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Dear Reader,


Welcome to Mirari Revel, a home for speculative and queer storytelling.
Each story we publish explores transformation, identity, and the spaces between what is known and what is possible. Our writers use wonder to ask honest questions about being human, and to imagine worlds where queerness is a source of power, connection, and truth.


At Mirari Revel, we believe fiction can change how we see ourselves and each other. These stories invite reflection as much as escape; they remind us that imagination is an act of courage.


Thank you for reading and for sharing this space with us.


Revel on,

The editors


Mirari Revel is an imprint of Mirari Press, a leading speculative fiction publisher in South Africa.

	 



Rite of Death






Axel parked his car in front of the holistic shop. Hot, sticky tears blurred his vision. He pressed his fist to the steering wheel and sobbed. He would have walked here this morning if it wasn’t for the rain, and if he wasn’t so damn tired all the time. 

He had come to terms with the fact that he was going to die. He was okay with that. It was the Rite that concerned him. He didn’t want to be condemned to a reincarnated life, but he was worried that he didn’t live a life suitable for the hereafter. The torture of remembering your previous lives when you were reincarnated was a punishment he couldn’t fathom. He wondered what would happen if he just skipped the ritual. Went softly into death. What kind of fate would await him then?

The song of his people finished on the car’s radio as he unclipped his seatbelt.



Come thee, O mortal being

Seeker of eternal peace

Confess thy sins to the court

Let the Elders see

Let their decision be



He dried his eyes with his sleeve, assessing the puffiness in the rearview mirror.

As he entered the store, an overwhelming sense of belonging filled his chest. This was where he was meant to be. He picked up three palo santo sticks and the coarse salt. The sales clerk, a wondrous woman with long-flowing grey hair and emerald green eyes, spotted him and came over.

‘Is it time?’ she asked, a sympathetic smile forming in her eyes.

Axel spotted an intricate pendant of gold and lapis lazuli around her neck, the sign of the Pacificus people. His nerves faded as he took her in.

‘Yes,’ Axel replied after a beat.

‘I am so sorry to hear that. Here,’ she said, gesturing towards the fruit section. ‘Let me help you.’

To his basket, she added pomegranate, guavas, bananas and a mix of gooseberries and acai berries. She explained that he should start with the pomegranate, then alternate between the berries and the other fruits, ending by tossing the last of the pomegranate seeds onto the grave. He nodded his thanks but couldn’t speak. Noticing his hesitance, she took his hand in hers and connected her forehead with his.

‘May the knowledge of the forefathers find you and fill you with eternal peace,’ she whispered. ‘May your transition from this life to the next be soft like a budding flower and joyous like the sun that blooms it.’

They broke their connection, Axel’s eyes prickling with warmth and water again.

It was in moments like this when Axel could forget that he had quit his job when he got his diagnosis. He had been living off his meagre provident fund since.

Like all Pacificus people, Axel knew when his time was nearing the end. One Tuesday morning deep in the heart of winter, he awoke to sheets soaked in urine and blood, which had leaked from his tainted bladder through the night. He had been diagnosed with a bladder disease only six months before, and the prognosis was poor from the start.

His colleagues always made fun of him for his belief system. It was a rare thing to still be part of the Pacificus. More and more of them fell into secular ways, but Axel held strong to his faith and to his belief that this, this life, this existence, couldn’t be where it all ended. It was the only thing that grounded him through the tougher times.

‘Do you need any more help, sweetheart?’ the shopkeeper asked.

‘I think I’m okay,’ Axel said, a wan smile forming on his lips.

He was compelled by the resolution that he needed to perform the Rite today. It could not wait any longer. He went to pay for his goods, but the lady simply waved him away.

‘You’ve enough on your plate, hun. Go.’

Axel acknowledged her kindness with a nod as he turned to leave.

He left his car in the parking lot, rain be damned, and started walking towards the cemetery. The Pacificus cemetery wasn’t far from the holistic shop, just around the corner. On the walk, he felt the need to relieve himself. Urination wasn’t an easy task anymore. It involved a lot of pain, blood and sometimes screaming. He tried to ignore the urge for as long as he could, knowing that there were no public restrooms nearby. He would have to wait until he got to the cemetery and find a suitable tree to hide behind.



The cemetery was ominous and dark. Grey clouds hung thick in the sky like old wool of an unshorn sheep. It was not a large cemetery, but it housed enough gravesites to have declared it full. No new burials had happened in over a decade, so there were no fresh flowers, no garlands hung in honour of the loved ones now passed.

For the Pacificus people, the Rite of Death was carried out before you could depart the Earthly plane. It contained two important steps: one, a private commune with the Elders already in the hereafter, and two, a final verdict from them as to whether the life you lived was pure enough, whole enough, to warrant your peaceful escape into eternity. Should they deem that you have not lived a life worthy of a peaceful passing, they would sentence you to reincarnation ad infinitum until such time as your heart was pure.

To begin the ritual, Axel needed to find the grave of his eldest known ancestor. Immanuel Martin Fernandez, his thrice great-grandfather on his mother’s side. He wondered if Caio would find him brave for going through with this ritual.

He thought back to that morning when he awoke, stirring from his bed in the apartment he kept alone. He slid his feet into his slippers and walked to the bathroom. In the mirror, he saw the stain the previous night’s excretions left on his pyjama pants. He removed them, and instead of throwing them in the laundry, threw them in the waste basket next to the toilet. With the growing realisation that his bladder issues were not going away, he could not be bothered with menial chores like laundry or doing the dishes. His apartment was littered with half-empty cups, used plates and empty take-out bags. He started the shower water and let it run for a minute or two to heat up. While the steam filled the bathroom, he stripped his bed of the soiled white sheets and placed these into the washing machine. He could justify throwing away a fifty-rand pair of black pyjama bottoms, but could not warrant throwing away his expensive bed sheets. His ex-boyfriend, Caio, bought them. While they weren’t together now, the memory of him filled Axel with joy and guilt. The sheets were his way of remembering the relationship, of reliving his memories, even if he couldn’t speak to him anymore.

There was no time now for reminiscing. Axel shook the thought out of his head. On his way into the cemetery, he saw a circle of salt on a grave near the entrance, crusted from the rain that had fallen. A quiet ease filled his gut, knowing that he wasn’t the only person alive, however long or short that alive may be, who was going through this right now.

A few paces more and he found the grave. He took a futile moment to dust away the moss and cobwebs that had formed across Fernandez’s name. One breath, and then another and he was ready.

Axel formed a wide circle of salt in front of the Elder’s tombstone. His bladder ached again, but he didn’t want to taint the ritual by stopping to relieve himself. He placed the fruit and palo santo next to the circle within arm’s reach and looked for the West. He lowered himself into a cross-legged position with his back resting against the tombstone. There was no going back now. He used the switch knife on his key chain to score the pomegranate's leathery skin into quarters, then pulled it apart, pressing his thumbs into the bitter white pith to work the seeds loose into his palm. He bit down into them and the deep wine flavours filled his mouth, and his teeth met with the resistance of the seeds. He spat them out, his hands now red with the tartly sweet juice, and threw them over his left shoulder. He cut open the guava and laid it out in front of him as an offering to the Elders. Fruit has long been a symbol of the abundance of joy and merriment you experience as part of the Pacificus people. The offering to the Elders was the final Earthly offering you made to acknowledge their hand in ensuring you never lacked anything. He ate a



Come Elder, O Elder

Hear my plea

To join eternity

My here and now is through

My hereafter lies with you


















































O child of Pacificus, child of peace

Accept here your final decree

That you shall live in harmony

And die in peace

That your future is determined

And your soul is free
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