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Issue 2

Welcome to our second issue of Printed Words. We have poetry, short (and flash) fiction and a book review. This quarter, we were featured in “Six Questions For...” leading to an influx of flash fiction submissions, which we all found interesting to read. As always, we received a lot of poetry, which is great. However, submissions of fiction, creative non-fiction and book reviews are always welcome too.

Andy N and I would like to say thanks to Roz Weaver for being our guest submissions reader this quarter and to Steve Smythe for continuing to judge the winner of our quarterly prize.

Speaking of our prize; congratulations to Alex Asher who won £20 in the Spring issue with the poem “Streets of Fear”.

Please follow us on Facebook for updates.

www.facebook.com/PrintedWordsEzine
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Amanda Steel (Editor)

Meet the team

Amanda Steel

(Editor and Submissions Reader)

Amanda Steel is the author of the YA novel First Charge about Meredith, a fifteen-year-old mermaid descendant with an important mission.

Amanda also co-hosts the podcast Reading in Bed and sometimes she writes under the pen name Aleesha Black.

Her website is www.amandasteelwriter.com

Andy N

(Submissions Reader)

Andy N is the author of three poetry collections, the most recent being The Birth of Autumn. He also co-runs Speak Easy, Stretford’s leading poetry open mic, and runs/co-runs the podcast series Spoken Label and Reading in Bed,  on top of regularly doing ambient music under the name Ocean in a Bottle
https://onewriterandhispc.blogspot.com/

Steve Smythe

(Judge)

Steve Smythe juggles his job as a car park specialist with his creative writing. He co-runs Speak Easy with Andy N. Steve writes poetry and flash fiction and enjoys letting his real life influence his fiction, so that you never can tell where the lines blur.

You can find him on Twitter.

https://twitter.com/smooth2go

Roz Weaver

(Guest Submissions Reader)

Roz is a spoken word performer and internationally published poet living in West Yorkshire, England. She has been published in a number of journals and zines, including (most recently) As Above So Below, Willawaw Journal and Dear Damsels, and three anthologies. In 2018, her work was displayed at the annual Rape Crisis UK Conference, as well as being displayed and performed at two further exhibitions in London – The Sunlight Project and Testimony, the latter as part of a conference hosted by UN Goodwill Ambassador Emma Watson. 

A Beginning or Perhaps an End

By Nisha Raviprasa
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The train chugged along the mossy rocks
meandered through the golden fields
snaked by on the bridge and beneath lay the waters
in placid blue
my breath left a mist on the window pane
on it, I drew a face
one smiling with such glee
and that was me
yesterday hasn't faded away completely 
and tomorrow is a haze
but the now is so vivid, so clear
like the seamless sky and the autumn clouds
that tag along
the winter rain wants to nudge his way through
almost blatantly
but the pirouetting tawny leaves prefer to dance some more
the wind shudders across the pane 
I smiled, it was good to be back
back home, where I really belong.
hooting and hissing, it halted.
a new beginning before me or perhaps an end
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About the author

Nisha Raviprasad is a postgraduate in engineering. She loves reading and writing poetry. A few of her favorite poets are Mary Oliver, Octavio Paz, Rabindranath Tagore et al. She currently lives in Kochi, a city in the South Indian State of Kerala.

https://www.facebook.com/nisha.raviprasad

All the Darkness

By Luis Cuauhtémoc Berriozábal
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All the darkness 

sips up

the light.

It’s not content

with having

night.

It tries to put

out all

the stars.

It pokes

the moon’s

bright face.

Darkness is not 

happy

owning

the shadows. It

wants your

poor heart.

About the author

Luis Cuauhtémoc Berriozábal, born in Mexico, lives in Southern California, and works in the mental health field in Los Angeles. His first book of poems, Raw Materials, was published by Pygmy Forest Press. His other poetry books, broadsides, and chapbooks, have been published by Alternating Current Press, Deadbeat Press, Kendra Steiner Editions, New American Imagist, New Polish Beat, Poet's Democracy, and Ten Pages Press (e-book). Online, some of his poems have recently appeared in Anti-Heroin Chic, Runcible Spoon, and River View.
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The Mathematics of Fate

By Mark Sheeky

A man with ripples of gold hair, wearing polished bronze armour, and on horseback, a beautiful grey white dappled horse of immense strength. The man turned with a fiery smile and extended a muscular arm to hold a short sword high, a signal. There were others here; soldiers of some sort, from an ancient time, some on horseback too, and others on foot and carrying huge lances with sharp tips.

The silver blade of the sword reflected a shock of sunlight at George who flashed a flurry of blinks, then bowed and shielded his delicate eyes with one hand. The blond man uttered a cry in a strange language and rode away. The sky behind him was a vivid beautiful blue, warm like a high summer in Alpine mountains. George noticed one cloud. It looked like a skull.

‘Alexander the Great,’ George whispered to himself. ‘Died aged...’

The scene faded into whiteness. George put down his smart silver engineers’ pen and placed his fingertips together as though in prayer. He pulled them to his lips. The familiar hum of the people returned, a gentle babble like a liquid train flowing over the tracks of the bingo hall. This room was rectangular and had a squeaky polished floor of new light wood. The high ceiling was gridded with an array of tan tiles, separated by small metal strips that shot across it like robotic roads. Florescent tube lights topped with angular iron shades hung from metal chains making them swing gently as though moved by the thoughts of the players below. The room was moderately full on that rainy Thursday night, about fifty people were there. It was used for bingo each week and George had been coming to play for just over a year.

‘Buckle my shoe. Thirty-two!’ smiled Keith down the microphone. He popped the yellow ball onto the wooden rack on the stage. About half of the balls had been drawn so far. Someone would probably win soon.

George flashed a smile too. He crossed through thirty-two on his card. Two more numbers left. Just two. The prize tonight was ten thousand pounds. It wasn’t easy to win; you had to accumulate several games. It had taken George eight weeks to get this far.

He looked down at his card with a keen focus: ‘Sixty-six next,’ he whispered.

George was thirty-seven years old. He had been living alone since leaving university where he studied mathematics, first calculus then specialising in topology. For his Ph. D thesis, he wrote a paper on multi-dimensional folding that helped Dr. Abrams Spillane win the Nobel Prize for Physics six years earlier. George felt he should have shared the prize. Dr. Spillane acknowledged the importance of George’s paper. George even appealed to the Nobel committee, but Spillane didn’t share the prize. Not the money. George’s second academic paper was about the application of probability in multiple universes. It was a quite brilliant work. There was an equation at the end, something incredible and simple and beautiful and new that nobody had seen or considered before. And nobody had seen it since either. George had decided not to publish the paper.

He placed his marker down carefully to the right of his card, then punched some numbers into the sleek black scientific calculator that lay askance to the left of the garish pink bingo card. He glanced up ahead to the wide, moon face of the circular clock on the opposite wall. A sweeping second hand was running up along the surface. The machine on the stage was fizzing and bubbling, churning the brightly coloured bingo balls like an eager paint mixer. A number would be chosen soon. Time was short.

George picked up his engineers’ pen and tore a new page on the plain white notepad below the calculator. He wrote something hurriedly in dark blue ink. It was a calculation, a formula, rapidly scratched and scribbled, the symbols slurred with the energy and genius of the writer. Before him the lines began to move like sand in a shifting desert. Straight lines began to bend and sway like summer wheat. The shapes curled and swirled, forming a picture, a moving image. A connection was being made, a bridge between two worlds. George stared at the page and began to see faces and hear music.

It was dim. He was inside a room with walls of coarse brick, no, more like cobbled stones of a greenish-grey that shone as though polished. There were people around, five or six, perhaps more. There was a bright white light, a small spotlight in a black metal case hanging from a horizontal rail that ran from one side of the room to the other. There was a second light to the left, and a glitterball that was gently revolving to and fro like a dancing planet. A stream of smoke touched his nostrils and the chatter of the people increased in volume and clarity. It was English. Scouse. This was somewhere in Liverpool then. A drum started and George noticed that the lights were part of a stage. A drumbeat, then a droning hum. A tone like a running river, swirling and curling along a line of sound. The rhythm was pounding, hypnotic. More lights appeared, in pinks and vivid purples, flashing and glowing in phases in time to the music, music that played and howled like the ribbon of sound that flowed from a snake charmers’ flute. A singer stepped up to a microphone on a silver spear of a stand. It was John Lennon’s voice. It was John. It was the Beatles. The song was Tomorrow Never Knows.

‘This must be nineteen...’

‘Clickety click, sixty-six,’ said Keith down the microphone.

George crossed through his equation and ripped off the page. One number left. He grabbed the bingo marker and sliced through sixty-six. The number eighty-five remained. Just eighty-five. One number.

Outside, the rain poured in big splashy splots. A flash of lightning lit up the white breeze-block walls of the building. A deep rumble permeated the air, causing the lights to shudder on their chains. A few fragments of dust and flecks of paint from the ceiling fell on George’s desk. He brushed them aside with a few swift motions of this right hand. He was holding his silver pen; hexagonal aluminium, a neat and efficient writing instrument. A graduation present from his grey-haired architect father.

He clicked off the calculator and slid the white notepad closer, rapidly scribbling the next equation. On the stage the bingo machine was turning and boiling, juggling the myriad numbered balls. Somewhere inside that transparent plastic cauldron was a light blue ball, bashed and knocked. Diving, running, swimming among the others. A light blue ball inscribed eighty-five. A light blue ball worth ten thousand pounds.

George cast a furtive sideways glance at the stage. Keith Mermonshet was beaming in his sparkly suit, gripping the black and blue microphone and staring at the ever-active machine. On the wall the thin black hand on the white disc face of the clock was slicing another minute away.

George had finished. He dropped the pen. On the page the lines began to shift, and turn. Seeking a path, a route to the number eighty-five. That was the key. The important thing. The equations demanded a target, and the target was a number. Across time and space, the mathematics stretched like a mystic rubber-band. Searching, probing, testing. Unlocking.

Outside the sky raged and boiled, cycling like a tornado, forming fingers of cloud and holes, tunnels that reached to the stars, and beyond to touch distant space. Torrents of rain cascaded down like toys thrown at the earth by the gods. The water smashed onto the roof of the bingo hall. In the air above something was forming, a spark of something magical, something connected to the white page below and the stars above. Something hot and energetic, pulling from all directions like a greedy child. A ball of white power. It exploded into life, a sphere of lightning, hot as a blue sun. Down it flew, darting left and right like a racing swift, in zigs and zags towards the ground, then, slam! The finger of energy hit the ribbed metal roof of the bingo hall, melting into the skin of the building and still running, through its bones like a gaggle of electric rats, targeting a chain, a chain in a ceiling, a chain above George that was gently quivering, waiting for fate to arrive.

George was staring at the white page. Something felt wrong. He saw tumbling clouds of black and purple, darkness. There was a flash in the ceiling above and a shower of sparks like a waterfall of fire fell about him. A woman screamed. One of the chains had broken and the light was falling, swinging on the remaining chain. George looked up, startled. Like an axe the heavy angular metal swung towards his soft head. The florescent tube inside sparked and flickered and died
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