed. Too much time 

to ponder.

In the nights, he locks his door for the Night 

Things. Sets his table against the door should 

the lock fail. He hides underneath his wool-

len covers because even brave men get scared. 

There’s knocking on his doors and each night 

he thinks he hears the windows crack, but 

there’s never glass in the mornings. Some 

nights there is wind that beats against his 

home and worms its way through the bricks. 

When it’s cold he hugs his stomach and tells 

himself that at least he got to eat.

When he sleeps, he dreams of other people. 

He wakes up grasping at their faces, failing to 

paint them in his mind. He folds the blankets 

up thickly, hoping it keeps itself warm.

In the mornings, he walks down to the river...
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renovating

They (his friends, his family, the therapist) 

unanimously agreed it was a good idea. Ac-

tivity was key. It would be good for him. It 

would be a “working through of things”.

Firstly, the place had to be gutted. Walls sand-

ed, outmoded wallpaper wetted and stripped, 

linoleum torn from the floor like flesh. A skip 

on the driveway grew with detritus.

Strange relics of the former owners emerged. 

Wedged behind a bathroom radiator, he 

found a mummified porno mag; shriveled 

breasts, the colour of raw chicken, were ex-

posed below a banner: “Big Tits Go Wild”.

In the basement, a damp cardboard box 

packed with children’s clothing, mould blos-

soming on their dull pinks. The box smelled 

like death. He threw it all away. 

Summer nights offered more time to work on 

the project. He was always busy: busy saw-

ing, busy grouting, busy painting. His mind 

remained blank of everything.

People visited infrequently and talked about 

the house. It was easier to talk about the 

house. For example, how spacious the front 

room was now it was matte white and bare, 

the choice to break down the wall connecting 

the two spare rooms, the speed with which 

the en-suite was being installed.

“You’re doing great, Dave. Have you thought 

about the garden?”

One night, working under the glare of a 

lamp, he cut himself on a Stanley knife. He 

didn’t notice anything had happened until 

he looked down some time later and saw the 

blood dribbling over his knees, seeping into 

the dust-mat. He wrapped the wound tightly 

with his t-shirt and held it over the sink until 

it stopped flowing from him.

The next day when the electrician came he 

noticed the bandage. He thought the man 

looked as if he hadn’t slept in a week. The 

electrician didn’t ask any questions, though; 

he did his work and left.

Neighbours watched as vans delivered fur-

niture: a large marital bed and a beige sofa. 

They waited to be invited round to meet the 

new man at number 42, but no invitation ever 

came.

Instead, the lights that had burnt through the 

night stayed permanently dim and on cold 

mornings the windows clouded over like cat-

aracts.

Weeks passed. Leaves spilled from the air like 

spindrift gold. Noiseless time peeled over the 

house.

They (his friends, his family, the police) came 

calling for him in winter.

They knocked and no-one answered.

a short story by Chris Bayliss
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photography and prose by Velislav Kovatchev

Sometimes when I find myself in a new place alone, 
maybe as a defence mechanism, I feel a particular 
memory which calms me down. I’m probably eight. 
Me and my brother are staying with our grandmoth-
er for the summer vacation at her small rural village 
in the Danube Plain. It’s sunset and the sunsets here 
seem to be endless. We have just crossed the river on 
our bikes via the crooked bridge and I have stopped to 
take a breath. It’s warm but there’s a quiet wind which 
makes the temperature so balanced that you com-
pletely forget about it. The four tall poplar trees along 
the river bank that have always been there and will 
be there forever, in my memory, slowly move with the 
wind, just enough to hear their leaves shaking in the 
distance. I feel a sense of curiosity and adventure, feel-
ings which would later dictate my life. As I get back on 

my bike, I see that my brother has biked so far ahead 
already and he suddenly disappears behind the hill, 
leaving a cloud of dust after him. Fearless and certain 
as he has always been. In that brief moment of being 
completely alone, I panic for a few seconds and then I 
feel calm, knowing that he will be around the corner 
waiting. So I enjoy, probably for the first time ever, the 
sensation of being by myself, being independent, even 
for a single minute.

I hope that this memory will be the last thing that goes 
through my head moments before I leave this life or 
just before completely losing my memory, which I see 
as the same thing. If that’s the case, then maybe it’s not 
so scary after all.
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a poem by John Zedolik

Wake
“Rocket Man,”

jukebox borne, honey-wafts

Yes—Elton—get me out of here—
and maybe “Space Oddity,” by Bowie

will follow, keep the theme, and help continue
my exodus to outer space—

while these poets in this tired back room

drone on as if they are delivering a sanct soul
to eternity among those who have already departed.

 But I want the jolt and crunch,
 steep inflection, shout, and body tensed

when the lectors are leading the living.

Elton (and again, maybe David, too)

 —out there

in the ring and clink of hard spirits and crisp beer

 up and gone—

keep me weighted on this earth
that will bruise my bones when I rock on my walk.
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On page 20, Velislav Kovatchev writes about a feeling 

that is invoked by a photo. Read the piece of flash fic-

tion in conjunction with the picture on page 20, and let 

a wave of nostalgia wash over you. 
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a poem by Simon Perchik *

How many times! this doorbell

smelling your sweat must know

nothing’s changed and the dry sleep

 

through the night –the button

has forgotten how, curls up

with someone who isn’t there

 

though this all-at-once-familiar nudge

can’t keep you away, outside

it’s still rain and darkness

 

always some touch pressing down

a somewhere note, half embraced

half pounded, by itself heads into

 

the constant fear it’s her name

that falls from the night sky

with no help in remembering

 

–for years! you don’t first knock

sure this door will bring it down

leave only the earthquake and walls.
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