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welcome to wufniks

      

            The rights of the contributors will, if necessary, be protected with flaming swords.

   Issue #1! This is Issue #1! Here it is. 
This is it! A new creative writing mag-
azine. Here! The first issue! The first 
one. There will soon be many but this 
is the first one. wufniks! The first issue 
of wufniks! You have found it or vice 
versa. Who knows? Thank goodness.
   wufniks exists because there are 
people who like the stories and make 
the stories. Like you, perhaps. wufniks 
exists so that people who enjoy read-
ing and writing can talk to each other 
about it without having to frown the 
whole time.
   Inside we have delicious fiction. You 
can locate it easily enough. It’s all over 
the place. Look! Fiction!
   So. Issue #1. Also inside you will find 
some drawings, a contents page, ten 
haiku for height. We have assembled 
a distinguished panel of academites 
to dance for your amusement. Do you 
have a starsign? We have horoscopes 
made from beyond the grave. Kind of.
   We have been lucky enough to have 
Booker-shortlisted novelist MJ Hyland 
set a writing challenge for this inaugu-
ral issue. So. Issue #1. There you have 
it. Go. Read now!

Rowena Kennally
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All Services and Enquiries

by Tim Russell
 

Hi. I was wondering if you could help me find something. It’s a book. It’s this 
shape. It’s a paperback. It’s got a blue cover. It was in your window. It was in 
your window, um, maybe a year ago? You must know the one I mean.

It’s an autobiography but it’s wri�en by someone else. It’s fiction. It’s about 
these men and their relationship. It’s about these men growing up. They’re 
Jews. The man has a dog and the dog dies or the dog gets sick. They have a 
picnic halfway through. My husband would know but he’s dead. Sadly. He’s 
no help.
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before it happened. She knew the name and this nice woman found it for her. 
Is she not working today? I don’t have anyone else to ask.
He was interviewed on the telly once. He’s short and he used to have a beard 
but he doesn’t any more. I think he’s French. He’s very thin. You must know 
which one.

Can you not search for it on your computer? Can you not ask someone 
senior?

This store’s not how it used to be. It’s like a supermarket. You put all the small 
stores out of business and then you don’t know the product. I thought you 
people were all meant to be illiterate. I thought you all had degrees. They’re 
hiring anyone nowadays. God help us. God help me.

“The man has a dog 
and the dog dies or 
the dog gets sick. 
They have a picnic  
halfway through.”

I don’t know who it’s by or what 
it’s called. It was in your window. 
It was very popular, a paperback. 
I can picture it. My daughter’s 
read it. She read it in hospital. 
She’d started reading it just before 
she got ill. We thought she was 
going to die. We thought that was 
it. She came in and asked for it 



1.

Burj Dubai, Dubai.
Big as the moon and still

under construction.

2.

The CN Tower:
morose since being surpassed.

by the Burj Dubai.
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For There We Love, and Where We Love

By Xiena Saeed

Her limbs awkwardly in a position halfway between si�ing and lying on the 
cumbersome plane seat, hovering in a tin can somewhere over the Atlantic 
for the very first time. Her brain numbs itself onto the makeshi� dinner table. 
The occasional turbulence, which at the start of the flight was forbidding, now 
seems only a friendly reminder that they were in a moving object heading 
towards a destination that was ge�ing closer with each bump against the 
clouds, instead of her existential fear that they were suspended between 
time and space, non-moving, and therefore, non-existing as the wings of 
the plane moved soundlessly through the more tranquil areas of the sky.

Walking across the shopping centre, in the slow hesitative steps of 
those who didn’t know much about their company. The two equally 
eager-to-please girls let the signs carry them away in the neon tide until 
they stop at a giant table laden with ‘for sale socks’. Slowly she picks 
out the ones that catch her a�ention, holding up certain pairs - pink 
ones with bobbles, green ones with a clown openmouthed where your 
feet slide in, yellow ones with mice and cheese on them - so that they 
could giggle together and find some common ground in silly socks.

Emptying the crystal beads onto the cupped hollow of one hand, and with 
the other, holding on to the threaded needle. With the pointed tip she 
searches out the hole in a bead, and nudges it on the needle with a flick of 
the wrist, and moves on to the next one. One two three four, red gold red 
gold, until all the beads in her hand are gone. She holds on to the last bead 
in the thread and pulls all of them together and sees the necklace, complete, 
gli�ering, swaying in her hands. And then something in her breaks, and 
she pulls harder, and the thread splits, and the beads soundlessly ski�er, 
and she laughs in a shower of sunshine and crystal.
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Walking in the gully, when daylight was still young and tentative, the 
night’s lost sleep slightly heavy on her eyelids. The pine trees and the 
dawn-birds over her head, the terraced path fell into the undergrowth 
where dead pinecones waiting for biting cockatoos lay in the early summer 
sun. The greener paths were drying out underfoot. Her eyes strayed to the 
horizon which was broken by horizontal pine trunks in endless rhythm.

Arriving in Manchester from a road-trip across the Irish coast, a�er 
weeks of not using the same toilet twice. She is unexpectedly excited 
at seeing the now-familiar roads. With Sheila and George in the front, 
the rare yolky morning sun beat down on her skin until she takes off 
her jumper, t-shirt, bra and socks, finally si�ing in the car in just her 
jeans, huggling the bit of sun between the pillow and her chest. When 
she gets to the house, there are le�over smells in her room from weeks 
ago, when she was a li�le lost, a li�le sadder and a li�le younger.  
   

                    
Si�ing in front of a brand new computer in a brand new office, updating 
and compiling papers so that an obscure politician somewhere could 
pretend to know more than he did. Facts and figures, names and 
numbers, statistics and structures that came in rapid succession, each 
of them trying to tabulate and classify the great deluge of formless 
human activity. Her only company was the li�le plastic mouse with 
bendable limbs si�ing on the desk, its giant twistable tail brought 
forward between its legs like a freakishly long mouse penis, its tiny 
li�le plastic mouse-hands grasping in motionless mouseturbation.

Snuggling down in the back-seat feigning sleep, listening to her parents 
murmuring in the front. Her mother, unusually childlike, begins to hum 
along to Dolly Parton, her father lightly chuckling as he navigates easily 
through streets that to her seemed dark and decrepit. Hearing her mother 
whisper ‘She’s fallen asleep. Be�er hurry home. Poor thing must be tired 
from the flight’, and wishing she could stay in the car, holding on to the 
warmth just a li�le bit longer, to save it for later, to remember it by.
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Saying Hello for Sasha

by Angela Joyce

 He walked onstage and the room exploded. The air was thick with 
anticipant pheromones. I clutched my vodka and orange until it boiled. 
 “Say hello for me,” she’d said casually. “Tell him Sasha says 
hello.” 
 Oh, I’d “say hello,” all right, now that I knew who he was.
 He was singing in a voice of melting sugar cubes and lemon. How 
delicate he looked… it was tempting to wait for him a�er the show and 
simply drop-kick him into the river. He’d make such a tiny splash. It would 
be funny. 
 That wasn’t what I was going to do. 
 How adept were his hands on the guitar. I imagined what else those 
hands might do, how his fingers would feel on skin, in hair. I swallowed 
hard.
 His eyes shone impossibly blue, royal blue and impish. They might 
have looked tender. I stared fixedly until I caught them. He met my gaze 
knowingly, did a double-take, and glanced away. Who did he think I was? 
I was only the carbon copy. 
 I didn’t have to do this. I could just tell Sasha I’d said hello. My 
knees were trembling. Could I have the courage?
 He looked at me again. I smiled slightly, meeting his gaze with 
some heat. He smiled back, gorgeously.
 My right hand in my coat pocket began to sweat.
 Three encores - he was dragging it out. As if he knew. I was antsy, 
having made my decision, and now just waiting… I shivered and perspired 
and caressed what was in my pocket, feeling it go slick and hot in my 
hand.
 “Goodnight everyone, and thank you so much.” He was walking 

8    wufniks    fiction

offstage. He was finished.
 Where did he go? 
My eyes scanned the room 
in desperation. Don’t tell me 
he’d escaped. I pushed my 
way through perfumed bodies 
and beery breaths, se�ing my 
unfinished drink on the bar.

“I imagined what else 
those hands might do, 
how his fingers would 
feel on skin, in hair. 
I swallowed hard.”



 
 
There he was, next to the CD table. I got in line, compulsively rubbing my 
thumb and forefinger together in my pocket. 
 I was in front of him.
 “How’s it going?” he asked genially. I took a deep breath.
 “Sasha said to say hello,” I rasped in a voice unlike my own. I 
stared at the space between his eyes as he went pale. “And this is from 
me.”
 I swi�ly extracted my hand from my pocket. Coins fell out and 
cla�ered to the floor. My thumb and forefinger tensed. There was a crack, 
as I sharply flicked my index fingernail against his forehead. 
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How Andrew Black Became A Joke

by Snehal Vadher

 The first thing he truly learnt and even mastered was to do things 
in ways other than in which they could be done, and you could say that 
a nonconformist is the most active member of society when he does 
something, but Andrew Black was not that, I mean a nonconformist who 
actively did something because the way he went about doing the thing he 
wanted to do, the way that was le� a�er destroying all the others which 
got the thing done and over with, was the one in which the thing simply 
could not be done, like you can’t turn the ceiling fan on by counting stars, 
but you can try. He could not eat or drink and a smell of cows and clay 
came day and night from his room; he was so apathetic that he became 
a slimy, elastic, nauseous jelly, and this gelatinous mass rolled from desk 
to chair to carpet to floor, collecting dust and bits of yellow notepaper, 
taking the shape of an office-friendly porcupine that you could squeeze to 

upon which it would explode into a demon of 
ten sparrows that gurgled and chirped in your 
stomach, tickled its walls in trying to find a 
way out.

relieve stress, or be�er still, swallow with a glass of water,



3.

Moscow in Russia
has Ostankino Tower.

Good on you, Moscow!

4.

Sears Tower is big.
Costs ten bucks to reach the top.

I bought food instead.
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Jamie believed salvation lay in finding the perfect font. The Arial 
Narrow was his redeemer. He had been faithful to the Arial Narrow for 
almost a year. It would be their anniversary this September. He had had a 
brief affair with Sylfaen. Her many curves and delicate serifs had been his 
demise. The less said about it the be�er.

He could tell what type of font other men loved. The man who was 
his new boss was an Arial Narrow man if ever he saw one. It was the reason 
why they got on so well. It was the reason why he had invited him round to 
his flat for a drink. His boss’ name was Paul.

Paul looked awkward in his height. He was 6� 4in. He was taller 
than most people he kept company with. Paul did not stand dominant 
above people. He looked awkward and uncomfortable at the fact he was 
taller than they were. He had recently become a manager. He was now 
expected to be dominant. This was not his forte.  
 Jamie had shaved. Paul told him he had missed a chin. He said 
he was not fat. Paul said I never said you were. They were both smiling.  
Jamie’s girlfriend was listening. She was not smiling. Jamie’s girlfriend 
unnerved Paul like de ja vu. He did not find her a�ractive. He wondered 
why Jamie found her a�ractive. She kept making predictions that came 
true. Mostly about how Jamie would fail at something he had set his heart 
on. They had met and fallen in love when she had lent him an essay typed 
in Arial Unicode. It was almost the perfect font. Salavation indeed.

Jamie missed his last girlfriend. She had a figure which was as 
narrow and dangerous as a country lane. She did not have a favourite 
font.  He once asked her the question. She stared at him with a look that 
he had never seen before from anyone. It was like she was a surgeon 
about to operate on him. Everyone had wondered how he had managed to 
form a relationship with such a beautiful woman. They asked him. Jamie 
explained that it was something you either had or didn’t have. His friends 
wondered if it could be ordered off of the internet. It would be cheaper from 
abroad. Some days, you could still smell her expensive perfume around the 
flat. Like being able to see Calais from Dover on a clear day.        

Jamie and Paul drank beer. They talked. They laughed. They watched
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Jamie and Paul

by Zubair Mayat



 

TV. They laughed and talked while they watched TV. Jamie’s girlfriend kept 
interrupting them. They were playing thumb wrestling for the champion of 
the known universe. She started screaming at them to grow up. Paul looked 
at her like he was trying to workout whether the crack was on the inside or 
the outside.
 They sat quietly for a while. Paul told Jamie he had an amazing idea 
for an invention. He couldn’t tell him what it was until he patented the idea. 
Jamie promised he wouldn’t tell anyone. Paul said I know but still.  They 
watched some more TV.

They watched the rest of Jackie Brown. They did Samuel L. Jackson 
impressions.  Paul could do it perfectly. Jamie stopped trying a�er a while. 
They sang the theme tunes of popular soaps. They told Misseur he was 
spoiling us with these Fererro Roche.  

Jamie’s girlfriend walked in again. She had her failed diva dressing 
gown on.  Her face is set to a particular look. It says that she cannot believe 
they are doing this to her.  It looks like the instant before being hit by a car. Paul 
stood up. He towered above her. He no longer looked awkward or ungainly 
in his height. He had suddenly grown into it. He had become a man. She 
went back into the bedroom. She went back to bed. Her eyes stayed opened.  

Paul and Jamie drank more beer.  Jamie fingered his DVD collections.  
All originals. No copies. He was impressed. He sat back down. He told Paul 
his great idea for an invention:  See-through power generating wind turbines. 
They would no longer be an eyesore. Jamie looked at him contemplatively.

This time next year, said Jamie, we’ll still be poor. 
Unless you type the idea out in Arial narrow.
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        arial na            arial nar
      arial narrow        arial narrow ar
    arial narrow aria   arial narrow arial
   arial narrow arial narrow aria_______aria
  arial narrow arial narrow aria_________aria
 arial narrow arial narrow arial na_______aria
arial narrow arial narrow arial narrow______ar
arial narrow arial narrow arial narrow ar__ari
arial narrow arial narrow arial narrow ari_ari
arial narrow arial narrow arial narrow arial n
arial narrow arial narrow arial narrow arial n
 arial narrow arial narrow arial narrow arial
   arial narrow arial narrow arial narrow ar
     arial narrow arial narrow arial narrow
       arial narrow arial narrow arial na
         arial narrow arial narrow ar
            arial narrow arial nar
              arial narrow arial
                 arial narrow 
                   arial nar
                     arial 
                      aria
                       ar
                                                          



5.

Taipei 101.
Looks like the engorged phallus

of a primed dragon.

6.

Shanghai World Finan-
cial Center is not a name

designed for haiku.
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How to Spend Your Last Days

by Sammy Pa�erson

 But the future is only as far away as the time it takes to get there and 
the distance between never ending time and original sin is original happiness.
 For example, I had a dream the other day about a girl that I know. 
She crept up to me on all fours (clothed) and looked at me seductively before 
saying ‘I just made you think I was a�ractive.’ She kissed me and I woke up 
pinching my lip, aroused, reveling in the secret that I just told myself.
 A tap dancing man in the sand all in black. This can be seen at the 
back of my eyes when I try to do anything I’m not in the mood to. I don’t 
have the capacity to do anything. All I ever do is walk around and look at 
things. It’s because of something much bigger than I can ever realise, though 
sometimes I feel like I know exactly why it happens. 
 The man who stares a li�le too suspiciously at his naked children 
probably thinks his conscience is safe. But I can see (through his window) 
that sometimes he unsheathes his forearms from his sleeves and kneels down 
in front of his three year old son square in the nuts and looks at his flaccid 
penis and small uncracked monkey nuts in the exact same way he looks at 
his 2 year old sister, which is the exact same way he looks at skullfukery.com 
at 4am when his wife is in bed. (JOCK FUCKS TIGHT GAZELLE SKULL/ 
BIG BLACK DICK FUCKS UNSUSPECTING SKULL OF  SMALL JAPANESE 
FIELD MOUSE)  etc…..
 I can see these things with my eyes and so therefore God can see 
it, too. I have been made a human security camera for the heavens and the 
spiritual realms. And so has everyone else. We walk around living our lives: 
creating story lines, preparing episodes, sequels, sketches. And God and Jesus 
sit together with all the cool dead guys and flick through the channels and 
become entertained. If I walked in on them right now, Jesus would say,
 ‘You just missed it. A Ugandan typist just found out her brother died 
and started grieving everywhere.’ And God would say,
 ‘And this other girl, Malleable Brain Jones, she had so many kinds of 
different friends that she couldn’t be the same in front of all them. She was at 
a party and she collapsed and died.’
 Some  people are meant for special occasions, sometimes their whole 
life has been woven forthe intensity and quality of the final scene; some
were created as terrestrial channels, the 24 hour news through the eyes of
everyone. But our dreams remain an untapped original mystery - they are 
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special, sacred, secret – everything 
else is done for God to see. The 
purpose of the nosy neighbours, 
creepy alley way dwellers, the brown 
homeless man full of Christmas time 
happy jive rubbing his fingerless 
glove-covered hands over a blazing 
steel drum, the kid that sticks his 
eye through the hole: it’s all just God 
having a look. Remember that the 
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next time you decide to look at your disgusting genitals close up in a 
mirror.
 Being such a good channel can be depressing at times because God 
won’t allow you to be proficient at anything well enough to form a satisfying 
career out of it. Instead, He wants you to be taskless enough to look at things 
for ages. This can make you feel worthless and stupid, especially if you 
haven’t got very long to make something of yourself.
 I have a question for you: how do you tell everyone you have a 
terminal illness? I decided so far that I never should. Because I’m smart, I 
think I’ll just let things pan out as they would naturally and watch them go 
wrong  and then die sticking two fingers up at my disappointing loved ones 
as I float out of my body and into the eyes of the homeless. 
 How to spend your last days: go online and type in ‘review’ or 
‘article’ and read one at random. Not the whole thing - a few lines should be 
enough to make you feel really good about yourself. Then watch some
snooker while a player is narrating over an image of his own head rotating. 
(he would be standing on something that is spinning him around, failing 
to keep his eyes stationary. You know what I mean. He’s supposed to be 
looking straight but his eyes are lagging. It helps if you go out of focus as 
much as you can, without going cross eyed then you have nothing to lock 
on to- that is the secret.)
 Finally go on some glorified show and tell networking website for 
the last few hours, set your status to ‘actually dying’ then browse the profile 
photos of a friend of a friend you made from that time you did that thing 
at that place, as you forget you even had a life and watch submissively - 
your life as an unfinished piece of work (crying like a child) - spin off like a 
floating man in space further and further into the galaxy.

 The only reason I am writing this is because my internet is broken.
 I look forward to seeing your genitals.

“I have been made a 
human security camera 
for the heavens and the 
spiritual realms. And 
so has everyone else.”
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“Write in the first person about hypochondria. Put every 
word ‘on trial for its life’. Use adjectives and adverbs 
only in an emergency. Do not exceed 1,000 words. Tell 
me at least one thing - about being human - it’s likely 
I don’t already know. Surprise me. Deal in truth (this 
doesn’t mean autobiographical truth). Say what’s not 
o�en said. Say what’s not easy to say. Surprise me.”

-MJ Hyland
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Metastasis

by A. J. Adams

 One morning as I wake from anxious dreams, I know that something 
is different even before I know what it is that has changed.  I lie quietly on my 
back, running my hands over my body trying to work out what it is without 
waking Beatrice, my girlfriend, who lies slumbering in bed beside me.  It 
doesn’t take me long to find.  I would say it was about the size of a pea, and 
quite hard, not hard like a ball bearing but hard in an organic sort of a way.  
 I wonder whether to wake Beatrice, but instead I get up and go to 
work as usual.  I spend the day thinking about how to break my news to her, 
but when I arrive home she has le� a note to say she is going out and won’t 
be back till late.  I am in bed when she arrives home, and I wait until she has 
climbed in beside me.  She fails to notice the stricken expression on my face, 
and picks up a book and se�les down to read.
 ‘Bea…?’ I begin, but she doesn’t look up from her book.
 ‘Mmm?’ she says, and that annoys me, because this is really difficult 
for me and she clearly isn’t listening properly.  She doesn’t always take me as 
seriously as she should, and I think that might be why I tell her the way that 
I do, just coming straight out with it.
 ‘I have cancer.’ 
 ‘What?’ I have her a�ention now.  She puts down her book beside the 
lamp and rolls over onto her side to face me.  ‘How do you know?  Have you 
been to the doctor?’
 She’s looking concerned, which is be�er.  I almost feel bad for not 
breaking it to her more gently.
 ‘No, but I’ve got this lump,’ I say.
 ‘Lump?  Where?’
 ‘It’s a bit embarrassing, actually.’
 ‘Oh, don’t be silly.  Where is it?  Let me feel it.’
 Bea tends to be very ma�er of fact about this sort of thing, so I take 
her hand and guide it down to my le� testicle, carefully pressing her fingers 
against it.
 ‘Right there, can you feel it?  I think it’s a tumour. You must be able 
to feel it, it’s the size of a marble.’
 She rummages around, rather roughly it seems to me.
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 ‘I can’t feel anything at all,’ she pronounces eventually.  ‘You’re 
just having another one of your panics.  Last week you thought you were 
having a stroke, and the week before that it was multiple sclerosis.  I’ll book 
you an appointment with Dr Spiro if you like, but I imagine he’s sick of the 
sight of you.’
 I am trembling in shock at her callousness.
 ‘How can you treat me this way when I have cancer?’ I stu�er.
 ‘You’re only twenty four,’ she tells me.  ‘You haven’t got testicular 
cancer, for God’s sake.’  She rolls away from me, and picks up her book 
again.

That’s obviously a stupid thing for her to say.  That famous cyclist, 
Lance Armstrong, he had it and he can’t have been much older than I am 
now.  I get out of bed and go downstairs, leaving Beatrice to have a good 
night’s sleep of the sort that you can only have when you’re not the one 
dying of cancer.

I go into the kitchen to fetch a glass of water, but then I spot the 
bo�le on the counter and decide that a drop of whiskey might help me to 
cope with all the upset.  I stand drinking it in the kitchen, one hand down 
the front of my shorts.  Rolling the lump between my fingers, I realise that 
it is bigger than I had initially thought, closer to the size of a Malteser.  This 
shakes me up even more, and I have to pour myself another tumbler of 
whiskey, a bigger one this time. 
 I stand sipping my drink and thinking carefully about the tumour.  
It’s not actually right inside the mass of my testicle, more sort of free floating 
within my scrotal sac and quite high up, close to my body.  It doesn’t feel as 
though it is a�ached to anything.  I find this comforting, because hopefully 
it means that it will be easy for them to remove.  All they would  need to
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do is to make a li�le cut and I bet it 
would pop right out.  I mean, I could 
probably do it myself, that’s how easy 
it would be.  The sooner it’s done the 
be�er probably, so that there won’t 
be enough time for the cancer to me-
tastasise and spread into other parts 
of my body.   I notice the butcher’s 
block on the kitchen counter with the 
sharp knives in it.  I don’t expect that

“I decide that a drop 
of whiskey might 
help.  I stand drink-
ing it in the kitchen, 
one hand down the 
front of my shorts.”



When I come to I can hear a siren outside and although the floor tiles 
feel cold against my back and the blood is wet and sticky between my legs, 
I am not really in any pain.  A man’s face comes into view and he is talking 
to me, saying, ‘Don’t worry, everything’s going to be just fine, we’re going to 
take good care of you now,’ and I smile up at him because that’s all I really 
wanted, someone to take good care of me, and under the circumstances I 
don’t think that’s too much to ask.
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they will use a knife like one of those to make the incision, probably some-
thing more like a scalpel.  But actually, the smallest knife, the li�le one 
for peeling vegetables, has a blade that isn’t so much bigger than that of 
a scalpel I realise, now that I’ve taken it out of the block and am looking 
more closely at it.



Late Latin, abdomen

by Crispin Best

 Sure. I pull the legs off spiders. If I didn’t, they would crawl into my 
mouth when I’m asleep and lay eggs. They do that trust me. Absolutely I 
pull the legs off spiders.
 Listen. Spiders are lighter than air. Throw them out of an aeroplane 
and they won’t fall, they’re not heavy enough. They’ll keep on flying next to 
you. You can watch them out the window. Go ahead: pull down the plastic 
shade, go to sleep, wake up, have a cup of coffee, smile at the stewardess, 
play with the tray, open the blind; the spider will still be there. So, a�er I 
pull their legs off I burn them. The spiders I mean. It’s pre�y unkind, but if 
you didn’t, some slammed door or open window could li� them right up 
into your mouth while you’re sleeping. And don’t go thinking that having 
no legs will stop them laying their stuff in your throat. No way.
 So. Also, the Nazis are a�er me. They’re poisoning me. They’re 
pu�ing the poison in my soap dish, under the soap. They think they’re 
pre�y smart. They sneak in while I’m sleeping and put the poison under 
there with a long syringe. They wear trench coats, tight and starchy like 
Dick Dastardly’s. The poison is supposed to turn my blood into powder. 
It was designed by the Japanese at Unit 731 in the early 1940s.  Common 
knowledge. You can read about it. If you find that difficult to believe, how 
about I tell you that there are ten times as many bacteria cells as human cells 
in your body?  You’re basically bacteria; more bacteria that you are human. 
That sounds crazy and that’s a fact.
 One time they stole my pulmonary artery, the Nazis. They put it 
back and healed up the scar before Dr. Proctor checked me out. They’re 
really messing with me. You know, they used to suck vitamins straight 
out of me. That’s how they fund their operations, by the way: they sell 
multivitamins to chemists and pharmacies. If you’ve ever bought dietary 
supplements from a chemist nearby, there’s a decent chance that you’re 
funding the Nazis and you owe me some vitamin C. It’s not all bad. If 
they hadn’t done it, I wouldn’t have figured out that you can absorb the 
goodness from oranges just by balancing one on your head. Fact. I’m doing 
it right now, as I’m writing this.
 Anyway. Last night my heart stopped beating. I was lying in bed, 
thinking about where I could buy a bullet-proof vest, when my heart just 
stopped. I was lying on my front with my hand wedged under me, looking
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at my bedside clock’s second-hand clicking round. I had this headache. My 
heart was beating at maybe 80, 90 bpm. A�er about a minute and a half of 
counting, my heart stopped. Cardiac arrest. Just like that. I’d read all about 
what to do last week, so straight away I grabbed my wrist, hunting for the 
radial artery. I sat squeezing my wrist, blinking in the darkness: nothing. I 
got out of bed. By this point my heart had been stopped probably for about a 
full thirty seconds. I checked the carotid artery in my neck: zip; the brachial 
in the inside of my elbow: zilch. My hands began to tingle, then went numb, 
the blood hardened in my capillaries. I got light-headed. I leant down to find 
the popoliteal artery at the back of my knee: nada. I stood up too fast and 
pre�y much fainted. My heart had been stopped for probably two minutes; 
brain injury would be likely if it remained stopped for more than five. Fact.
 I thumped my chest at the top of my ribs, kind of how someone 
would bring up a burp or clear their throat to give a speech, only I did it 
way, way harder than that. I jogged on the spot and shook my arms. I star-
jumped. I was starting to hyperventilate. I picked the paper bag out of the 
bedside table drawer and put it over my mouth. I regulated my breathing. 
My heart had been stopped for well over three minutes. I was panicking 
and began to flick through my copy of Gray’s, though much too fast to read 
anything, like Johnny 5 from Short Circuit. I threw the book and sat down 
on my bed. I checked my feet, one at a time, at first probing about for the 
dorsalis pedis, then the posterior tibial artery: diddly-squat, nothing at all. 
 I felt like I was coming out of my ear, like I was about three metres 
above my bed, squashed up against the ceiling and looking down at my 
body. Four minutes had passed. I pushed the green bu�on on my mobile 
twice. I struggled half-into my slippers and shuffled to the bathroom with 
the phone wedged between my shoulder and cheek. I was totally ge�ing 
tunnel vision by then so I probably knocked into and kicked over all sorts of 
crap, I don’t remember. Emergency services picked up as I was running my 
right hand under the cold tap. I tried to take the phone in my other hand to 
speak, but it slipped and smashed onto the floor. I ran back to my bedroom 
holding my wet hand up in the air. I yanked the air ioniser’s plug out of the 
wall. I took a breath and held the air in. I closed my eyes. As I was bringing 
my wet fingers down to jam into the socket, I felt a jolt beneath my breast-
bone. I brought my wet hand to my wrist. There it was again, my beating 
heart: fast and pure and true and strong.
 I let the air out of my lungs and took off my slippers. Tomorrow 
they’d try something else. I plugged the ioniser back in and got into bed. I 
closed my eyes, fingered the telescopic steel baton beneath my pillow, and 
slept.
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Aneurysm

by Jason Lee Norman

 
 I am the result of sperm and egg. I am the result of cell duplication 
and re-duplication. I am the result of primordial ooze. I am the result of 
something walking upright and losing all of its hair and now I am cold and 
my knees are ruined. She puts a thermometer in my ear. We have to wait 
for ninety seconds. I am the result of billions of tiny strings that vibrate 
a requiem mass that makes my tissue and nerves and skin cells. There is 
ringing in my ears. She wraps cloth around my arm and squeezes tighter 
and tighter. She lets go. We sigh in unison. I am the result of tiny explosions 
and I am the residue of chemical reactions. She stands in front of me and 
pushes down my tongue. I want to throw up but she smells like cigare�es 
and fancy raspberry soap. 
 I am the result of something picking up a rock and using it as a tool 
and then killing a neighbour with that tool and stealing its food. She listens
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to my heart now. It beats too fast. 
She’s going to think that it’s love 
but really it’s a serious problem. 
My cavitating pump is worn out 
and tired and will give out at any 
minute. She gives me a cup to piss 
in. I take it to the bathroom but 
no ma�er how well I aim it is still 
inevitable that I will be sprayed by 
this supposedly antiseptic mist. I 
smell like ammonia. They say the 

“I am the result of 
something picking up a 
rock and using it as a 
tool and then killing a 
neighbour with that tool 
and stealing its food.”
dirtiest part of the bathroom is the door handle. It  is certainly true of this 
bathroom. I can feel it clinging to me as I leave. She takes the cup and writes 
my name on it with black marker. The marker smells like her hair; like 
gasoline. I am at once intoxicated and sick to my stomach. I am the result 
of a herbivore or carnivore turning to omnivore. I’m not sure which. Food 
always enters my gut the same way and then sits like a brick and then kicks 
at me like a mutant fetus. It always comes out the same way: burning. 
 She puts on her latex gloves now. I can smell the sterility of them 
and a hint of talc. She cups me in her hands. She might consider this foreplay 
without the gloves. I only consider it foreplay with them. She needs me to 



cough now to feel for abnormal vibrations. I ask her what about lumps? She 
needs me to cough. I tell her that once I start I may not be able to stop. It 
will only work if I cough. I turn the engine over and spu�er like an old Fiat, 
over and over again. Her hair is so close to me now. It’s the color of sand 
and probably as filthy as a public beach; filled with urine and the carcasses 
of things that live in hair or sand. I am the result of the death of the hunter/
gatherer and the birth of agriculture. My hands shake from low blood sugar 
and I know that I have low blood sugar because of the tremor in my hands. 
She might think that this is due to fear, or to anticipation, or perhaps from 
some mild titillation due to her warm palm on my testicles but she would be 
wrong. She removes her hand and nods and tells me to put my pants back 
on. I oblige, disappointed. 
 Next I sit in a wooden chair as she readies the rubber tube and vial 
and needle. She rubs the co�on on that part of my arm I do not know the 
name of and it stirs to life with icy apprehension. I am the result of Newton. 
I go up and down. I am the result of Einstein. I go round and round. I am the 
result of Heisenberg. I am changed. She takes the needle and it does what 
needles do and I watch every drop of my plasma race into the vial. How vile. 
I am the result of the mitochondrial. I am at once my father’s bald head and 
my mother’s alcoholic brother. I am exhausted.
 She takes the vial and the cup of urine and puts them in the tiny 
fridge beside the bed. She takes off her white robe and gets into our bed. She 
turns off the light before I am ready. I crawl underneath the blankets like a 
thief. I bury my face in her filthy hair. I love you so much it makes me sick, I 
say. 
 I know, she says. She lets out a long breath which means sleep. I 
grab her breasts and breathe in deep.
 I am up all night coughing. 
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untitled

by Tristan Smith

i am not ill. melancholy smiles upon me. depression laughs at my side(s) 
- split, releasing vapours within. rising, like my mood in the light. morning 
slept away, quiet with wax. awake, i fix routine; order from chaos, 
apparently.

i remember watching ‘grange hill’ when i was young. just say no as zammo 
fished his wrap out of the cistern. i have taken every illicit substance bar 
heroin: the power of television.

if each generation needs rebellion, what remains? shooting up between 
your toes? everything else has been done, to death. full circle: conformity. 
hegemony in play. but i am not ill.

if i had 3 wishes i would go back and tell my self that drugs eviscerate 
emotion, but that journey is over. i walk away, colder than before; since 
when was reality warm? then again, i wouldn’t listen. what do i know? 
friendships endure, to my surprise. context altered, intestate. growing old, 
and i want to go home. black eyed dog, he knew my name.

rising, like smoke. imagined joy, laughter real. he called for more. da capo 
al coda.

people over the age of 30 recognise cannabis. people under, don’t. 
skunk is like a blackcurrant, made in a laboratory to taste 40 times more 
blackcurranty. (like a freakish ribena.) too much flavour ruins the palate 
– ask any wine taster. 

unfortunately, our gerontic democracy silences youth. the class A/class B 
debate misses the point that weed is divisible: old weed good, new weed 
bad. the irony is that the ubiquity of skunk is the inevitable consequence 
of effective border control. the success of  customs and excise causing the 
collective failure of young minds. it is harder to import, than to grow on 
this island. and what grows indoors, without sunlight, without soil, is not 
right, astringent.
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We hope that you have en-
joyed the wufniks up until 
this point. But wait! Don’t 
stop reading yet. There is 
more to see and do. First 
though we must tell you 
about the writer’s challenge 
for issue #2. We’ve been 
fortunate enough to have 
esteemed writer and very 
tall person Geoff Ryman set 
the next issue’s challenge. 
He is the author of ground-
breaking novel 253, and has 
won more awards than you 
have shirts.

Furthermoresome, we are 
always delighted to receive 
straight up short stories 
of up to 2,500 words with 
or without a twist of lime. 
These can be brand new sto-
ries hot from the printer or 
a dusty old tale about a dog 
wearing shoes. It doesn’t 
ma�er. If you want people 
to read it. we want it. Also. 

Geoff Ryman Challenge

“A short story of any length so long 
as it has a beginning, middle and 
end.
It does NOT deal with student life.
It is set in the future and uses future 
tense.
It is wri�en in the second person.
 

E x a m p l e

You will find your head is spinning as 
if you’ve just stepped off a funfair ride. 
It’s then you will notice that thousands 
of lighter-than-air pandas seem to have 
been set free all at once.  They will float 
up into the sky.”

For the next issue we would like you to try and send us tasty things for our third sec-
tion. It is called ‘miscellany’. Try these suggestions on for size and see if they fla�er 
your curvy areas or curve up your flat areas.
1. Try a personal ad that you’d most like to see or would be most likely to respond 
to. eg. Aquaphobe, 24 WLTM tall, dark male for sunset walks along the street and 
hoarding umbrellas. Must like astronaut food. Personal hygiene not important.
or
2. Write a biography of a fictional character. It must be exactly 100 words long. It 
could be about Mr. Potato Head, the Milky Bar Kid, Wario, the first man on Mercury, 
or any future grandchildren you plan to disown. 
The deadline for submissions is 29th February, 2008.

Send submissions to: wufniksmagazine@gmail.com

Also. Are you an illustrator? Want to see your work in wufniks? Contact us!
So there you have it. Things to work on for the coming hours and days and weeks. 
Now continue on with wufniks. There are more things to read.



“A Knife is Not a Hammer“
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Geoffrey Rushforth is a professor 
of Philosophy and English at 
the University of Belfast who is 
about to put the school on the 
literary map. His newly designed 
course is a mixture of philosophy, 
linguistics, and postmodernism 
with a focus on the stream of 
consciousness writing that writers 
like Faulkner and James Joyce 
made so popular. This will be a first 
in Europe, not due to its content, 
but due to Rushforth’s lecture 
style in which he plans to address 
the issues of postmodernism and 
stream of consciousness in the 
style of stream of consciousness 
itself. Rushforth has told Wufniks 
that each class will be a forty-eight 
minute literary vomitation or 
‘verbal happening’ in which he will 
compile his own scripts and orate 
to students in an uninterrupted 
stream of consciousness.
Rushforth’s name may sound 
familiar as he tried to introduce 
this same course in 2004 at his 
hometown of Chicago at the 
University of Illinois where 
records show that all fi�y-seven 
students in his lecture le� the 
room before the lecture was over

and subsequently dropped out 
of the class and their respective 
university careers altogether. 
Twelve students were admi�ed to 
local hospitals with mental fatigue 
and in one case second degree 
burns to his feet and hands. 
Rushforth told Wufniks that this 
incident was, “unfortunate” but 
that he is excited to start anew in 
Europe this January.
Rushforth has been kind enough 
to provide Wufniks with a 
transcript of his very first lecture 
in Chicago where he discussed 
such topics as Ireland, Joyce, and 
postmodernism in general:

On Ireland: Ireland is a land that 
has the ire of many. It is Ireland, 
and ire land, and island, and eye 
land. The eyes are on the island. 
The eyes of Britain, eyes of the 
Queen. It has always had the ire of 
so many. Before potatoes and the 
leprechauns that would beat men 
with their own shillelagh there 
were the words and verbs and 
herbs in the rivers and the hills that 
would drop drop drop drop drop 
drop drop drop into the mouths 
of the schoolchildren like dew



 Geoffrey Rushforth is the first ever recipient of the 
Richard Burton postdoctoral fellowship for work and new 
research in the field of the Arts, Le�ers, Philosophy, Math, 
Zoology, Linguistics and Physical Education. His course 
Post-Emotive Linguistics is a third year undergraduate 
English course crosslisted with graduate and phD level 
linguistics and philosophy. He lives in Belfast. 
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from leaves and they would leave 
and they would lie and lie in bed 
and lye in mouth and the drip drip 
drippings would lie on the page 
and the words were lies and the 
lies would lie there, and still do…
On Joyce: Joyce Joy Ce Ce Joyce Joy 
of the cee of the sea from the sea is 
Joyce. The father of modern le�ers 
the mother of thought brother 
to another brother passenger of 
a wheelbarrow drinker of ale. 
Birthing new fiction like a hairy 
Holstein or Jersey cow as it licks 
licks licks icks icks the placenta 
off of the newborn skin and scalp. 
Joyce Presley, Joyce Luis Borges, 
Joycetoyevsky, The Old Man and 
the Joyce, Joyce in the morning, 
noon, and night. He did not pen 
with a write and his first English 
was not language

On Postmodernism: Hocus pocus, 
ala Kazaam, toil toil burn and 
bubble, pulling hats out of 
rabbits and stealing watches and 
magnesium strips and shiny 
coins. This type of literary theory 
is meant to confuse and mystify. 
There is no rabbit hole only a 
holy rabbit whose halo is made of 
feathers. The mystery mystifiers 
and qualifiers and modifiers 
would have you dazed and 
confused when the true answers 
are in the sacrifice of heart, and 
a hearth with rice and a hearth 
warming moment of warm lice 
and lies. There are sleeve cells up 
my skin and keep your eyes on the 
ball and your I’s on the wall. The 
television will be revolutionized.
Pencils down. The test is made up 
of trick questions.



7.

The Eiffel with balls,
Oriental Pearl Tower

looks peculiar.

8.

John Hancock Center.
One hundred floors exactly.

That’s sweet, isn’t it?
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On the Origin of Heehees

Rufus Wilbraham was born in Guam in 1952. Aged 20, he dropped out of 
school to pursue a career as an amateur saxophonist. Transcriptions of some 
of his most-loved improvisations were published in Amateur Saxophonist 
Monthly and Professional Saxophonist Triennial. He has lived in places 
as diverse as the Northern Mariana Islands, the Pacific Islands and the 
Federated States of Micronesia. He is a prominent folklorist and currently 
teaches Oral and Non-literary Traditions at The University of Papua New 
Guinea in Port Moresby, Papua New Guinea. wufniks caught up with 
him to try and get some definitive answers to the questions of our age.
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Wufniks: Why did the chicken 
cross the road?
Rufus Wilbraham: The chicken 
was in fact being chased by a 
bobcat (or, it has been speculated, 
a hungry orphan dressed as a 
bobcat) and had to choose between 
certain death at the hands (claws / 
jaws really) of the bobcat (or of 
course at the knife and fork of the 
lovely orphan) or possible death 
beneath the slowly approaching 
wheels of a large vehicle. 
Naturally, the chicken took his 
chances. The incident took place in  

1915 on the Colorado Loop of the 
Lincoln Highway and was notable 
because it is supposed to have led 
to the first ever pile-up (comprised 
of two cars) on a United States 
highway.
W: Knock, knock.
RW: Yes. Most front doors have a 
peephole these days. One can see, 
the person at the door is someone 
wishing to share with you if you 
have a minute the glory of Jesus 
Christ. They have leaflets tucked 
under their arm and are smiling.
W: An Englishman, Irishman and 
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a Scotsman walk into a bar…
RW: The Englishman, Irishman 
and the Scotsman were originally, 
respectively, William Morris, 
Thomas Edison and Charles 
Rennie Mackintosh, based on an 
actual 1895 meeting between the 
three men, during Edison’s only 
visit to the United Kingdom. 
The content of the conversation is 
likely to have been a new invention 
- the Vitascope projector - for 
which Edison was in the process of 
gaining a UK patent. Edison was 
keen for two of the most respected 
men in British industry and 
society to endorse his commodity, 
and perhaps even lend a creative 
hand to the beautification of the 
screen onto which the images 
were projected – a feature with 
which Edison was unsatisfied. In 
actual fact, Edison was not the 
inventor of the projector (it had 
been invented by Charles Francis 
Jenkins and Thomas Armat the 
previous year); however, in typical 
Edisonian fashion this did not 
stop him from taking the credit.  
The story goes that, upon being 

quizzed on the workings 
of the projector by his two 
intriguedassociates, Edison 
became unstuck, contradicting 
and confusing himself in the 
process, stumbling over his words 
and finding himself in some 
disarray. Mackintosh and Morris 
(who was by this time in declining 
health, beginning to suffer from, 
as his doctor so aptly put it, 
‘just being William Morris’) thus 
rollicked and became uproarious. 
This foolishness of the ‘Irishman’ 
(as they dubbed him, thanks to 
his quite singular accent and in 
keeping with the general antipathy 
to the Irish of the time, thanks to 
the apparent unwantedness of the 
union) thus became immortalized 
in this anecdote as well as in 
indelicate joke a�er indelicate 
joke. Thomas Edison was, as we all 
know, actually from Dutch stock.
W: What’s the difference between 
a bagpipe and an onion?
RW: There are, I’m sure you 
can appreciate, a great many 
differences between different 
things.
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Rufus Wilbraham’s Ungagged is published by Profile Books. 

W: Doctor, doctor! I swallowed a 
bone!
RW: Doctors are plagued daily 
by the self-diagnosis and wanton 
hypochondria of their patients. 
They rarely, however, and sadly, 
are able to respond with any great 
wit.
W: How many professional 
wrestlers does it take to change a 
light bulb?
RW: Very o�en, if you are 
confused as to whether a bayonet 
or screw fi�ing bulb is required, 
it can be particularly helpful to 
hand you the requisite bulb, and 

to save yourself from having to have 
a second person there - to go up 
and down stepladders repeatedly.
W: What do you get when you 
cross an elephant with a skin 
doctor?
RW: When you cross two 
dissimilar things, the results can 
be sometimes desirable (see: 
Cockapoo, Labradoodle, Gerbador 
Sheptriever, Alapaha Blue Blood 
Bull Boxer), but can very o�en 
be horrific, as dramatised in 
David Cronenburg’s disturbing 
adaptation of Nickelodeon’s 
CatDog.



9.

Petronas Towers.
Should this count as one or two?
They’re both the same height…

10.

Empire State Building.
Sleepless in Sea�le and

King Kong’s scratching post.
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The essential function of the 
public transport system, through 
the means of vehicles, is to take 
people from one place to another, 
a fact which is established by 
the transactions that take place 
between the consumer and the 
provider of the service, in the form 
of tickets and money, on a one-to-
one basis. Given the ephemeral 
nature of these transactions, they 
nevertheless install themselves 
into the individual’s memory 
and become sufficient proofs, 
so that even if the ticket were to 
be destroyed en-route, for some 
reason, its destruction does not 
invalidate the travel but only 
raises questions of a legal nature, 
which depend on chance. Only 
ticket-less travel can bring the 
entire scandal of public transport 
and, by extension, of travel in 
general into light. The transaction 
on the personal level being absent 
in this case, neither a concrete 
proof nor a memory of obtaining 
a concrete proof is inclusive to the 
travel experience, which violates 
the chief principle on which the 
public transport operates.
Consider a ticket-less traveller in a 
train being confronted by a  ticket 
examiner, either at the station he 

alights at or on the train. It is now 
to this monstrous solidifier of 
fictitious travel that the ticket-less 
traveller has to prove the reality 
of his travel. He has to invent a 
ticket which he purchased and 
which must have dropped from 
his pocket while taking out the 
handkerchief, he has to create 
the memory of standing in the 
long queue at the ticket window, 
the pock-marked face of the man 
si�ing at it, the slightly torn note 
that he was returned with the 
change. Of course, none of this 
can work like the solid proof 
of a ticket. But now, the ticket 
examiner has to rely upon him 
for the very purpose of penalising 
him, and the rule of law which has 
been violated is further subjected 
to his opinion, knowledge, and 
creativity. The only real proof that 
he has of his travel is the memory 
of the experience itself, which 
now revealed to him as entirely 
fictitious, leaves him pondering 
over the sensations created by the 
place he le� and those by the place 
he has arrived at, which make him 
wonder whether the two places are 
only two different juxtapositions 
of objects and events due to a 
change in point-of-view.  

Conception of Public Transportation

by Snehal Vadher



Westlake’s Predictions
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Dr. Aaron Westlake was a student 
at the University of Eastern 
Missouri during their inaugural 
year in 1908 and later became a 
popular professor of mathematics 
and game theory at Berkley 
college in California, USA from 
1939-1957. A�er retiring he 
became a mystic/numerologist to 
such Hollywood actors as Steve 
McQueen, Katherine Hepburn, 
and Jaid and John Barrymore Jr. In 
October 1969 he was asked by the 
San Francisco police department 
to consult with them on the 
meanings of a number of ciphers 
sent to them by the supposed 
“Zodiac” killer. Westlake turned 
down this offer and the SFPD 
moved on to psychics Josephe 
DeLouise and Noreen Reiner 
although no arrests were made 
with their assistance. DeLouise 
writes about Westlake in his  
book, What I See, and called him, 
“the only psychic to ever give me 

chills”. Delouise was referring to 
Westlake’s supposed prediction of 
Nixon’s resignation, the two wars 
in Iraq and the terrorist a�acks 
on Madrid in 2004. None of his 
predictions were ever wri�en 
down and Westlake died in 1987.
On January 1st 2008, however, the 
University of Eastern Missouri 
announced that they had recovered 
a list of predictions made by 
Westlake for the University’s 100th 
year. These predictions came in 
the form of twelve horoscopes 
with a forecast for our current 
year and were entered into a class 
time capsule during his freshman 
semester. These are the only 
wri�en predictions on record and 
Westlake’s estate has allowed us to 
share them here.
They are reprinted over the next 
three pages alongside illustrations 
provided by child psychic and the 
UK’s youngest living genius, Sky 
Shum.
 



Pisces (The Happy Trout): Normally reserved, 
introverted, creative, and meek; this will be a 
good year for you to try out your singing 
voice. Build something with your hands and 
then smash it with a mallet. This will be a 
good year to invest some extra doubloons you 
may have in the markets. Open toed shoes in 
the evening will be detrimental in the summer 
months while Venus is in your fi�h house. 
Be wary of the Irish. Virgo will be a strong 
companion during this year.

Aries (The Ram): You are intelligent, a good 
leader, hard headed, and an excellent blood 
type. You will need all of these traits in what the 
stars and numbers predict will be a tumultuous 
year for you. Your moon and Mars will be in 
direct co-reliance during the beginning of the 
year and this means you will have to cut out 
all poultry, jams and preserves during January 
and February. On the creative side, during the 
spring, if you are thinking of writing a play, 
composing a sonnet, or performing in a choir, 
now is the time to do something to get noticed. 

Taurus (The Bull): There is never an easy way 
to say that you will need to learn new skills 
this year or face extinction. You, more than 
any other, will have to become more like your 
zodiac partner to overcome these challenges. 
Like a bull you must be fierce, sexually 
aggressive, and quick to anger. Ironically, 
avoid the colour red during this year. If you are 
planning to start a family or raise children, 2008 
is not a good year because any children born to 
you are likely to have webbed toes and become 
politicians.
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Aquarius (The Water Pitcher): Issac Newton 
predicted in his early writings, based on 
biblical numerology, that dragons will re-
emerge in 2012 to enslave humanity. My 
calculations, based on certain anomalies in 
tide and avalanche pa�erns, have the dragons 
hatching in early 2008 and not four years later 
as Mr. Newton would have you think. Their 
hatching season falls under the same moon as 
your birth cycle so it will be important for you 
to be adept at scrounging the scorched earth 
for bits of iron and steel that can be forged to 
launch the countera�ack. This will be a good 
year for you to consider a move or perhaps a 
change of vocation.



Gemini (The Double): You are a shi�y 
and untrustworthy sign. Baked goods are 
important to you this year and try to keep 
as many as fi�een spices in the house at all 
times. The Chinese should be running things 
by now so learning a second language is an 
important goal for you to set this year. Be 
careful as Mercury moves into your fi�h house 
during the spring as this will carry with it an 
unhealthy a�raction to dogs and lemons.

Cancer (The Crab): Your life pursuit is to 
have constant reassurance and 2008 will be 
no different. Avoid even numbers and try to 
se�le on one haircut and jacket for the entire 
year. The war in Alaska should have the price 
of firewood soaring by the time the Moon is in 
your twel�h house so invest in coal before the 
winter comes.

Leo (The Good Lion): A born leader and 
sexually virile, this is a perfect year to organize 
a trip abroad. Your house will burn down on 
a Friday. Try to stay as close as you can to 
magpies, crows, and other carrion birds. Cut 
off a small appendage or try adultery. The 
la�er part of 2008 will be disruptive and poor 
for business ventures as a long time associate 
and friend will be accused of murder. Vocation 
changes are not recommended but a change in 
wardrobe may be due.

Virgo (The Virgin): Your goal in 2008 is 
the search for truth and unity through 
sandwiches. Keep an eye on the price of 
grain and invest in a mortar and pestle and 
try to keep some good spreads on hand. Love 
is on the horizon later this year as the sun 
and Mercury move into co-reliance. Many 
will be struck dead with the Russian red 
(Communist) measles. If you survive, love is 
sure to blossom.
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Scorpio (The Stinging Death Beetle): You 
are resilient, passionate, and a survivor. 
Your element is water so drink plenty of 
it. You are a fate driven sign and this year 
your fate will lead you to a great invention. 
Use your creativity and drive to create a 
new frog repellent, longevity powder, or 
manipulate light waves to make fruits and 
vegetables much smaller. Children are in 
your future because by now they should 
be responsible for about 95% of the world’s 
labour. Your children will be born with 
strong backs and tiny hands.

Sagi�arius (The Archer): You are overly 
expressive and prone to frequent breakdowns, 
both physical and mental. Try to stay out 
of the sun as much as possible this year. 
Travelling may be the cure to any complacency 
throughout the year but stay away from 
countries with stars on their flag. Any political 
aspirations must be dropped and botany will 
become very important. Your lucky numbers 
are fire and walnuts.

Capricorn (The Faun): You are resilient and 
your family and friends are most important 
to you this year. Speak loudly in most social 
situations and peanuts will become quite 
useful. Balance is also important this year so 
make sure everything in your house is bolted 
to the floor or ceiling. Any slanting should 
be corrected immediately. If space travel has 
become affordable then a trip to your ruling 
Saturn is recommended in the first half of the 
year. Love will come from a woman with lots of 
spaces between her teeth and pay a�ention to 
the numbers 27 and 4 and align yourself with 
any Spaniards.

Libra (The Scales): Your ruling element is air 
so that is most important to you in 2008. It is 
imperative to avoid complications in your life 
this year. Any communications with family or 
loved ones should be done in writing only, 
or if absolutely necessary, with a system of 
ringing bells. Business pursuits do not interest 
Librans so most of your money should be 
kept safe in a hole or coffee can. Your lucky 
numbers are April and honeybees.



Thanks to,

Anyone who submi�ed, Emma Lowe, MJ Hyland, Lai Fun Lee and Sky Shum, 
Joe Nightingale, Ian McGuire, Geoff Ryman, Sean Joyce, Jamie Lancaster, 
Student Direct, Centre for New Writing, Manchester University Press,  Oscar 
Peterson, Richard Miller, Rowena Kennally, Hardy’s Well, John Smith, The Tat-
tooist Sailor Jerry, Goggles Pizano, Xavier Stone.

And, Jorges Luis Borges.

    Story 1 (boring story)           Story 2 (exciting story)
 
   Once upon a time, the end.   ‘’Mum, I slept with your boyfriend.’’

The Final Word

by Jen Glyn
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