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Collector
By Sheikha A

The lights came on like fireflies;

the ground was a soft fabric
of chunkless snow that dissevered

like a mind would when affected

by a cage, there were
coils around it –

the kind of secrets
only a body of wings
that supplicated light
would know;

like particles of dust did
gracefully, after being airborne,
the light rested,

the ground aglow

the illusion off.

::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

Buying an antique knife
Now our time machine landed
Crushing Jack the Ripper
We have to put things right
Killing one last woman
To make sure we crush no butterflies.

By Matthew Wilson   
..…….……………………………………………………….

We want your letters of comment!

Over The Hill
By Pamela Harvey

Sometimes we older folk hear unfair words
Concerning loss of beauty, teeth and attributes
Of youth and vigour, fading skin.
We girls find life’s unravelling hard enough
Without, as I do honestly here state
Are some exaggerations of the facts.
It’s not at all bad news, I here relate.

We fade a little – sometimes it seems worse,
But then fresh air and sunshine help to give
A little compensation to our fate.
(Although, since UV sunshine causes burn,
We, none of us, young or old, should yet be toast.)

Our necks may sag a little, true,
But this may not be much, and skin still tone
When not immersed in all those beauty creams!
Our bodies need not flab too much
With just a modicum of exercise,
Not rushing to the gym,
Leave most of that to younger folk.

As an old movie song once said:
‘Keep young and beautiful’ –
Not quite impossible –
A little glamour, too, can do
The trick which once a guy told me
When someone said: “She’s an old lady!”
He laughed, said, “Getting on, she may be,
But, you see, she’s my old lady.”

::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

Available Now!

Great War: Entrenchment

The  penultimate  volume  of  World  War  I  poetry
featuring  poems by Aeronwy Dafies,  DS Davidson,
DJ  Tyrer,  Matthew Wilson,  and  Lee  Clark  Zumpe.
Available direct from Atlantean Publishing for £1.50
(UK)/£3 (overseas) – part of the 3-for-2 offer.

A Terrible Thing 

A 312pp paperback of Carcosa Mythos fiction from
Carrion  Blue  555  in  conjunction  with  Atlantean
Publishing.

Available  to  order  from  Amazon.co.uk and
Amazon.com or  direct  from  DJ  Tyrer  at  Atlantean
Publishing in the UK for £12.95 (including P&P).

Authors include Cardinal Cox, DS Davidson, Glynn
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The Stabbing Salesman
By Matthew Wilson

"Stab, sir?" asked the bald fellow when Michael opened the
front door.

It  was  too  early  for  practical  jokes.  "Excuse  me?"
Michael asked.

"Would you like me to stab you, sir? Only ten dollars."
Michael felt cold inside like he’d eaten a large tub of ice

cream in one go. His body tensed and his  eyes seemed to
move under their own power as they peered down and found
that the strange looking fellow had already put one black boot
over the welcome mat.

If  he  tried  to  slam the door  shut  it  would  only  bang
uselessly against this maniac’s legs.

Never madden a maniac he thought and tried to swallow.
The stabbing seller only wore trousers and no shoes, his

blistered  toes  left  little  bloody  drag  marks  along  the
pavement. In front of him rested a wheelbarrow filled with
knives of every size like a raid at a hardware store.

None were bloodied so maybe this really was a joke --
Michael’s  house was in  the middle  of the  street,  he didn’t
figure his  luck so bad that  this  nut  would have picked his
house first from 100 other of a similar kind.

"Sir?" the stabbing salesman asked and Michael blinked
awake.

"Huh?"
"You’re not a weirdo are you, sir," asked the salesman.

"It’s  the heat,  you know. It  brings all  kinds of people out.
Now – if you like, I can punch a large knife in you or in these
hard times I can puncture your lung for only five dollars."

"I – I don’t see how I win here," Michael said, filling his
mouth with spit so the words would keep coming.

Keeping  the  nut  talking  until  someone  came  and  he
could shout for help.

Maybe it would be a cop, what the hell did he pay his
taxes for?

"I get stabbed and I have to pay for it," Michael felt like
he was moaning but didn’t apologize.

"Oh,  but  these  are  the  world’s  greatest  knives,"  the
stabbing salesman promised, "a once in a lifetime opportunity
to leave this cess-pit of a planet via the finest equipment."

"I – I’ll skip the privilege," Michael said, not wishing to
actively seem like he was looking over the maniac’s shoulder
for help.

Never madden a maniac he thought.
"On – on second thought, my moneys on the shelf, come

in, please."
"Ah,  nothing  like  a  satisfied  customer,"  said  the

salesman  and  picking  his  finest  blade,  stepped  completely
over the welcome mat and closed the door behind him.

He  stopped  smiling  when  he  saw  the  thousands  of
knives  bolted  with  pride  of  place  on  Michael’s  walls  like
glinting wallpaper. There were Gurkha blades from the far-
east  and delicate duelling swords of modern France. There
were blunt breadknives and rusted machetes.

Great memories of grand murders.
"The world’s greatest knives?" Michael said, feeling his

lungs fill with fire. "You come to my house and say you have
the world’s greatest knives?"

Michael knew it would lower the price of his favourite
blades as his sudden fury broke apart his Kitana’s delicate
display case – no longer in perfect condition – but he didn’t
care.

Never madden a maniac, he thought.
And stabbed the salesman in the throat.

The End

Poems By Paul Murphy

Ode To I.V. Steroids

In the waiting-room such suffering!
An old man groaning perpetually
You feel like screaming
Or running out the door but

Still attached to the damn drip
Running to the bar for a pint.
You can’t know these things for
Ignorance is such a release.

I read the script in German
On a cruel machine devised
By scientists to prolong our lives
Without dignity or certainty.

Devised in a lab of the old Reich
By budding wide-eyed dopes
Scribbling on the tongues of lovers
The good way, the only way.

Ode To I.V. Fluids

Back from hospital to walk
Stiffly like a bright haiku
Composed like the dawn
Leaning yearningly.

Intravenous waters lap up
The rest like original, ageless
Depths where man is born
Amidst a useless soup

Of pitiless, intransigent mouths
Covered in remorseless teeth.
Lives, ghostly and silent,
Cowering in darkness.

The body is born again in neat
Arrangement of impulses.
Even sweet drugs engage
A nerve ending blunted.

In the night, I wake up on
My electronic bed
Knock over my drip
Upending I.V. fluids that run

Everywhere like frustration
Eating up curtains, bed.
A tempest of souls

Whirled in an electric stream.

:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

Truth takes a day of
Lies filling the entire world
Life as usual

By DJ Tyrer   



Cold Reading
By Phil Knight

What They Always Say.

Do we have here
a David, a Dai, a Dave?
Great Dave, do you know
someone who has passed called
Jim, Jimmy, James, Jack, John?
Well, John says that thing that
upset you in school is not
important now. So let it go.
Do you accept that?

Do we have here a Jill, a Gillian,
a Jean, a Janet, a Jane,
a Jen, a Jenny, a Jennifer?
Well, Jennifer, do you know
someone who has passed called
Caitlyn, Kathlan, Cath, Cat,
Catherine, Carrie or Mary?
Well, Mary says she is fine..
Do you accept that?

What They Never Say.

Do we have with us
a Tarquin Alexander Schulz?
Well, Tarquin, your old friend
from the College Cycling Club
Cedric Smith, who had that sad
incident at the Basingstoke
roundabout. He says you are right.
Your shift supervisor, Mr McCormack,
is embezzling company funds.
All the evidence is on his laptop.
His password is fast7727xev,
that is all lowercase.
Do you accept that?

Do we have with us
Eriko Shimada, who is studying Classics
at King’s College London?
Well, Eriko, your great-great aunt,
Yoko Shimada, who passed
during the 1923 earthquake says
Saturday’s lucky numbers are
7, 14, 26, 38, 39 and 54.
And, she also says,
“You have to be in it, to win it.”
Do you accept that?

::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

Robot Billy’s my only friend
He convinced me to kill dad
Now I’ve lost mom too
The police won’t believe it was me
Why did they arrest her, Billy?
What’s a ventriloquist anyway?

By Matthew Wilson    

Beyond Surreal
By AC Evans

Strange contours on the radar,
Secret lab deep in the countryside,
Technicians in white coats.
On the blink again, sir.
What is it?
Dunno, sir, it’s beyond me,
Picture not perfect,
Colours errors continue,
It’s beyond surreal,
A cruel story, the sins of youth
What really rocks this starlet?
It was due to the sloppy production schedule
She said, gagging for some action,
Toying with her easy-fit waistband extenders and her
Magnetic bracelets worn for sitting or standing
At the console, a superb luxury machine
Finished in brushed silver; set the alarm
And wake up with a perfectly-timed
Analogue face
Touch and glow!
She certainly did, but preferred shopping
In bargain basements with sinister mercenaries
From a distant galaxy
The bookies rarely get these things wrong.
We hang on as we look to bounce back into real time, and
The good thing is there are no more odds and ends
But we can still hit the headlines with this
Grisly slash-fest mash-up filmed by viewers
As two stoned pot smokers drift into range
Zap! Ultimate in snug comfort
Keep your hands warm I begged her
As she took up her spoke shave balsa stripper
Ready for playing among the stars
As if that was not enough!
We can break new ground with this inner landscape
You’ll be amazed
We slipped along between the floating solar-powered
String lights
Not sure who’s at the door?
Eyes as hard as steel she unleashed a satirical puppet show
And lashed out with mind-blowing stratospheric vocals
I’m so filthy filthy you’ll explode in seconds!
She screamed
It was a team of Manhattan-based scientists
A mother-and-daughter set-up with conflicting views
About the future, huh.
Well, that fractured our rampant ultra-hard obscure
Zombie cannibal death trip B-movie cover story
Haunted by a cordless chiming doorbell
In fact, a sonic deterrent
To deal with lane huggers and interstellar tailgaters
Don’t forget the accessories!
Brilliant!
………………………………………………………………

1960
By Geoff William

A short sharp stab:
A dying gasp.
Feet running.
A circle of people.
For him it was over.
For them the memory.



Isbourne Manor
By Geoffrey Taylor

That strimmer my undoing!
Ere I raised it as a scythe,
The bulk tugged on the harness,
As a pendulum swung wide.
   Had deadened my sinew,
   After rewinding the spool,
   I could not tease the pulley
   Enough to enliven the tool.
Urban life has softened me –
Exercise is limited to aligning
Tape, or, ’twixt cars –
Dashing when piling.
   Later, as I sat in the chair
   Where I dried out mon chemise,
   It was feared I’d be ‘left behind,’
   If I wanted to join up with these
Estatemen, who ‘went to the four winds.’
Clouds reflected in the pool
Had I seen from the rooftop;
Was there frivolity and misrule?

Happily in the churchyard,
I could hear the broadened calls
Of birds – but restricted
Is the view from covered walls.
   Balanced on tubes and poles,
   I pass out more length,
   To the men to peg taut;
   Trees tell out a wind’s strength.
But before we retire,
I see the culprit :    a handspan
Long, unsheathed of lead,
A dowel lies on a gangplank.
   The builder, a foundryman,
   Had married into breeding of old.
   He tried to settle the string
   Course a low sun turns gold.
Inserting these. Centuries
Later, stone crumbles around them.
Now, this glory of civilised
Living lies hidden from men.
   It’s about as prepossessing
   As a parched-up barn;
   And clusters and dumps
   That lie around the house on a farm.

The land remains however.
Sweeping down to the river that runs
South to north. Troughs remain
Unvisited of drawing tongues.
   The remnant of an orchard,
   Exposed like ladies caught in sleet.
   All lacks the vision of Pope,
   Who saw the chase as meet;
Proportion, and the herds
Which gladden both mind and eye.
That invention of the devil,
A chainsaw, seems to testify.
   I stood in leggings,
   With some vents in the design,
   For comfort, through impurities
   The ope pores refine.
I remove my gloves
But once during the episode,
To close the iron gates.
I bear the scar on the road.

Desert Island
By Pamela Harvey

I had been on the island for four days. I had arrived by
way of a plank of wood. The only lifeboat I could see
had  vanished  into  the  distance.  It  was  full,  and,
anyway, no-one had heard my cries. Our cargo boats
had, by then, sunk.

I had scrambled to the shore on an incoming
tide.  Flung myself  exhausted onto  the warm,  sandy
beach.

I had shaken the palm trees more and more
hopelessly, the next day. I was desperately thirsty. The
coconuts held liquid, but I could not crack the nut. I
bashed  and  bashed  the  coconut  and,  a  few  hours
later, it cracked. At last.

The  third  day  found  me  hungry  and
desperate.

But,  as  I,  very  nervously,  ventured  into  the
dense brushland the next day – in search of anything,
even, perhaps, leaves, to eat – I abruptly came across
a clearing and saw, astonishingly, a hut made of wood
and  palm  leaves.  Inside,  dusty  boxes  were  strewn
around – and, I could hardly believe it, a radio set.
I jumped as a voice crackled from the receiver.

“If  anyone  is  still  there,  leave  now.  It  is
imperative. Do not delay.”

So,  people  did  live  on  this  apparently-
deserted  island.  And,  some  of  them  had  left.  It
seemed all of them had. And, what was it that was so
imperative? I decided I had to try and get in touch with
the speaker. Never in my life have I worked a two-way
radio. But, I was desperate. I tweaked and fiddled with
a few knobs, but, then, had to give up.

Then, it  happened. A voice from the radio –
again.

“You should have left by now. If not, you must
be on the beach in half-an-hour.”

I obeyed. On the beach, shortly, I heard the
drone of a helicopter. It landed near me; two men in
uniform  got  out.  There  were  no  markings  on  the
machine.

Rescue!  My  editor  would  be  annoyed:  no
story,  now,  of  mysterious  happenings…  of  strange
disappearances in this area of the ocean.

At  headquarters,  I  was  given  a  medical
examination  and  had  a  wash.  They  were  kind,  but
their General was terse.

“How  does  a  civilian,  obviously  not  an
islander, come to be in the target area?” he remarked.
I explained my shipwreck. He’d heard about it.

I  was  shipped  out,  back  home.  Another
remark he made annoyed me.

He  said:  “Bikini  atoll  –  how  come,  as  a
journalist  in  this  part  of  the  Pacific,  had  you  never
heard  of  it?”  He  seemed  sarcastic.  “Didn’t  know  it
existed?”

Well, I ask you, who has?

From a 20th-Century archive of Planet Earth
..……….……….…….……..……..………………………..
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The Erosion
By Scarlet Monahan

For some words may
As some may not

Be known to open face
Upon the lips of simple men

In fear of their disgrace

But talk of pride
Or violence

Is easy to obtain
In public place by cloth or lace

To image, thwart or gain

A certain strength
For those who view

Must constant be to mind
To guard against sincere intent

Put forth by weaker kind

Some foolish kind
That speak to find

With careless thought of self
In gentle word, but rarely heard

Betray their inner wealth

For this the price
Is ready found

Upon the taunting line
Of faces drawn and mocking sign

In craven waste of time

Pursuant of the quarry now
The florid peacock show

One simple man
Might turn away

And feel what he does know

::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

Entrapment
By Sheikha A

Something about Saturn’s presence
has alternated, rising mercurial winds
against descending bone-rain. The tongue
has split in three in a skull’s mouth,
and the eyes have put up with enough
dream-sayers. Respite comes in the form of
breaking sleep: a seedling dawn through
black twilight. The colour of this night is
vacuous as lungs float through a laryngeal
lapse, coughs howling, fever dilating.
The arms shrink from flesh as femurs hatch.
The hardest part about being in thinning is
watching the mirror echo your breathing.

:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

Atlantean Publishing is closed to submissions until the end of
January 2018. We will require submissions for The Bards series.

Check the website for further calls when we reopen.

Echoes of Desire
By AC Evans

Boum! One little look, and… boum!
Charles Trenet – Ray Goetz

Yes, it’s me! The Albionic Man,
The human junkyard… now,
I have to scribble a few words…

Alright darlin’?
The last transit van from Venus arrived
At the Electric Laser Clinic, no problem
Here we go again – no signal, and… boum!
Easy way trips in slow motion,
Echoes of desire and mod girls on scooters
Refresh your everyday revolution.
Storm the town hall, body and soul, baby.

We live in a world of shadows
But, encased in zodiac scaffolding,
She doesn’t care about life or anything.
Meanwhile, here at Thermo-Station Junction,
A full moon is obscured by cloud,
Banishing memories of extreme caution.
Her bare midriff is a diversion route in free-fall.
Café, gallery, theatre – stay connected, and… boum!

I wrote a new chapter, but did you notice?
A view of blue sky is an abrupt change in feel.
The studio is here – Alright sweetie?
Scary claims, pull handle, push door.
Spark outrage with this strange equipment.
Solutions without boundaries a speciality, and… boum!
Forget The Albionic Man, that backless loafer,
With its illegible scribbles.

We live in a world of shadows.
But she doesn’t care.
No, really… she doesn’t care,

She doesn’t care at all.
Not at all.

::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

Concert by Christian Wolff
and Gyorgi Legeti

By Geoff William

Tristram sings to my rain child
The girl plucks her harp, the man
Grunts to his cello… “Aren’t the
Dark-blue plums abundant this year?”
You talked to me about Saint Petersburg
And the golden palaces, the bitter cold
Of winter. I listen to Ligeti, the wailing strings.
Zdĕnek is playing on the fujara. Hark!
The whole world bends its head to listen,
The sheep gather round, the snows melt,
The trees stop rustling, the birds are silent.
The fajura echoes through the mountains.
………………………………………………………………

We will require submissions for Christmas Chillers, Xmas Bards and the
final volume of Great War in 2018. So, start planning yours now!



Revolting Christmas
By David M. Smith

Claus put the book down on the arm of his chair and sighed. 
"You know," he said to Mrs Christmas, "he really has

nailed it, this chap."
"What chap?" his wife replied.
"Why Marx, of course."
"Groucho?" she asked with a smile.
"Only in comedy. I meant Karl Marx as you well knew.

Property is theft, eh?"
"No! That’s not Marx that’s Proudhon", his erudite wife

told him.
"So. They were both revolutionaries, weren’t they?"
"They were quite different. Proudhon was an anarchist

not a Marxist. He wanted to devolve power direct to the people
not vest it in the Party on behalf of the people."

"But  didn’t  Marx  say  at  the  end  of  his  life  that  he
wasn’t a Marxist?" Claus asked.

"Everyone  outlives  their  labels,"  she  replied.  "Some
people see you as the epitome of kindness and generosity but I
never  notice  it  when  it  comes  to  doing  the  ironing  or  the
washing up."

"Oh, Audrey! Anyway that wasn’t quite what I meant. I
was thinking about ideological superstructures - ‘all that men
imagine  and  conceive’.  You  know,  beliefs  that  support  the
status quo of economic exploitation."

"Wasn’t that that bloke Althusser? The French one who
murdered his wife? No wonder he said ‘men imagine’! Male
Chauvinist!"

"Give me a break. The thing is I’m part of it all. The
poor are getting poorer and I’m part of the ideology making
them feel better about it and accepting their lot. It isn’t right.
That"s not what I am supposed to represent."

"So, what do you propose to do about it?"
"I don"t know. I’m going to give it some thought."
So saying he walked out into the yard, round the elves’

workshop and off into the tundra.

***

That evening after supper he returned to his favourite armchair,
put his  feet  up on a stool  and sat  reading the Arctic  Times
while his wife greased her Triumph Bonneville in the sitting
room.

"Cold weather predicted again, I see," he told Audrey.
"Never mind the weather,"  she replied. "You made a

big fuss this morning, what are you going to do about it?"
"Hmm! Yes! Well..."
"Don’t  prevaricate.  Get  on  with  it,"  she  told  him,

wiping her hands on an oily rag.
"Well,"  he  said,  "it  seems  to  me  that  advertising  is

causing  children  to  want  expensive  stuff  for  Christmas  and
peer  pressure  makes  it  worse.  My  role  seems  to  be  to
encourage poorer parents to get themselves into debt buying
this stuff.’

"You can’t stop it being advertised."
"Oh,  I  can’t  affect  demand  but  I  thought  I  might

interfere in the supply a bit."
"How so?"
"Well.  Everyone  buys  into  the  idea  that  I,  Father

Christmas, deliver all these presents whereas, as you know, I
only deliver the fruit, nuts and the wooden toys made in the
elves’ workshop.  It’s  always  seemed  to  me  that  if  parents
wanted to make this pretence, it didn’t matter but I realise now
that it does. It’s got to stop!"

"But how? You can’t stop the parents buying them even
if they can’t afford them."

"I thought a bit of redistribution would sort it. I take
away the expensive toys if there are any and leave everyone
just the fruit, nuts and wooden toys." 

"That  isn’t  Marx  or  Proudhon," she  laughed.  "That’s
more like Robin Hood!"

"Why  not?"  he  asked.  "And  you’re  right.  I  could
redistribute the goods I take to the Third World."

"The  kids  will  probably  lynch  you,"  she  said,  half
seriously.

***
     
On Christmas Eve Father Christmas harnessed up the reindeer
to  the  sleigh  and,  with  the  help  of  the  elves,  piled  the
Christmas presents into the back. Then he kissed his wife, who
presented him with a thermos flask of  hot coffee and some
sandwiches, and mounted up. 

"Good  luck,"  Audrey  called  after  him.  "And  do  be
especially careful."

The  helper  elves,  Woodriche  and  Floss,  jumped  on
board and they were off up into the sky.

The  Scandinavian  countries  went  pretty  smoothly.  It
got dark early and everyone was asleep.  Britain was OK as
well.  Most  people  had  very  little  money  to  spend  on
Christmas,  except  for  the  Russian  plutocrats  in  London and
Ded Moroz or Grandfather Frost had that franchise. Nearly all
the  children  were  asleep  and  those  that  weren’t  politely
pretended to be. Claus left the nuts, fruit and wooden toys and
carefully  removed  any  iPhones,  tablets,  etc  that  were  in
evidence and put them in the back of the sleigh. 

Then it was off across the Atlantic and through Canada.
Some children were still awake here and from time to time he
heard  verbal  abuse  hurled from a bedroom window as they
inspected their stockings and found only traditional fare. 

"Well! They’ll soon get used to it," he told the elves.
It wasn’t until they crossed Tennessee that they had any

serious trouble. Claus suspected the child was awake when he
left the presents and confiscated a very expensive tablet, but he
hadn’t expected, as they sailed off the roof, that the bedroom
window would open and a shotgun poke through.

"You damn thief!" the young lad called and fired both
barrels  at  them. Fortunately,  the gun was too  heavy for  the
small boy so the shot went wide, killing a perfectly innocent
bluebird. 

"Is everyone all right?" Claus called to his crew. The
only damage appeared to be a graze on Dasher’s flank. They
hurried on. 

Texas was the worst. The same thing happened except
that the young man had a Kalashnikov and let rip. There was a
cry from the back of the sleigh. A worried Claus set the cruise
control on the sleigh and locked the steering before turning to
see the damage. Floss was holding her arm on which a dark
green stain was beginning to spread.

"She’s been shot!" exclaimed Woodriche. 
"It’s  all  right,  sir,  I’m only  wounded,"  she  told  him

bravely. Claus quickly made a tourniquet and bound the arm. 
"I’ve had enough of this," he said. "These kids don’t

deserve presents."
He took back control of the sleigh. He was going so

fast  that  by  then  he  had  passed  over  most  of  Mexico.   He
turned slowly because of the speed but even so, parcels  fell
from the back of the sleigh where the bullets had destroyed the
rail. Somewhere over the Amazon jungle parcels fell into the
apparently  impenetrable  forest,  incidentally  creating  a  new
religion akin to cargo cults. 

"We’re going straight home," he told the reindeer.
"But  what  about  Africa?"  Woodriche  asked.  "They

don’t deserved to lose out."
"Africa always loses out!" Claus told him. "Home!"



***

Claus hadn’t altogether anticipated the wider consequences of
his actions. Thousands of temporary ‘Father Christmas’ jobs in
the  retail  trade  disappeared  next  winter  and  unemployment
among actors and retirees went sky high. Even the demand for
Christmas trees fell and in Britain several Turkey farms went
bankrupt. Claus was beside himself. He had only intended to
make the world a better place. 

Mr Green, the Head Elf, took him aside. 
"Sir, I think we can fix the system."
"How?"
"We’ve been able to make plastics for some years now

but never saw the point. Wooden toys are much better. Now,
our chief scientist, Boffin, has come up with a great idea. He is
an  excellent  coder  and  as  you  know  designing  and
manufacturing printed circuits costs almost nothing. He thinks
we  could  easily  convert  the  workshops  to  manufacture
duplicate iPhones and tablets."

"What about copyright?"
"Ours would be just different enough. Anyway it’s all

in the advertising and I’ve thought of a great logo."
"Well?" asked Claus.
"We call  the  company ‘Pear’.  Then  the  smart  phone

could be the ‘Play Pear’ and the tablet the ‘Conference Pear.’
"Could we really make them cheaply?"
"We could sell them for almost nothing and still make a

profit," the elf told him. "We could even afford to give one of
them away, just to create demand for the other."

"Then, I could be popular again and all the shop Father
Christmases would get their jobs back," Claus exclaimed.   

"So  next  Christmas,  Claus  and  his  team delivered  a
new  ‘Play  Pear’  to  every  house  to  replace  any  electrical
presents already there. Then they advertised the ‘Conference
Pear’ as its  twin, undercutting the opposition on price. Both
were a raving success. Apple shares collapsed and the Android
companies  became  very  worried.  Sales  of  the  ‘Conference
Pear’ went through the roof worldwide. The Norwegians began
planting Christmas trees again and turkeys became nervous.

***

Claus was sitting in his favourite armchair by the fire while
Audrey read the financial pages. 

"Do you like it here, Claus?" she asked her husband.
"Of  course,"  he  replied.  "This  is  where  Father

Christmas has always lived."
"It’s  just  that  I’ve  been  thinking  that  perhaps  we  ought  to
move?"
"Why? We’ve always been happy here."

"Well,  for  tax  purposes.  We’re  a  global  corporation
now, we should look to reduce our tax commitment."

"But taxes are used to help the poor," he told her.
"Hmm! Some of it. Sometimes."
Claus was shocked. He held his head in his arms. 
"I  can’t  stand  this,"  he  cried,  "everything  I  do  goes

wrong!"  He  charged  out  into  the  yard,  stopped  at  the
workshop, went to his locker and removed something. Then he
walked out onto the ice, well away from the buildings and put
the rifle to his head. Mrs Christmas and the elves all heard the
explosion. 

Ends 

Look for David M. Smith’s new novel
Chasing Cloud: A Tarxian Novel on Amazon now!

Don’t Talk To Me About Summer,
Snowman

By Andy Robson

This is another of your fantasies
Like Santa Claus and Hare’s Eggs.
I don’t believe a word of it;
Far fetched, such credibility it begs.
A time when Earth vomits green,
A bilious world of appendages on bushes
And demons that fly into your mouth,
Then you try to invent reasons
For creatures that fly and climb trees,
Saying the ground is no longer solid,
That it turns to slime and moves on
Leaving only a moving mass of a million legs
Scrambling on top of themselves and everywhere.
That they cover you and devour…
You read too much Stephen King.
Well, I do know one thing that’s true.
You won’t be around to see it
In either of our craziest dreams.

::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

A Simple Twist
By Scarlet Monahan

Whatever there is
Whatever there was
Will, with one word
Given to or unheard

Make change of the things
Behind the because

For love or with none
I will see you ahead

And seek for the way
By the end of the day

Your words that I heard
That would never say

And look for me where
But know that I am

Waiting for you
At left and to right
At start of the day

And late of the night

:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

Winter’s Breeze
By Aeronwy Dafies

The frost-scented breeze
Blown straight from Siberia
Chills the shivering trees
Shedding their last leaves 
Winter is on its way
Soon, soon, the snow shall fall
Nature has felt it
Life has flown or burrowed away
Dig out the duvet and join them
Buried in its warmth

https://www.amazon.co.uk/Chasing-Cloud-David-M-Smith-ebook/dp/B01N59EA8P/


Growing Up Is For Adults
By Gordon Scapens

Before I knew about war
we were fearless soldiers
advancing across childhood.

Before I knew about death
I knew how to fall
From Saturday morning films.

Before I knew about fear
I was such a hero
that always won the day.

Before I knew about guilt
life was never real
in stretched imagination.

I learnt real horror later
in the bloody cost of war
in fields of foreign lands

now red with poppies.
We have to learn this lesson
again and again and again

because of who we are.

::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

Genies of Broken Lamps
By Matthew Wilson

I have been the slave of maniacs
Good kings who lost their way
Taking their brothers throne for themselves
To be the knight that killed the day.

I have bought down the mountain
Feeble shields around the city
Erected by the wizards of power
Which I burnt without great pity.

I have scorched the enemies cornfield
Bought thunder from the skies
At the whim of tyrants I slaughter
Pouring liquid gold into their eyes.

I have been the slave of maniacs
But now at last I am free
The genie of a broken lamp
Saving magic for his own selfish victory. 
……………………………………………………………...

Snowflake
By DJ Tyrer

Unique crystal form
Miniature perfection
A frozen moment
Feel it tingle on your tongue
Vanishing from existence

The Midnight Alchemists
By Phil Knight

Under a conspiring Moon
they gather; the late night
bakers, the quantitative geezers
and the edge trimmers.

They are silvering the Caesars.
Dodgy denarii and shifty sesterces
are better than any amalgamation
of bristling Barbarian battalions.

They are collapsing the columns
and inflating inflictions
by devaluing the dynasties
with their transmuted transactions.

There was no trace of true
transubstantiation for any
caught clipper and pewter dipper
they never rinsed with rose water.

When you drink the molten lead
it was said innocence would out
but there was no doubt. Divinity
never contradicted the sagacious
judgements of imperial Majesty.

::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

A Curse for Death
By Gordon Scapens

Good people have gone early
to whatever is after life.

Evil people have gone on
to live with their malevolence.

The injustice of selection
is in-your-face disregard
for the correct outcome
and smells of hidden anger,
some of which is mine.

In houses made of thought
they pray to the silence
when a loss such as this
is beyond understanding.

Death has no right
to be so cynically indifferent!

I might be pushing my luck
but I mouth a silent curse
for whatever death is.

……………………………………………………………..

Frost, moonlight mingle
Crackle of leaves underfoot
Silent owl watches

By Aeronwy Dafies   

Awen will return in February 2018


