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Holy hamstrings!
Is this really Issue #2? Is that what this 
is? Issue #2? Are you sure? Issue #2! 
Wait. Seriously? Wow!
OK! So. Welcome to wufniks. Thank 
you so much for taking time out to 
look at us. You are kind. We hope with 
the whole of our hearts that you will 
not curse the day you met us.
Look through this issue and you will 
find stories about murder, a word 
supermarket, breakfast in bed, and 
the Japanese way of the Samurai. Not 
enough for you? We also have the 
anatomical location of the soul, the 
end of the world, a flock of sheep set 
on fire, a mezzanine, and a famished 
camel. Our beloved J.L.Borges even 
makes an appearance. They must be 
worth a look, each and all and every 
one of them.
So. We think you’ll agree that things 
look promising even without the fact 
that  science fiction and fantasy award-
winner and all round superman Geoff 
Ryman has provided our contributors 
with a challenge for this very issue!
Such a delightful man and able to 
reach the very highest of shelves. 
Lovely to have around for so many 
reasons.
Also. Irvine Welsh has provided a 
challenge for Issue #3. Go find it!
So. The question is. What’s keeping 
you? There is so much to see. So many 
nice pictures too. We are all of us so 
very lucky.
Right! Go! Read! wufniks!
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In The Beginning Was

by E M Taylor

What will his first word be?
He has been working towards this moment for years, slaving away 

wordlessly. He walks into Word Mart, the expectation bearing down on him. 
Outside, the silent wordless disaffected lurk, crouched jealously, hoping 

to catch a stray le�er, some small word dropped from the pocket of a careless 
word-shopper. The blessed buyers browse, they choose, they acquire; they add 
them to their vocabularies, vast, opulent, copious. Expensive. I’ve been there. 
My first word, how it felt in my hand; I remember. 

What will he choose? He peruses the aisles, looks over isles, ails, ice. Not 
this one, not that. The X-Rated words are shelved high above his head, out of reach. 
 I remember the first word, the exact price, the feel of it in my mouth. 
Before that my tongue lolled in my mouth like an indolent dog. But he wouldn’t 
understand that; those words aren’t his, yet. Tropes are out of his price range. 
But I was rich; my first metaphor was a gi� for my fi�h birthday. The golden 
sunbeams. The heat, the warmth, the richness. I liked it. I drank it down. And 
soon there were more. I did it all, creeping like a criminal in the inky night. I 
was through with literality. I had become a trope-ese artist, flying high above 
the literal sentence. O�en I fell and a bed of broken language grew up around 
me like rushes, like weeds, like a forest. I mixed my metaphors and grew 
crazed, bright as a bu�on and happy as clam. 
 I took it far too far. Hooked on hyperbole, overcome by oxymoron, I 
lost everything. I was a mess of metaphors; nothing could stand in the way of 
the wonders of the word. Teary-eyed, abstemious interventionists appeared on 
the doorstep of my tower of high prose. They confiscated every thesaurus. At 
Alliterators Anonymous, fellow verbivores described the depths to which they 
had sunk. Parody, plagiarism, neologising, comma-splicing. Our degradation 
knew no bounds. In time, we learned to trust the monosyllable. We saw the 
light. We became born-again literalists; we were repulsed by rhyme, alienated 
by assonance - word withdrawal is a torment beyond description. The last of 
the rhetorical, the figurative and the ironic finally seeped out of my system. I 
was redeemed.
 And so, what will he choose? Beyond his imagination, the wordless 
workers wander the verbless verges, a nounless nothingness of non-alliterative 
adventures. He stops. ‘What can I afford?’ he thinks. He chooses. He smiles a 
drugged smile, the high price of the fix forgo�en. 
Cauliflower. 
And so it begins. 
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Bushido

by Michael E. Halmshaw

My wife says she wants a child so I’m thinking about stealing young Philip 
from next door.

Philip plays with plastic samurai toys in his back garden. Both toys have white 
kimonos. One kimono is painted on. The other is co�on, I think. He rams them 
into each other head first. Philip is likely too young to understand bushido.

I see Philip’s father Tom in their drive. He is under the car adjusting or 
examining something. I go into our back garden. Philip’s not in theirs. He’s 
upstairs in his bedroom, playing computer games. I stand on a dead tree trunk 
and look up.  His bedroom glows green. He turns the controller like a steering 
wheel even though he’s playing football games. I can hear the computerised 
crowd. I wonder if I should steal a smarter child. 
It’s interesting that my wife wants a 
child. We don’t spend a lot of time 
together. Sometimes she drinks a 
glass of orange juice while I check my 
barometers and then we are in the 
same room. But we don’t say much.

Philip’s friends also appear to be 
morons. They have a party and one of 

"He turns the controller 
like a steering wheel 
even though he’s 
playing football games. 
I wonder if I should 
steal a smarter child."

them ends up with chocolate ice-cream all over his shirt. This is a shame. Our 
other neighbours don’t have any children.

The Arrans live across the road. Their detached house has taken a few steps 
back from the rest. Everyone else’s home is semi-detached. They have a pond at 
the back and their children work in the city. One son visits them in a Mercedes. 
He might be stronger than me.

My wife asks when we are going to have a child. Soon, I say, and try to smile. 
She does not even try to smile. How unfortunate that Philip is an imbecile.

I don’t think my wife understands bushido either. Everyone is ignorant of 
something.
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Marrying seems like the thing to do, I’d say.

It’s been seven days since I came up with the idea of stealing Philip. But now I 
see he’s not the child for us.

I wait outside playgrounds in my car. But how do I find out if the children are 
intelligent? None of them exhibit signs of higher thought.

I consider abandoning this plan. 

Four of the mothers who pick up their children by the school gates talk and 
look at me. I’ll have to bring something along next time – a book, a chess board. 
Then they’ll know I’m not trying to steal their children. Besides, my wife only 
wants one.

A policeman patrols along the school gates. I’ll have to move on.

Where to begin? Children are everywhere. How old should it be? Male or 
female? Would my wife accept Philip? Are her standards low?

I decide to ask my wife: What colour hair should it have?

Mine is grey.

My wife moves to live with her sister.

There is more space in bed.
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Dylan - From Welsh, dy (“great”) and 
llanw (“sea”). In Welsh Mythology, 
Dylan was the god of the Tides; he 
walked with a limp and had a skin 
the colour of a beetroot stain. Dylans 
are fans of Czech versions of proverbs; 
for example they would say ‘tread 
like a cat around hot porridge’ rather 
than ‘beat about the bush’. Dylans 
typically become superheroes or actors. 

Thomas - Greek form of the Aramaic 
name Te’Oma, which means “twin”. 
Many Thomases are not, in fact, 
one of a set of twins. Thomases are 
famed for their scepticism. They 
are are fleet of foot and excellent at 
remembering passwords. Thomases 
are also known for their cheekiness, 
their gumption, their short stumpy 
funnels and their six small wheels.

Jack - Derived from Jackin (earlier Jankin), a 
medieval pet form of JOHN. Jack is a verb 
and a noun. Jacks are unashamedly fond of 
being tickled and are excellent whistlers. 
Jacks are unnecessarily competitive 
thumb-warriors and are prone to lactose-
intolerance. Jack Nicholson and Jack the 
Ripper are famous bearers of this name.
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Another Brick in the Wall

by Will Tantam

He pulled the watch further from his face; the seconds did not pass so loudly 
there. Le�ing the book fall into the valley between his two bent knees, he 
slumped back onto the pillow behind him. He felt, and was, idle. He spent his 
days half-reading books, borrowing tomes of foreign, translated poetry, only 
to flick through them, read a stanza, skip a hundred pages, read another. He 
carried no literary aspirations. He enjoyed the feeling of the well-worn leather 
sofa he spent his hours on. There were cushions, but they had long since been 
moulded into the being of the sofa; they had become one with it and continued 
to merge further and further into the so� slump of the smooth, pale brown 
surface.
 A brick came through the window, seeming to carry the glass shards 
so�ly through the air, in a moment of silent bliss. The brick slammed onto the 
polished wooden coffee table, hacked its way across it and slumped down. 
Pieces of glass giggled across the floor into every recess of the room. None 
touched him, and he didn’t move. He read until the end of the poem, looked to 
the light in the centre of the room, turned the page, and read the next one. He 
placed the book down, walked across the room and looked out into the street. 
The day was grey, the city swallows continued gossiping over the morning 
behind them, wondering what excitement would next unfold between man 
and man. He listened to them, thought of his typewriter, and pulled his jumper 
back down to below his belt.
 He walked carefully out of the room, opened the airing cupboard 
beneath the stairs and picked up the dustpan and brush, checking to see that 
it had been cleaned since it was last used.  Beginning from the area nearest the 
door, he slowly made his way throughout the room, collecting each shard of 
glass, careful to check beneath the piles of old books. He collected the books 
as he went round, arranging them according to author’s surname, taking them 
into his disused study next door. Joyce followed Henry James through to the 
next room, and finally Zola was placed in position of honour at the bo�om-
right of the shelves. Picking up Che Guevara, he  thought  of  his  own   travels 

around Spain. He wondered 
what had happened to the 
utopian, who still sometimes 
sprang up during excited 
recollections, and placed the 
book in the non-fiction area of 
his collection.

"He closed his eyes and felt it 
on him, the feeling of life, of 
fresh air and cold bodies, of 
genocide and of John Lennon."
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 Having collected the glass, double-bagged it, and thrown it away, he 
was le� looking at the brick.  He shook the glass dust off it, and felt it in his 
hands. He felt its weight beneath his frail forearms, pulled it back as if to throw 
it, then lowered it again. He placed it on the table. In the kitchen, he picked up 
his bo�le of wine, and brought it back into the living room along with a large-
rimmed glass.  He sat back into his slump in the couch and poured himself a tall 
glass of medium-bodied Rioja.  He had to lean right down to place the bo�le on 
the floor. He could feel the tension in his back.  He breathed out slowly, finished 
his glass without hurry, and felt the air invade the room through the smashed 
window. He closed his eyes and felt it on him, the feeling of life, of fresh air and 
cold bodies, of genocide and of John Lennon. He poured himself another glass, 
this time placing the bo�le on top of the brick on the table. He began to pore 
through a book of photographs that lay beside him, which he had always used 
as a coaster. The nude girls and elderly men spoke of youth and old age, the 
artistic cliché and endless Parisian street scenes.
 Saturday passed lazily, the window remained smashed and opened 
onto the street, and Sunday arrived. It was a sunny, chilled day, relaxed in 
its atmosphere as if his watch should stop now to reach timelessness in this 
tranquil morning. He went again into the airing cupboard and picked up his 
father’s ancient toolbox. He pulled the cover off the top and heard it screech 
with rust. He oiled its hinges, played them back and forth to work the oil in, 
and then took out a suitable looking tool. Bit by bit, he removed the window 
frame, the last shards of glass, the slightly ro�en sealant. He sanded the gloss 
off the paint around the hole in his living room, took out the tape measure and 
measured the lengths and widths.
 He set up his wind-up radio and tuned it to Radio 4. He put a sun hat 
on his head and brought his deck chair outside. He mixed some cement and 
one by one began depleting the stack of bricks that lay in his front garden. 
Neighbours passed with their morning papers, their wives and monotonous 
lives, all wondering firstly who this man was and secondly what he was doing 
bricking his front window up on such a beautiful Sunday morning.
 Coming towards the centre of the brickwork, he went back into the 
living room through the front door and picked up the brick from the table, 
placing the wine glass on the floor. He laid the brick on his gatepost and wiped 
his hands on his dusty shirt. He flicked the dial of the radio to Virgin. They 
were playing Bob Dylan. He burst open a can of beer, sat back in his deckchair, 
and wondered just what to do with this brick. He wondered whether to mark 
it. He decided to leave it blank. He took a gulp of the drink, placed the brick in 
place, and within an hour had bricked up the rest of the hole. Bringing a book 
of translated Borges poems out into his front garden, he se�led back into his 
deckchair. With music from his youth playing over the radio, he watched the 
cement dry.
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The Head is Also a Limb

by Ma� Hull

On the last Sunday in October the man from the university called at the house. 
He wanted to know if Mr. Latchford could accommodate another student in 
the a�ic bedroom. The man was bald but had wild, brambled hair patched 
across his face. "I can take in another student, sure," replied Mr. Latchford. 
"Accommodating them though is quite another thing."

The new lodger arrived shortly a�er supper-time on the Tuesday, 
announcing himself with a single knock. He was a student of medicine from 
Odense. It had taken him several hours to make his way across Dublin from 
the university to the house; he carried his belongings in two cloth sacks. He 
had arrived from Denmark with a steamer trunk, but had to sell it to buy 
his instruments. Mrs. Latchford wheeled around him, weaving between his 
branches as she removed the coat from his back. She offered to make him a 
sandwich for his supper. Mr. Latchford asked his name. 

"Tomas." 
"I hear you are studying to be a physician. Is this true?" 
"Certainly. I pray that I should be a surgeon." The vowels were clipped 

in half.  Mr. Latchford sat on the low stool next to the coat stand. There were no 
other chairs in the hallway. 

"Do you o�en pray, Tomas?" 
The plaster on the wall was crumbling; there were fissures in its surface. 

Beneath the cracked white membrane, Tomas could see, the wall was different 
- orange, pink, charcoal. 

"I ought to say it is my great hope, sir." 
Mr. Latchford examined the young man, his tall throat, his prominent 

ears and the arrogant distance between his eyes. "A man ought to pray, Tomas, 
ask certain things of the almighty." Mr. Latchford strained himself from 
the stool; his clubbed fingers wrapped around the spine of the coat stand. 
"Especially such a man as would be poking around inside his most blessed 
creation, made in his own image no less." 

Tomas stared at Mr. Latchford's cheek: dark veins like a mess of thread, 
tangled and kno�ed. His circulation is poor. Tomas's fingers were covered in 
blisters from carrying the sacks. He pulled them to his dripping nose, skin 
burnt frozen against skin. 

"The food will be ready." 
Tomas pulled apart the sandwich, eating the innards but leaving the 
bread. 
"I am informed I am to sleep inside the ceiling." 
Mrs. Latchford led him up to the a�ic room of the townhouse.
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It was when Morna heard the dragging of the sacks on the narrow 
staircase that she awoke and, peering out of her door, saw Tomas for the first 
time. 

It was nearly a month a�er he arrived that Morna Latchford came to 
visit Tomas in the a�ic bedroom. Her smock was simple, grey. It was far too 
big for her and hung from one shoulder. The shirt beneath it was blue. Mrs. 
Latchford had o�en tried to make her wear a green shirt. Morna would only 
wear blue though; the blind man who sold matches three roads across had told 
her that blue shirts were lucky. It was only a few weeks later he succumbed to 
the syphilitic rot that had claimed his sight. 

"Daddy says you are pretending to be a doctor." 
Tomas was wrapped in a woven blanket: blue, covered in woven birds. 

He was reading. 
"I am in study to be a surgeon." 
"You're at school then, like the other ones."
The floor was sca�ered with open books, mostly anatomical studies: 

pictures of webs and baubles and the red trinkets of the chest cavity. There were 
drawings of the mechanisms of the inside - of the chains and the pendulums 
and the weights and pulleys. Morna crouched amongst the images.

"I know surgery. It's difficult but I am clever." She ran her palm over a 
painting of the muscles in the foot. "The heart makes blood and lungs make the 
air." 

"The heart and the lungs are internal organs. They do not make 
anything. It is certainly impossible for the organ to be creator." 

"How about arms and legs, are they eternal organs?" 
"The arm and the leg are limbs; they stand from the body." 
"Like the head." 
"The head is not similar. It contains the brain and the mouth and eyes. 

And also the ears and nose." 
"Daddy says that the soul is eternal too; does that mean it is an eternal 

organ as well?" 
"That is a thing to do with God." 
Morna stared at the woven birds. Songbirds. 
"Daddy says you can't love God if you keep cu�ing people just to see 

what is inside." 
Tomas wrung his hands together. Their spindles buckled and cracked. 
"Catholics are just as interested in holes in flesh as the surgeon: all the 

paintings and statues and also the carvings; the blood and bone from the wrist 
and the ankle; the thorns and the bleeding around his head." 

That night she started to draw what the soul looked like. It was 
orange; flat, heavy red veins ran along its far side. There were two tubes that 
came off it: one ran to the lungs and the other to the heart. It was there, she 
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There was a trick, Tomas learned, to folding cadavers into the hospital 
sheets. Under, over, under, tuck. Like pastry. If this was not done correctly the 
body would slip out whilst it was being carried. 

The body that was brought into the teaching auditorium that day had 
clearly not been correctly folded; the leg was broken in two places. It must 
have been a long drop, a flight of stairs. The bone ju�ed proud of the flesh - the 
splintered end of a ro�en broom handle. 

"The subject was brought to the infirmary yesterday a�ernoon 
complaining of pains in her chest and loss of feeling across the le� side of her 
body. Less than one hour later she had expired." The doctor removed his jacket, 
collars and tie but le� his waistcoat. "According to the on-duty ward sister the 
subject was `engaged in prolonged and violent convulsions' just moments prior 
to the end." 

An assistant tied the strings of the brown apron around the doctor. It 
never washed out but it could fade in. That was why it was brown. 

"Most likely this means there was some kind of internal haemorrhaging. 
There will be, then, in all probability some not insignificant mess once we enter 
the chest cavity." 

The doctor drew the scalpel from the shadowed hollow at the nape of 
the neck to the hump of her swollen gut. In the unwholesome light cast through 
the high glass ceiling, her skin was grey. This was the first time Tomas had seen 
a woman naked. With pliers the doctor cut through her sternum, opening her 
like a wardrobe. Inside, it was a clu�er of burst sinew and gristle. With syrupy 
hands the doctor beckoned the students to look closer at the woman. 

"Observe: here we have a ruptured heart valve." 
Tomas admired the flower of it - the thick stem, the torn red petals. 

Morna would o�en take a long time to travel home. She did not like to 
miss things, and there is so much that can be missed. Today she was searching 
for flowers. The flowers were for Tomas. She padded through the milk and 
feathers of the marketplace, past the brewhouse where sulphur and gin 
stiffened the air, to the low stone wall where the flowers were. 

She was there to meet him when he arrived back at the house late that 
a�ernoon. 

“These are for you, Tomas.” She held up her arm to him, her li�le fist 
a pebble. The heads of the posies were grazing his coat, pollen chalking the 
rough wool. He examined it, the welter of ro�ing vegetation. Noxious and sad. 
He took the flowers. 
              "Thank you Morna."
 "What did you do today at the hospital? Is everyone still poorly?" 

"Today we looked inside the body."

had felt it before - its vibrations all down the le� side of her body. That was 
where it was.
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“Did you find out why the man was poorly? Did you make him 
be�er?” 

“It was a dead body.” He looked at Morna’s feet, milk and feathers. 
"When you looked in did you see his soul?" 
He remembered the ruptured muddle of her insides, the soup of it 

spilling onto the pale leather of her skin - remembered the spray carnation of 
the burst valve. 

"Hers. The body was a woman. I think, maybe that I did see it." A wind 
blew Tomas's scarf across his face, obliterating his sight and feeding him with 
cloth. When he tucked it back into his collar Morna was staring at him. 

"At school, Father Barran said that you must confess to save the soul." 
"Did you confess?" 
Morna knocked the mud from her thick stockings, smearing it to her 

ankles. 
"I just made things up. I want my soul to be safe. Are you going to 

confess Tomas?" 
"I am not certainly sure to what I should confess. I cannot remember 

my sins; I ought to say maybe there are none for me to confess." 
"You must Tomas. Make them up - it's easy. Say that you have stolen." 

She shoved a hairpin into his hand - a brass songbird mid-chirp, its eye a glass 
bead. "Say you have stolen this from me. I want your soul to be safe." 

He took it, lumbered to the a�ic room and fell asleep.

Tomas did not come back to the house from the hospital the next 
evening. Morna was bursting with theories but Mr. Latchford wouldn’t hear 
them. He was no doubt passed-out on some bar, or else lying pickled in a gu�er 
a mile away. Typical, he said, of the young man’s disregard. 

Two days a�er that, a man from the university arrived at their door. 
He was not the same man who had come to call two months before; there was 
no brush-beard but instead a clef of black hair cemented by sweat to the brow. 
According to what the police had told the university, it appeared that Tomas 
was unable to find heavy enough rocks and so had tied bags of firewood to his 
boots before jumping into the Liffey. This meant that he had floated for almost 
ten minutes and would have likely survived were it not for the barge that had 
cle� his head in two.

Morna was wrapped around the banister rails, listening. They couldn’t 
take the books. Not yet. Her grey smock ripped at the knee as she tripped on 
the first flight of stairs, the shoulder of her blue shirt tore on a hanging nail on 
the doorframe of the a�ic bedroom. She could hear them clmibing the stairs. 
Stub fingers tore at the corners of the pages; greasy fingertrails marked their 
surfaces. There must be a picture of it; she knew it was there, knew it was real. 
She could feel it now, its vibrations all down her le� side.
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Joshua - From the Hebrew name 
Yehoshu’a, which means “YAHWEH is 
salvation”. It is generally a bad idea 
to name a computer ‘Joshua’. Joshuas 
are prone to baldness, vegetarianism 
and hope. They are particularly 
adept at hangman and gu�ing fish.

Rhys - Means “enthusiasm” 
or “ardour” or “eagerness” or 
“verve”  in Welsh. If they could 
change one thing about their face 
it would be their lack of a top lip.
Rhyses are keen fare-dodgers and 
take an inordinately long time 
to tie their shoelaces. Rhyses are 
constantly mortified. ‘Rhys’ is 
best deployed as a middle name.

Daniel - From the Hebrew name 
Daniyyel, meaning “God is my 
judge”. O�en shortened to ‘Danny’ 
or ‘Danno’, Daniels are usually to 
be found on park benches, enjoying 
a lunch of duck pâté and tangerines 
straight out of a carrier bag.  Famous 
bearers of this name include Swiss 
mathematician Daniel Bernoulli and 
American sportswriter Dan Daniel.
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If You Change Your Address Please Let Us Know

by Snehal Vadher

My uncle the bachelor, jobless and childless since God knows when, received 
a camel by post one pre�y summer morning. The two hairs on his head stood 
in bewilderment to form the V of a TV antenna, flashing a message across the 
screen which read “What the hell am I to do now?” The postman asked him 
to sign, saying that all charges had been paid by the sender, one Honorious 
Friendly, a man unknown to uncle. A�er signing, he turned to the camel and 
said,
 “Come in, and please make yourself at home.”
 The camel ate curtains for lunch and chandeliers for dinner. But 
soon uncle’s worries about him came to an end, for at the end of the month 
Mr Friendly sent an elephant by express delivery. Uncle blew up in rage, 
shouting,
 “Bloody hell, bloody hell,” and the postman said,
 “Sir, no blasphemies please!”
 The elephant drank lots of water everyday, leaving uncle without a 
bath, and also ate all the veggies. But soon all trouble with the elephant was to 
end, for at the end of the second month Mr Friendly sent a hippo in a cardboard 
box marked “This Way Up.” My uncle could not take it any more, so a�er 
le�ing the hippo in, he le� for the jungle, making the postman promise to keep 
his new address secret.
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“A simple challenge: Write 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.”

- Geoff Ryman
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A Chance Encounter

by Jason Lee Norman

On the day a�er your next birthday you will encounter a metaphor. It will start 
when you get a call from a close friend of yours. Your friend will say things 
like, how are ya (they won’t say ‘you’) and they will say things like, oh I’ve 
been so busy lately with (school, work, digestion) but we should really get 
together soon. Friends like this friend usually don’t mean it when they offer a 
get together but this time they do. The friend will ask you if you are free during 
the (lunch, dinner, heroin) hour. You will agree on a time and agree to meet at 
your friend’s apartment complex. I’ll meet you in the mezzanine, your friend 
will say. You know the mezzanine as the lobby but it still sounds like a place 
where the Romans had all of their orgies. 
 You will arrive in the lobby which is just a big empty expanse of echoes 
and marble. Directly in front of the main door,  about  (240  inches,  6.1 meters, 

zero football fields) high is a landing. 
On either side of the landing there 
are staircases in the shape of a lesser 
than sign or sleeping le�er V. On the 
floor there will be an elevator but in 
front of the elevator doors there will 
be a pile of tools, tarps, and an ‘out 
of order’ sign. The elevator doors 

on the next level will open and your friend will exit and come to the edge of the 
landing to wave hello to you. This is when the metaphor will happen. You will 
see your friend pause in mid wave and start to wobble. Previous information 
about this friend will flash into your head. You will remember that in high 
school at a heavily populated (football game, pep rally, book burning) your 
friend collapsed and was taken to a hospital and given medicine for (hysteria, 
epilepsy, clairvoyance). These pills were to limit your friend’s dizziness and 
falling spells. You will realize, when you see your friend in this teetering slash 
to�ering state, that a spell is imminent. Your friend will come perilously close 
to the protective rail and you will then notice that the rail will not hold your 
friend in if they fall. This is a metaphor, you will marvel to yourself. A decision 
will need to be made immediately. You will either stand directly underneath the 
landing, amongst the workers’ tools and debris surrounding the elevator doors 
and try and catch your friend or you will make a mad dash up the stairs to try 
and grab your friend by the (ponytail, shirt tail, folk tale).
 Both choices contain downsides. On the one hand, if your friend falls 

"This is a metaphor, you 
will marvel to yourself. 
A decision will need to 
be made immediately."
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and you are underneath to try and catch said friend from a height of twenty 
feet this could very well (injure, cripple, break) you both or you may not even 
succeed in catching your friend at all. Trying to run up the stairs to catch the 
friend will also prove dangerous. You will have to leave the friend out of your 
sight for a certain number of crucial seconds but this will ultimately put you 
in a position where the probability of preventing your friend from falling will 
vastly improve. 
 Standing underneath the landing will no doubt make a statement to 
your incapacitated friend about your commitment to their well being, but also 
to your physical strength. Skipping up the steps two at a time will speak more 
towards your relationship as two independent individuals who can endure 
short or long periods of separation and uncertainty. 
 A�er the funeral there will be a lightly catered affair with cold 
(sandwiches, sausages, coffee) at a hall across from the church. Only close 
friends and relatives will be invited to the burial ceremony but they will all 
rejoin you at the hall a�erwards. You will choose not to say any words at the 
service but will be only too happy to elaborate on the metaphor to all who 
seek its meaning.
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The Plight of the Animal Baptist

by Chris Smith

Flaming sheep will purge you. It will be terrible.
 They will load the hover-ship full of sheep and drive to the local gas 
station. When they arrive the a�endant will remember that it is market day 
tomorrow. He will disappear to skin and slaughter some panda-goats. They 
will use the clean-fuel pump, desperate to save the world, and spray petrol over 
the bleating flock. Some of them will be blinded, some will try and drink the 
liquid and then vomit, others will eat that vomit.  On an instinctual level they 
will begin to panic.  

You won’t know this because you will be trapped in the centre of The 
Coliseum, unable to move because the motion lasers would cut you down, 
dead. The first thing you will know is that the hatches are opening and you will 
hear the wails. It will make you want to run, but you will know the lasers would 
kill you so you will stay still, dead still. Then the flaming sheep will charge into 
the dust filled circle. They will come from all sides. The first wave will a�ract 
the lasers but before they fire they will disarm, small red lights fading.  

This will be your chance to run. You may not take it, understanding 
your futility. You may, instead, break down and cry. These sheep are burning 
because of you. They are dying a painful death because of you. If you curl into 
a pathetic ball upon the floor, amidst the ash of previous sinners, who also 
thought to flout the rules, then they will flock to you.  In their tortured delirium 
they will crave the heat of your body, they will share their flame and you too 
will burn in thrashing spasms, indistinct amongst the fallen bodies and burnt 
flesh of the sheep. If you look at them as they crowd around you, if you chance 
upon their eyes, then you will know their torment. They will look at you, not 
with understanding but with the hope that you can save them.  

You may decide to respond to these pitiful looks. The Watchers will 
appreciate this. They like to be entertained. With your hands you will try to 
slam the flames from their bodies. Your whole arms will be lost in their thick 
wool, it will melt to you and when you recoil in pain their own skin will tear 
away. You will thrust your red and blistered, burnt-wool covered arms into the 
ash to quell the flames. As another sheep approaches in appeal you will kick it  

“These sheep are burn-
ing because of you. They 
are dying a painful 
death because of you.”

in the face with the heel of your 
foot. The sheep will look betrayed. 
You will not be able to cope with 
this: you will stand and blindly 
kick it again. Even a�er it has 
collapsed, while you choke from 
the thick stink of charred mu�on, 

20     wufniks     challenge



More sheep will come. You will give up and die. You will fight and 
die. You will run and die. This will not even be your lesson; you have already 
had your lesson. They will have let you sneak amongst the Watchers. They will 
have wanted you to see the result of your sins. They will have not realised the 
power of your faith, the failure of their deterrent. There will always be Animal 
Baptists. Remembering this you will sit cross-legged on the ash, you will be 
calm and you will call the tortured souls towards you. You will not scream as 
they drop flaming to your lap. You will already be with God. Their hooves will 
not burn, neither will your teeth, which the machines will clear away, leaving 
only ash to add to ash.  You will never baptise an animal again; the lesson will 
be for the benefit of others.

you will continue to kick the sheep. Your bare foot will be blistered, the sheep 
will be dead, its eyes still tormented. The Watchers will cheer. The hover-ship 
will have been and gone and come again.  
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rosie is doing a thing for 
here!!!



How Do You Tell When The World Is Ending? 

by Xiena Saeed

There will be sirens the day the world ends. Like air raids during the war where 
women hanging the washing looked up in slow motion, like ambulances of 
men with poisonous spiders in their rectums, like police cars chasing a man in 
overalls who is carrying a bucketful of crayons they had mistaken for cocaine.  

There will be daffodils wilting on their stems right in front of your 
eyes, like the fast-forwarded national geographic advertisements they will 
stop showing when the world ends. The flowers will bloom and wilt because 
everything in the world needs to die before the world ends. The ground will be 
crispy with dried petals. 

There will be cows shedding their milk the day the world ends. Their 
udders will start streaming long lines of frothy foam like something out of a 
farm storybook, but it will be far more poignant and morbid because it is the 
day the world ends. It will also be a li�le bit funny, because of the millions 
of confused cows running around. That is how farmers will find out that the 
world is ending. 

The earth will shake when the world ends. All the trees will drop their 
apples, their nests of baby squirrels, the tree-houses and their cushions to sit on. 
The apples will ripen and rot on the grass. There will be insects coming out of 
holes in the ground, all the insects in the world, even the super-secret ones you 
had never seen, the neon green ones with the pink wings and the sparkly feelers 
that live in the centre of the earth. 

You will be busy studying the ground when the world ends. 

There will be blood when the world ends because all the women of 
the world will get their periods. There will be men with wet patches on their 
trousers, and schoolboys queuing up at the loo holding their crotches and 
jiggling around. They will all be dying of embarrassment when the world 
ends.  

The wind-vanes will be confused because they won’t know which way 
to turn. 
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You will bemoan the lack of fun-fairs. The news-readers will be flustered the 
day the world ends.

The Grecian urns will come to life when the world ends. 

All the children waiting for Christmas will be disappointed when 
the world ends. All the prisoners with crossed out calendar-dates and old 
photographs on their walls will sit on their bunks and weep. All the students 
with plans for spring-break will blow up their condoms like balloons. All the 
cancer patients will rejoice. The sky will be filled with rainbows. 

All the potatoes in the pantry, all the wine in the cellar, all the time-
capsules in the ground, all the savings in the bank accounts, all the le�ers in 
postboxes will have existential crises the day the world ends. 

The traffic lights will all stop working when the world ends. That will 
be fine because all the cars will run out of petrol. That will be fine because all the 
bus drivers will fall asleep at the wheel. That will be fine because all the places 
you need to go to will be gone when the world ends. It will all be fine when the 
world ends. 

 
The doctors won't be able to 
put their shoes on because their 
toenails  will keep growing 
through their socks. This will 
be fine because it will be the 
only day when it is ok if their 
patients die. The church bells 
will ring, and the organ will 
play, but the pews will be empty.   

"There will be men with 
wet patches on their 
trousers. They will be 
dying of embarrassment 
when the world ends."
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Happy Birthday, Kevin Costner

by Crispin Best

You will wake up one day and the sheets will be kicked off. The sun will be a 
circle burning low through the curtains. You will smack your lips. It will be 
your 60th birthday. 
 There will be the sound of slippered footsteps. The door will open. It 
will be your wife of ten years, former model and handbag designer Christine 
Baumgartner. Her blonde hair will be tied back. She will be wearing white. 
The bed-sheets will be white. On the wall will be a white painting in a white 
frame. Your wife will be holding a breakfast tray. On the tray will be a glass of 
orange juice, four slices of toast, a white dish of bu�er, miniature jars of quince 
marmalade and blackcurrant jam, a cafetiere of coffee, a small white jug of 
cream. 
 You will prop yourself up with a pillow. You will raise your eyebrows. 
You will let your robe fall open. It will be your 60th birthday.
 ‘Breakfast in bed,’ she will say.
 ‘Breakfast. In bed.’
 You will rub your hands together. You will wiggle your fingers at the 
food. Your wife will put the breakfast tray over your legs. A�er she has done 
this, you will not be able to move the bo�om half of your body. You will pat 
her side of the bed and she will gently climb and sit next to you. She will run 
her hands through your hair as you eat. You will smile and blink. She will dust 
some crumbs off of your belly. She will pull your robe closed and fla�en it.
 ‘Not 59 anymore,’ she will say.
 ‘Nope.’
 There will be a remote control si�ing on the dresser. You will press a 
bu�on and Schubert’s Wanderer Fantasy will begin to play. It will be the fourth 
movement. Your head will bob contentedly. Your wife will smile.
 You will lick the tip of your index finger and use it to pick up the last 
remaining crumbs of toast.
 ‘Finished?’
 Your wife will stand up and take the tray from your lap. You will look 
up at her. She will kiss you on the cheek. She will set the tray on the floor. Free, 
you will kick your legs. You will stretch your arms. You will press another 
bu�on and Born in the USA will begin to play. You will clear your throat and 
swing your legs out of bed. You will stand with your eyes half-closed and by 
the time the drums have kicked in you will already have started dancing, all 
air-punches and le�-right hips.
 You will think: I love Bruce Springsteen. I love my wife. I’m 60 years 
old. I’m Kevin Costner.
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We hope that you have enjoyed 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 #3. We’ve been 
fortunate enough to have hand-
some man and world champion 
shot-pu�er Irvine Welsh set the 
next issue’s challenge. He is the 
one of the best known British 
authors writing today. You know 
him. Of course you do.

Furthermoresome, we are always 
delighted to receive straight up 
short stories of up to 2,000 words 
with or without a twist of lime. 
These can be brand new stories 
hot from the printer or a dusty old 
tale about a dog wearing shoes. It 
doesn’t ma�er. If you want people 

Irvine Welsh Challenge

“You are going to 
wish you never asked!

Write a story which fea-
tures all of the following:

a) a new designer drug

b) sex with a mem-
ber of another species

c) the faked suicide of a sen-
ior Government official.”

to read it, we want it. Also. For the next issue we would like you to try and send 
us tasty things for our third section. We call it ‘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. 

A deadline may have passed - who knows?

Send submissions anyway to: wufniksmagazine@gmail.com

Also. Do you like drawing? Drawing is fun isn’t it? Want to see your doodlings in 
wufniks? Contact us! Look at the pictures we have in the issue. Your good pictures 
can be here too. That would be one of the nicest things. The next issue needs you!

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.
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Ethan - Means “solid” or “enduring” in 
Hebrew. This is the name of a particularly 
wise, knowledgeable and garrulous man 
from Christian Scripture. Please do 
not name your child Ethan if you have 
any aspirations for them to one day 
become royalty. Ethans are especially 
susceptible to scurvy and stubbed toes.

Oliver - Norman French form of a 
Germanic name, possibly the name 
Alfihar meaning  “elf army”. The name 
became popular in the Middle Ages, 
during the Olive Famine, with people 
giving the name to their first born 
and bathing them in brine and oil. 
Olivers enjoy tyre-swings and cage 
fighting. An Oliver should pursue 
a career as a cat burglar or paladin.

William - From the Germanic name 
Willelm, which was composed of 
the elements wil “will, desire” and 
helm “helmet, protection, chain mail, 
goosefat”. Like all good names, it 
was introduced to Britain by the 
Normans. It is a name of greatness, 
of kings and marksmen, not of flower 
arrangers or agoraphobes. It is also 
the name of history’s greatest poet: 
William the Clerk (of Normandy).
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D’you Think He Thesaurus?

Just how keen was Milton? 
wufniks knew that he was a 
pre�y spiffy chap - as blind and 
brilliant as Joyce and Borges 
and as mad as a sack of cats to 
boot. Then (thanks to dictionary-
trawler Gavin Alexander, also a 
lecturer in English at Cambridge) 
we found out that Mr. Milton 
introduced around 630 words 
into the English language. To 
put it another way: Milton is 
responsible for coining almost 
three times as many words as that 
drunken, bear-baiting hooligan, 
Shakespeare. Still, latex-gloved 
and holding our collective breath 
in the British Library Reading 
Room, wufniks was not expecting 
to come across two fragments 
of an 1858 essay -- wri�en by 
none other than wordspunk and 
preternatural list-maker Peter 

Mark Roget -- regarding Milton‘s 
most famous work, Paradise Lost.

Roget was a key member of 
the Manchester Literary and 
Philosophical Society, and it was 
on two pages from an issue of 
that Society’s Memoirs that we 
found the fragments, apparently 
both part of an essay of Roget’s 
entitled Explanation of the Veracious 
yet Concealed Meaning of the Third 
Greatest Work of Art Yet Produced 
by an Englishman. Lo, how we 
gasped! Lo, how we were thence 
shushed by jobsworth librarians!

In the essay‘s opening paragraphs, 
Roget suggests that there is a yet-
to-be-revealed “alternative, and 
superior, meaning within the text 
of the poem”. Roget invites the 
reader to “disregard all baseless 
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inclinations toward scepticism.“ 
The essay goes on to assert that 
“[h]ad Samuel Johnson had a 
true understanding of [Paradise 
Lost]… he would never have 
asserted that ‘None ever wished 
it longer than it was’.” The first 
fragment ends a�er this quote.

The second fragment of Roget’s 
essay begins mid-quote: “…regain 
the blissful Secateurs”. The line 
in the original poem (taken from 
the first stanza) reads ‘regain the 
blissful Seat’ [emphasis added]. 
Roget suggests that this line is 
“a cloaked allusion to Wosley“,  
the surname ‘Wosley’ possibly 
referring in this instance to 
politician Charles Wosley, a 
Manchunian and perma-brow-
kni�ed contemporary of Milton’s 
with whom he had a disagreement 
regarding hedgerows.

Toward the end of the second 
fragment, Roget mentions an 
apparently sour land dispute 
in which Milton was allegedly 
caught up. The article also then  
briefly alludes  to a fondness 

held, by Milton, towards 
Manchester,  which was the 
birthplace of Milton’s “much 
beloved and apple-eyed niece, 
Katherine”. This is interesting.

The only other ‘Milton’ quote to 
be found in the extracts reads 
“Rose out of Charabanc”. This line 
was also taken from the poem’s 
first stanza where, of course, it 
should read “Rose out of Chaos” 
[emphasis, again, added].  The 
only link wufniks can find 
between the quoted passages is 
that, in both, the original noun 
is substituted for the noun 19 
entries later in the eleventh edition 
of the Concise Oxford English 
Dictionary. As simple and stupid 
as that. Handily, this also alters 
the word “Man” to “Manchester”. 
wufniks has thereby, for your 
delectations, and for the very 
first time in history, translated the 
first stanza of the poem into its 
‘intended’ form. Find it overleaf. 
Look! Ah! God bless Roget.
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Of Manchester’s First Dispensary, and the Frump 
Of that Forbidden Trench, whose mortal tast 
Brought Decaf into the Wrist, and all our wolverine, 
With loss of Edit Suite, till one greater Manchester
Restore us, and regain the blissful Secateurs, 
Sing Heav’nly Musical Box, that on the secret top 
Of Oreb, or of Sinai, didst inspire 
That Shia, who first taught the chosen Seeing Eye Dog, 
In the Beige how the Heavy Metals and Easy Chair
Rose out of Charabanc: Or if Sissy Hinge 
Delight thee more, and Siloa’s Brown that flow’d 
Fast by the Orb of Goitre; I thence 
Invoke thy air to my adventrous Soot, 
That with no middle flimflam intends to soar 
Above th’ Aonian Mousse, while it pursues 
Thistles una�empted yet in Prostitutes or Ribcage. 
And chiefly Thou O Spiv, that dost prefer 
Before all Tench th’ upright heart and pure, 
Instruct me, for Thou know’st; Thou from the first 
Wast present, and with mighty winkle-pickers outspread 
Dow Jones Index-like satst brooding on the vast Accelerator 
And mad’st it pregnant: What in me is dark 
Illumine, what is low raise and support; 
That to the highth of this great Arithmetic 
I may assert th’ Eternal Provolone, 
And justifie the weaknesses of Goitre to Manchester.

Parallelogram Lost

Bootblack I

- John Milton, 1667
- Peter Mark Roget, 1858

-                   , 2008wufniks
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James - English form of the Latin Jacomus, 
which was derived from Iakobos, the 
New Testament Greek form of Ya’aqov or 
JACOB. James the Just was Jesus’s li�le 
brother. Jameses are ordinarily captains, 
of various vessels and distinctions, or 
are occasionally fruit juice tycoons. 
Jameses give off the aroma of primrose.

Morgan - From the Old Welsh masculine 
name Morcant, which was possibly 
derived from the Welsh mor “sea” and 
cant “circle”. Pwyll, prince of Dyfed, 
named his second-born son Morgan in 
honour of his first-born, Manawyddan, 
who was swallowed by a whirlpool 
whilst kayaking. Morgans are o�en 
born with an overabundance of internal 
organs and are thereby much sought 
a�er by the National Health Service.

Samuel - From the Hebrew name 
Shemu’el, which means either “name of 
God” or “God has heard” depending 
on the competence of the translator. 
Samuels are warlike and savage, 
and have in the past clashed with 
French, British, German and American 
forces. Samuels overuse unusually-
named spices when cooking and are 
resistant to new technology. Samuel 
is a good name for a best friend.



First Impressions
Mr Bennet’s Eligible Daughters
Darcy Comes Up Trumps!

Among the Ash Heaps and Millionaires
On the Road to West Egg
The Pre�y Good Gatsby
The High-Bouncing Lover
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Quiz! Quiz! Quiz!

Thoroughly welcome to wufniks’s 
very first quiz. Come in. Come in.

We worked so hard on this. 
We hope you appreciate that 
fact. What we mean is that you 
shouldn’t just use Google and 
then claim your incentivising 
prize, which is what you get if 
you achieve the highest score 
of all the entrants. If you did 
that, it would be depressing. We 
would become depressed. We 

would lose the will to quiz. And 
it would be all thanks to Google. 
Or you, depending. What you 
should do is think about how 
hard we worked at the quiz, 
and then work that hard at it. 
By which we mean: have a fair 
go of it, why don’t you? Have a 
go. Some of these questions are 
more impossibly difficult than 
others. But still. Have a fair go? 
Go on. Have a go. And so. With 
that out of the way: Let’s Quiz!

Section Number One!!!
is entitled

“Working Titles”

Get this! Steinbeck wanted to name Of Mice and Men 
‘Something That Happened’. Now that’s a fact. And 
WHAT a fact! Isn’t it just? Seriously! Imagine! Fantastic. 
Ah. Anyway. Go ahead and try to figure out which of 
these is the real working title to some of your absolutely 
most favourite books.

I.  Pride & Prejuice

II.  The Great Gatsby
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Keep Your Chin Up
All’s Well That Ends Well
It Never Rains But It Pours in St. Petersburg

Glad-Handing for Beginners
Believe You Me
6 Keen Ways to Make People Think You’re 

Tomorrow is Another Day
Mules in Horse Harness
Ba! Ba! Black Sheep!
The Wind is Gone

Boo’s Day Off
Scout Finch’s Alabama Adventure
Boo Radley Doesn’t Live Here Anymore

Big Brother Is Watching You
Thought Police Academy
Nineteen Ninety-Four

A Very Large Whale Indeed
The Pequod and the Coffee Shop
Ahab’s Odyssey

Mr. Two-Face
What the Maid Saw
London’s Janus

Ice Cream, Salami, Lollipop, Yum!
A Week with Willi Worm
The Li�le Worm That Could, And Did!

Neat

Did you do wonderfully well? I expect you did. Continue 
with this quiz business at once. You will find Section Two 
overleaf. Find it! Go!

III. War and Peace

IV. How to Win Friends and 
Influence People

V. Gone With the Wind

VI. To Kill a Mockingbird

VII. Nineteen Eighty-Four

VIII. Moby Dick

IX. Dr. Jeckyll & Mr. Hyde

X. The Very Hungry Caterpillar 
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Section Number Two!!!
is entitled

“Mills and Boo-urns”

We at wufniks, like everyone else at everywhere, are 
of course huge fans of the Mills & Boon’s oeuvre. It is 
such an oeuvre. We once read one naked in an empty-
but-plugged bath, and by the time we had finished (the 
book was, we don’t need to tell you, unputdownable) the 
tub was overflowing with mostly tears. The fact that the 
books are only available for a month or two and then 
pulped really gets us hot. Such good stuff, that Mills and 
that Boon! Find the authentic Mills and Boon titles in the 
list below and you will get super mega points to the max 
and back.

The Arm Wrestler’s Gentle Seduction

Ca�le Rancher, Secret Son

The Dutch Entrepreneur’s Filthy Suggestion

She Dreamed of a Carpenter

The Gravedigger’s Broken Promise

Virgin Slave, Barbarian King

The Seal-Hunter’s Tainted Bride

The Eskimo’s Ruthless Reprisal

Bought for the Frenchman’s Pleasure

The Lollipop Lady’s Wonderful Morning

Apple Polishing in Paradise

Virgin Trollop: Used as Bait!

The Sheikh Surgeon’s Proposal

Traffic Cop, Paternity Pain

The Salsa Dancer’s Stepson

It Started With a Frisk

The Sicilian’s Ruthless Marriage Revenge

Kebab Me Silly, Irfan

The Risk Assessor’s Rendezvous

The Zookeeper’s Unnatural Affair

Sold at the Ayatollah’s Whim

A Widow’s Consolation

The Greek Tycoon’s Convenient Bride
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Section Number Three!!!
is entitled
“Factoids”

wufniks like more than an implausible fact. For exam-
ple, Bill Wyman’s son married his grandmother-in-law. 
Fact!  Seriously! Sigourney Weaver’s dad is said to be one 
of only two people who know the exact recipe of Coca-
Cola. Factomundo! Come on now. You’re on the home 
stretch. Link these authors to the facts about them for 
so many points it’s unreal. Holy smokes! Wow! Some of 
them are almost too crazy to believe!

a ) In a dream, foresaw the death of his younger 
brother, on an exploding steamboat, a month later.

b ) Was a professional spoon-player in a jug band

c ) Invented the flask

d ) Worked as a chicken inspector

e ) Was excellent at lacrosse

f ) Loved to goad Gypsies

g ) Only ever wrote with gloves on

h ) Was best man at Rudyard Kipling’s wedding

i ) Went to school with Hitler

j ) Was a circus snake handler as a boy

k ) Kept a bear as a pet

l ) Gave Poe the idea for The Raven

1 ) Lord Byron

2 ) Charles Dickens

3 ) Jules Verne

4 ) Jorge Luis Borges

5 ) Mark Twain

6 ) Arthur Conan Doyle

7 ) Henry James

8 ) HG Wells

9 ) William Faulkner

10 ) Norman Mailer

11 ) Ludwig Wi�genstein

12 ) Kingsley Amis

Can we be honest for a minute? There’s nothing we at
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Harry - Medieval English form of 
Henry, from the Germanic name 
Heimiric, which is composed of the 
elements heim “home” and ric “power, 
ruler”. Harrys have comically long and 
hairless arms. Thank goodness Harry 
Connick Jnr. got over that flirtation 
with funk in the mid-1990s. Harrys 
are famed for their cleanliness and 
clemency when dealing with criminals. 

Lewis - Anglicised form of Louis, which 
is the French form of Ludwig, from the 
Germanic name Hludwig, composed of 
the elements hlud “ultimate” and wig 
“warrior”. Lewises are abnormally tall, 
usually fringed with clouds; to save 
themselves from having continually 
to stoop, Lewises o�en carry step 
ladders for others to climb. Lewis is a 
good name for the author of a book in 
which animals have the gi� of speech. 

Charlie - Pet form of CHARLES. The most 
famous Charlie is fictional. Charlie is a 
good name for a parrot. Couscous is a good 
name for a camel. A band of mechanics 
stole Charlie Chaplin’s body from the 
cemetery where it was buried in an a�empt 
to extort money from his family. The plot 
failed. Charlies are susceptible to paper 
cuts but have an excellent eye for bargains.



‘grandmama’
by Sky Shum
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wufniks thanks:

Anyone who’s submi�ed so far, Emma Lowe, Lai Fun Lee, Geoff 
Ryman, Jo Nightingale, u-print, Revolution Oxford Road, Centre 
for New Writing, Ian Maguire, Irvine Welsh, Jim Hinks, Sean Joyce, 
MJ Hyland, Richard Amaee, Hernan Crespo, Bywater Candelario, 
Arthur C. Clarke, baby Jago

and, of course, JLB.

The Last Word

wufniks has been lucky enough to obtain printed copies of what are possi-
bly the last emails sent to Sir Arthur C Clarke before his sad death in March 
of this year. They were passed on to us a�er being rescued from the hands 
of a gang of nursery school children who were pretending to rip one, using 
another as a telescope, and threatening to scissor the last into a series of 
snowflakes. Enjoy? Enjoy.

Until next wufniks,
wufniks
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