LiteraryMary

Things happen for a reason. So | realize
and remind myself to be thankful for the
good things despite the occasional restless
decrepitude of everyday life. Sometimes |
think that the mind is like a cloistered sea
shell, which has been left on the shores of
infinitude, echoing lost words, memories,
dreams and hopes which no longer mat-
ter, because | have outgrown them like
old clothes.

I look around and realize that as | have
changed my direction and pace, it has not
been the same with the ones who knew
me, and they have missed a part of me
somewhere behind in the haze of what-
might-have-been. Heck | am trying to
catch up with myself too.

Well Thanksgiving was one big turkey din-
ner, not to forget all the calories packed in
those pies, and Christmas is just around
the corner as well. It's hard to believe that
a whole year has gone by! New Year will
bring us a huge yummy treat i.e. the pub-
lication of the inaugural issue of Literary-
Mary which like many others | am very
excited to see in print.

The newsletter template and design has
been altered since we like keeping things
fresh here. This issue also features the
winning entries of the llliterate Joe I11-
competition, some brilliant work by Louise
and Marc, a little poetry and some more.

Cheers,

Sana Rafiq

Life, Calories, and New Year...

Editor’s Pick

DECEMBER

O Little Root of a Dream
By Paul Celan

O little root of a dream

you hold me here
undermined by blood,

no longer visible to anyone,
property of death.

Curve a face

that there may be speech, of earth
of ardor, of

things with eyes, even

here, where you read me blind,

even
here,

where you
refute me,
to the letter.



The theme for the llliterate Joe competition I11:

To write a piece that ‘connects’ disparate things, metaphorically or ana-
Iytically. But the more seemingly dissimilar these things, the better. Like
a glob of bubblegum under a table and your Masters degree in com-
parative religions. Like meteorology and politics. Like the sport of cro-
quet and mixed martial arts. Like writing about a thing and the thing
itself. Like love and ketchup. Extra points if your comparison falls out
of the story and not vice versa. Same for any humor. No rules. No
word count.

Wwinners:

A tie between

Writing My Life by Louise
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out of the sea after the ship was torpedoed they think by a German submarine. The waves fall over each other to reach
the boat and always the largest wins. Colin is not the largest or the smallest but he is still as thin as sticks. The sea

is my tiny bodys way of getting big before | get too small again. | will get very small and so its good that | drank all
that milk even though by the time | am seven Il hate it. Mum will wonder if | have a milk allergy when | lose wait
(more than one stone) and shell start giving me other not-milk food and telling all the people we know that I might be
diary intolereble. My tummy will flutter like butterflies and I will go to the toilet every hour and drink lots and lots of
water but never feel better and then | will remember what | wrote. That I will be diabetic and we'll go to the doctors
and then the hospital and everyone will cry but not me. | will learn to inject myself in the leg two times a day and very
easily for an eight year old too and Il read my blood and be really quite good says mum at all the putting it in a blue
book for the nurse to check. There will be thirteen in my class through junior school but only | have a condision that
means the teacher must keep a box of horrible hard biscits on her desk for when | get hunger pains and feel shaky. |
will like my twelve classmates except Jim and they will like me the diabetic. My teacher Mrs Adderley will say |



can test the hardiest of men. The men on the boat are sailors made up of twelve crew-men and the ship’s first officer
and are trained in survival at sea. When the ship went down they knew to gather all provisions and ration it and allo-
cate the food into enough to last thirty days on the raft. But enough is not a good word for the tiny bits of food. And
the small portions will run out long before being saved but not before the first death. The first death is an eighteen year
old boy who had only been at sea for six months. He dies calling for water and for his mother. Next a big man called
McGregor drinks too much sea water and dies in a mad state where he believes that Jesus has walked across the water
to get him and so jumps into the ocean. The men watch the dwindling rations and then one another to see who might
die and leave them a larger portion tomorrow. At night only the sea hears their moaning and their desperate prayers
and

I think | told you this memory, but another vivid one | have is this. | was about six or seven, and | woke after a bad
dream (a recurring one | had as a kid, where the clicking radiator in my room was alive and breathing, and was waiting
until I slept so it could ‘get me’) and went downstairs for a drink. Over the banister | saw that, in the back room, my
mother, in her yellow fluffy dressing gown, was cowering on the floor as my father hit her with his belt. | don't think
they saw me, couldn’t know. | abandoned getting a drink and went back to bed. | did not feel anything. | was more
scared of the radiator. And that

I am a writer not a singer. | will write a poem that wins a competision and get a certificate from the mere and my aunty
who said | was the baby she hoped was me will clap the loudest. One day long after now when | am past eleven | will
write a novel and dedicate it to her because by then she will be dead from cancer of the heart. Lots of people will buy
my book and lots of people will say its silly but I will not be bothered because Ill write it from my heart. If we write
from the there we can heal it and stop cancer getting in. | wish my aunty would write more. | want to tell her to write
or sing now while she can. She doesn't listen to me and | wish she could remember. | will give half my money to dia-
betes one day but sadly | think it will be too late for me to have the new pancreas surgery they invent. | should of writ-
ten myself a different way but then I'm glad | didn’t. | wonder why...

some surrender and some live. But if Colin does not survive | will not be born. If he does not survive he will not go
home and have three children and then one of those three will not be father to my dad and | will not be born. From the
future 1 will him to survive. But this will does not keep him alive. He does not know this. The hunger keeps him

alive. Adding up how little he has eaten and for how many days and for how much longer keeps him alive until on the
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fiftieth day he is and his sole surviving ship mate are rescued. When they are picked up by a passing ship they can
barely stand and they weigh about eighty pounds and have blackened tongues and skin and blistery sores. But they are
standing. They are standing. So that | can now. So that

monster slept next to me, while he slept with her. This is one of a handful of memories, all bad, but I still miss him.

Lucy, this is a most imaginative work. | love how you weave the Writing My Life theme into that of your own life and
that of a man on a boat, lost at sea, and also a dream of a radiator. By having him in the present tense (albeit a little
meandering at times) and your life in the future, | think the piece works so beautifully. I love all the links between the
main characters, the similarities, seemingly incidental, but not. | would have given you an A, but | think you maybe had
some help with this. And spellings — do you not have a spellchecker? Please see me after class — Mr Naylor

John, | believe this work is actually two pieces, and you have Donna Fletcher, my year nine student's My Family assign-
ment mixed up with your pile of year seven papers. She’s entering it in a national under-fifteen’s competition, a very
talented girl. Makes you wonder if it isn't better that we have them write by hand, instead of typing work up, then you
would have known immediately that the work had two different authors - and of course for the handwriting prac-

tice. Not really ‘writing their life’ is it, if they type? | despair at this curriculum sometimes — Sue Johnson

over whether the theater district was up-
or downtown, although it would require
a somewhat intense self examination to

private transactions. When people did
give him money, he thanked them in the
best possible way: simply, but also with a
figure out exactly how dirty the under- tone that said, “If you didn’t give me this
neath of his fingernails were. Blind Man F ; : money, that'd be alright too.” He was
saw Melvin yell for three hours at a ' e &= never distraught with a feeling of victimi-
lamppost after his one-liter bottle of zation even on those days he couldn’t
Coke cut with Boone tipped and gurgled scrape up enough change to get himself
into the sewer. He saw shades descend- some generic cookies and orange juice
ing, mists rising, colors quieted. * from the supermarket. Blind man re-

; ; ) mained visible. He had seen his share of
When it rained the rainbows no longer  form. Nothing surprised him. guys obey the demands the world made
formed in the street's puddles. Blind ~ (Everything surprised Melvin.) o yeir identity. They slipped into obliv-
Man knew the city’s secret: the city i~ Blind Man may never scream out, o “hecame imperceptible; without seeing
nature’s inertia, more so than any forest althgugh whether he will or not, i reflections in the eyes of others they
ever could be. Recognition of the small- the inexorable darkness WPUId disappeared. And some of them, after
est injustices requires consciousness and S00N completely blanket his picking up TB in a homeless shelter or

nature rails against consciousness in any home. having AIDS blow up all over their face



and hands, forgot how to seek help,
and crawled into an abandoned build-
ing to die. Like everybody else, they
slept in the most comfortable place
they could find.

separately and privately - felt the urge to physical manifestation of deep-down-
watch TV while eating, neither voiced habits that maybe he — Melvin — was
this urge, yet it hung there somehow, unaware of but were anyway per-
and became psychically exaggerated in  fected by his African ancestors. The
indefinable ways demonstrated by their  perpetually cold woman had her Mas-
awareness that they positioned them- ters in Third World Dilemmas and
selves on the couch so they'd face each  read Margaret Mead on weekends.
other while eating; meaning, said posi-  “Everything has perfect sense,” she
tion acknowledged what they were not  announced to the office. “The strip-
doing, watching TV. Angie preferred ping of the land took away any cam-
angel hair; Keith, gnocchi. The unset ouflage or hiding places that snakes
table and its four chairs were a mere or other small animals used; and the
three steps away. If two people sit on a tying of stuff onto the fence, well,
couch long enough, one is bound to get that's just decorative, but more in a
up before the other. religious sense than anything else,
you know what | mean. Melvin is pro-
Angie told her clients’ stories. They both tecting the village, whether he knows
preferred freshly grated parmesan to the it or not.” A collective sigh of
artificial tasting Kraft stuff. Angie’s clients “Gotchya smarty-pants, now please

*hk*k

The culinary triumvirate of olive oll,
garlic, and onion prevailed at the Bro-
gan homestead, four days a week
accounting for the base of entrees
made with pastas like angel hair, fu-
silli, gnocchi, and spatzle. Their pasta
bowls were mauve and Angie pre-
ferred to eat with dimmed lights, not
necessarily for romantic motives but
because the bright lights of the win-
dowless office she worked at left her

-GoddamnmotherfuckerBlindMan-
whyd-he-go-and-spill-my-Boone-no-
behind-the-back-passes-fuckerfucker-
sly-ass-fucker-preacher-man-knew-
the-number-I-told-them-don’t-wanna-
go-there-not-my-war-fuckers-rigged-
ass-church-lottery-I-saw-that-number-
behind-the-back-fuckers-fourteen-
fourteen-

closet. The gym teacher held back the had been “taken away” when the pastor
temptation to ask if she could have of the 120th Street Methodist Church got
the ex-boyfriend’s jacket. The General fed up with him digging up the bushes
Science teacher kept saying, “When’s and flowers, making barren the area that
it gonna work.” Angie sniffed lint, the wound along the vaguely awe-inspiring
dried up edge of a dead moth’s wing, slash fear-inducing, pointy-arrowed,

and enough coke to decide that she  black iron-fence that surrounded the
wanted to help people, to do some-  church and its patch of grass. Nobody
thing in this world that was bigger understood why Melvin did this; or why
than the little mauve-colored niche he'd tie colorful pieces of bags and paper
that she occupied. Paul Simon’s to the fence. But Angie’s coworker, who
Graceland played in the background. wore two sweaters and whose hands
never popped out from underneath her
sleeves (unless file digging), developed a
theory that Melvin’s lifestyle had offered
him the chance to separate himself from

-tahell-wit-
their-goddam-varsityletter-shit-
fourteen-fourteen-six---and-cant-
shoot-cant-shoot-gotta-shoot-fuckers-
shootfuckers-preacher-and-his--
caddylac-damn-cars--stick-myass-at-
your-cars-sue-your-ass-get-me-

Keith had not worked in over a year
and since then the center of their re-
lationship had somehow become the

couch. They ate their dinners there
and even though both he and Angie -

present reality and dig deep within his
primal consciousness, resulting in the
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spilled-my-Booone-Blind-Man-aint-



who-he-thinks-he-is-fourteen-fourteen- attempting to garner from them what ther psychological implications or urges

sixsixand- was actually true. It had taken him toward a general fascination with life’s
-cheatin-crooked-ass-fuckers years to understand that the only way seedier side. It's not that he stuck his

-1-know-injustice-cumbubble-spilled- to live on the streets was to accept nose right up in there or anything. It

my-Boooone-fourteen-six----one- whatever daily reality presented itself. was more subtle than that, a negative
Beside the dumpster he clutched a desire, a refusal to not smell, to not
Fkkx telephone pole while Melvin rum- hold his breath, which he reacted to by
maged through the discarded lies of  doing just the opposite: taking as deep
The money began to dwindle, and other’s lives. Melvin tried to get him  of a breath as possible.

Keith didn't care. Desperation, once to drink an inch of thick viscous gunk
assuaged by making love in rhythm to from the bottom of a Campbell’'s Soup A willowy, unwholesome-looking whore
the refrigerator's hum, had drawn itself can. Pushing it under Blind Man’s said, “Honey, I'll let you pop the zit on
into a circle that surrounded both hus- nose, he told him not to worry, that  my ass for five dollars, and you can lick
band and wife, and Keith didn't care. = whether he drinks or not ain't nobody the white gooey stuff up for that other
Angie arrived home from work, and gonna be throwin nobody in the river five.” She was bored, and probably
with an utter honesty that probably tonight. would suck him off for ten, but willing
sought the quick-fix of a hug and noth- to wait and see which type of a joker
ing else, said, “It's like my life isn't and liar he actually was. They both

alr pasta, but at best his ten dollars or memories, there was nothing to

was probably just enough for a quick  uncover or figure out. - Finis -
spaghetti suck from some toothless,
haggard, old slut. Angie chewed her Fkkx

fingernails and thought about looking

up her friend the assistant principal to  Keith Brogan flirted with whores,

see if maybe there was a way she careful to stay out of eye-shot of any
could get her hands on a little coke, money-hounding pimp. His aimless
but Angie remembered her clients, and roaming of the streets had developed
how she didn’t want to be anything like within him the habit of taking a big
them, because secretly, even unto her- whiff whenever he walked by any un-

self, she hated them. pleasant looking person - or basically
anybody that appeared to maybe
Fkkx smell a bit on the overly ripe side of
hygienic — which was chiefly an un-
Blind Man had always listened to conscious habit, and he marked down
Melvin's convoluted stories without as some inconsequential tic with nei-
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