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Editorial Note 

When you assign a name to something, you have a certain ownership and control over it. 
Names carry certain prejudices., which, without realising it, a reader can dismiss an entire 
genre.

With the emergence of dribbles, drabbles, hint, smoke, twiction, sudden pros, threshold 
fiction, nano, micro fiction, short shots and flash, the categorisation and separation of  
these forms has become increasingly difficult.

What is important to remember is that poetry and short stories are siblings and their power 
is their ability to evoke, rather than state.

It is what they say in the gaps that takes our breath away.

It is what they do to us, not the word limit it takes us to read it. They have a compressed 
power to evoke. 

Contributors to this issue are creators of beautiful images whose work speaks at both an 
emotional and intellectual level. The varied voices contained in this blogzine have issues 
to explore and promote which will encourage the reader to take a beat, breathe and 
emote.

For this reason, this editions contributors are not constrained or categorised, so that 
beautiful images and words can exist alongside each other, rather than compete.

This edition is dedicated to the theme of provoking us to live our dreams and aspirations, 
and to explore the miracles of the world around us.

Annie  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PETRICHOR
By Margie Riley 

She lay there on the towel, her bathers drying rapidly. The breeze brought a waft of 

recently wetted soil, the scent filled her head. This was it: the perfume she would 

remember forever.  

It had been just a sprinkling, a flurry from a tiny cloud scudding overhead. It had 

emptied itself on the place where she lay. The drops had chilled her even though the 

day was warm. The others had left and she was alone. She’d walk home soon.  

She moved her head and looked at the scene—peaceful, and quiet. The breeze riffled 

the leaves in the riparian trees; the creek murmured across the rocks. She heard a cow 

lowing in the distance and the rattle and hum of traffic on the main road—the two 

incongruous.  

Her senses were alert, she felt someone watching.  

‘Who’s there?’ she said as she sat up abruptly. There was no answer. Her peace 

shattered, she scanned her surroundings, vigilant—then she saw him.  

‘Pete! For fuck’s sake! You scared the daylights out of me. I thought you’d gone with 

the others. I heard your car.’  

‘Nah. It’s Johnno’s. Same model as mine. I came back to find you. Told them I didn’t 

feel good leaving you here alone.’  

‘I’m fine; you needn’t have worried.’  
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‘Yep, knew you’d say that,’ he said as he strolled towards her. Tall, rangy, blond and 

square-jawed, he towered over her as she sat on the creek bank. He squatted beside 

her—stroked her hair, his hand resting on her right shoulder. He pushed her back 

gently; she lay down, watching. Her left arm was raised and bent, it shielded her face 

from the she-oak-filtered sunlight. She squinted up at him through half-closed eyes. 

Her right arm snaked round the back of his head. His blond and her dark brown hair 

mingled.  

‘What will happen, Pete? What’ll you tell her?’  

‘I’ll tell her she’ll have to find someone else to go to the formal with.’  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BULL TRAIN 
By John Grey 

Train glides through fields of cows.  

Bovines are too intent on chewing fresh grass 

to look up at the flash of locomotive silver,  

the following cars of grain.  

Nor does the whistle disturb them.  

And certainly not the rattle of steel on track.  

Train driver reckons them for women,  

slow and methodical, anchored in one place by hunger  

while he's the male boring in and out  

at speeds they can only dream about.  

But they don't dream, do they? They just chew cud, hour after hour,  

as their breasts fill with milk, and teats droop, await the chilly rough hands  

of the following morning.  

Locomotive is bound for the city  

where the driver reckons to partake  

of a faster crowd, in the bars, the discoes,  

though he's slow and lumbering to the female set,  

just another old cranky bull in a paddock,  

quaffing hay, stomping in frustration at  

how long it's been since the pick of the herd was his.  
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Next day, it's back to his cab, a domain as private  

as his thoughts, pulling rolling stock  

of fuel and farm implements.  

He barrels through those same indifferent cows  

on his way back home to his family,  

where there's dinner on the table with wife and two daughters,  

snorts from his side,  

moos all round. 

�11



Cats with Thumbs - Literary Scratching Post                         Edition 4              

MAN WITH SCAR 
By John Grey 

He often runs his fingers down the ridge  

of the scar that divides the square of his chest  

into two rectangles.  

It's a tough crust of pride,  

an entry in survival's diary.  

It's twenty years old,  

a keepsake from a knife fight in a bar.  

That saddle of skin makes a permanent case for  

"you should have seen the other guy."  

It was over a woman.  

She's now a faded tattoo on his back.  

He doesn't consider himself a violent man  

but, if pushed, he'll shove right back  

and harder.  

But these days, he prefers  

to let an unbuttoned shirt  

and a blade's souvenir ward off potential antagonists.  

He'd rather drink by himself and in silence.  

Of course, his hands can't leave that scar alone.  

The best wounds never do heal completely. 

�12



Cats with Thumbs - Literary Scratching Post                         Edition 4              

A MEMORY OF READING THE WAR POETS 
AGED 15

by Jonathan Jones 

The pattern was pages smoked  

in autumn weather and  

a science lab smell  

  of stale chemicals.  

The sheer nilism of a  

certain age where  

the easiest part of the syllabus  

was a world blown to hell.  

Girls so quickly bored,  

even harder to read.  

The future looked different then.  

Only two weeks earlier  

the war had ended.  

Not the war of course;  

just four days on the ground  

back to history, politics, geography.  

Then English literature.  
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Such English greenery, trees shrieking merry  

English birdsong.  

A strange reason to fight,  

a sound that wasn’t thunder;  

night after night  

no louder  

than Christ’s  

own agony.  

The names that rain earth round your ears  

listed still in their streets, alphabetically.    

Orders to kill followed  

by solemn chimes.  

Brighton Pier in flames. All gone.  

No mythology required, only  

now the guns themselves are 

a less specific picture  

the same way a heart beat stops.  

                         on a young child’s 

life support. So temporary. So continuous    

minus the image. 
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LADY IN THE WATER 

by Carolyn Elias 

The man in the brown coat undresses 
He does not think of the milk because 
His head is on fire with day-dreams 
That are far from his shabby children 
They cannot imagine their father 
Bare-chested lusting for fish 
In the unspoiled lake of his youth. 
Somersaulting, blue scales catching 
Light of the side of the boat where 
His mother drowned. She is just 
Below the surface, waiting to 
Grasp his trembling hands. 
As she Breaks the water, full of breath, 
She pulls him under one last time.
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RISKS AND REGRETS

By Katherine Givens 

Regrets crease my memory, 
Each a vein 
Streaming through history 
From the beats of a foolhardy 
Girl. 
Loves abandoned, 
Edges polished, 
Mistakes avoided, 
Fantasies, so close, faded 
To the background of reason. 
Regrets not born of folly, 
But of dwelling in comfort and peace 
Fill a spirit 
Desiring the wonders of unrest.
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I, BULLET 

By Carolyn Elias 

I cannot imagine 
My voice or body 
Steadily growing sallow under the weight 
But strong and supple 
As rope. My edges burnished 
In the heat of sunsets. 
I will be a bullet: 
Sure on its course, 
Exploding on impact A
t the end of all things.
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WHO SHE WASN’T
by Scott Archer Jones  

I admit it, I ran away. After I was sacked in my mid-fifties and I drove my wife back into the 

arms of her daddy's money, I had no way back to what I had done well in my life. There wasn’t 

even a way to get a new job—in 2009 laid-off managers with few friends were unemployable. 

Because I had a little money I rented a cheap tumbling-down house on the river in the cottonwoods, 

miles northwest of Albuquerque and the scenes of my failure. I waited there for a job to find me. 

The house was just upstream from Consuela Romero, the woman I would destroy. 

I was picking up my mail at the boxes on the road when she first spoke to me, in the early 

summer just as the sporadic rains finish. She approached me like a bird about to fly up and away. 

“Excuse me? You’re my new neighbor?” 

“Depends I suppose on where you live and where I do.” It was easy to be smart-ass at first, 

before she fell under my dominance and into my imagination. 

She took it seriously. “You shouldn’t pretend, señor. We have seen each other. I am 

Consuela.” She offered her small brown hand, but she didn't look at me—she gazed at the dust 

down to her right. Maybe she didn’t like men thirty years older. Grandfathers. 

“Right you are. I’m pleased to meet you, Connie. My name is Charles. I’ve admired your 

place as I drove by. Mine is run down.” 

“You rent from Ramon? He’s a nice person if you’ve been here for a while. He probably 

won’t fix anything. But he might help you, if you were doing it.” 
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I told her I didn’t care enough to fix up the Gutierrez place, but that I did wish I had a garden 

like hers. “You’re out in the garden all the time—you must really like it.” 

“No, Señor Carlos. It’s just part of the old ways. I do it to honor my mother and father, and 

my grandparents. It is my grandfather's house.” 

“I’m sorry, but I prefer to be called Charles.” 

“Sí, I understand.” She tried it out. “Charles.”  

“You live with your parents?” 

“No, they have all gone now. I live by myself.” 

Reflecting back on it, I was wrong to always call her Connie. It was my first failure of 

acknowledgement. 

A week later she drove up to my house. I stepped out past my tattered screen door to greet 

her, leaned on the front of the adobe, breathed in the dust raised by her truck. She was in silhouette

—I was squinting into the bright sun. “Here. I’ve brought you something.” She handed me a paper 

bag, then stood twisting the end of her belt back and forth.  

I peered into the sack, picking out vegetables—early squash, early tomatoes, cilantro and 

fresh lettuce. I thanked her and thanked her again, enjoying myself as I played her.  

“De nada,” she said, but it was something, not nothing. While I handled the sack, I worked 

around to the right and sneaked glances at her. Not the country-club type of woman I liked.  

“I tell you what, Connie, I can cook a bit. Why don’t you come back for dinner? I’ll make 

pasta with a cilantro pesto. We can use these things up while they’re really fresh.”  

She turned away from me and stared into the distance. I think she was considering the offer, 

and considering also who made the offer. She was shorter than I and thin to the point of pain. It was 

her hair that got me—black and shining as obsidian. Unlike me, she didn’t dress in town clothes but 
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in the denims of a field worker, under an old straw hat. I wondered what it would be like, to cut 

myself on those sharp angles and jutting bones. 

She said, in a mouse's voice, “Okay.” She turned and slipped back to her truck. I shouted. 

“Let's say at six!” But she didn't answer. In that moment, she had given in. I think she knew where 

it would end. But she was that lonely. 

After that, we were like the river below us, roiling swift towards a sea beyond. Anytime the 

bugs in my head were too much, I reached out to find her fluid skin beneath my hand, there in my 

room under the old window. Her hair flowed out on the pillow, shining in the desert moon, smelling 

of soap, of rosemary.  

If she never admitted we were together, I didn’t want to know. I ignored her quirks, like how 

she fiddled with her fork endlessly, the long silences. And the way she wouldn't look me in the eyes. 

A shame. They were beautiful eyes, if a little bruised deep down.  

At times she came across so childish. She sat on the edge of the bed wrapped in the sheet—

after I had strained my way to a sweaty finish. Not talking, hunching her shoulders. She would 

leave me in my bed, to go sleep alone in her grandfather's house. That was the thing I resented, that 

declaration of shame.  

She didn't need a social life—but I did. We went out to dinner in the village whenever my 

budget could afford it. I introduced her to my new friends—I had been in sales, I knew how to 

attach friends to me like limpets. I dressed her in the style I liked—bought her a couple of summer 

dresses and accessorized her. She rebelled at the white one, I thought, because of its plunging 

neckline. “Charles, que meustra demasiado y—the color of death.” 

“I like it, Connie. You look great in white.” 

“The old ones will not like it.”  
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No one I knew had ever said things like that. Her superstition embarrassed me. A creepy idea, 

dead people watching over us. 

We flowed on like that, two streams half-coiled together, through the summer and winter and 

into the time where the snow pack melts and the rivers wake up. She would come to me in the 

morning and make my breakfast, then disappear for the day. At dusk, she would be there with 

whatever pitiful offering of food she could make and we would cook together while I drank. And 

talked. I told her of my wild plans, for a new company, for an old friend in Chicago who would 

surely hire me, for a way to turn my little stake into a fortune as soon as the market came back. 

Sometimes she would touch my hand, and I would fall silent. That was the only time I surrendered 

command. 

I claimed it was the priest’s fault for a long time. He was perched there on her porch that early 

spring day when I dropped her off, at her grandfather's house. The priest brought the dusty black 

clothes and piercing stare of another century with him. She walked up to her porch, wearing a new 

white dress I had bought. I could tell by the way she skittered up to the door that she would be upset 

for days, more twitchy, even quieter than usual. She didn't come to me that evening. Only the next 

morning when I drove down to her house did I learn something about her. Her actions told me that 

day what I had never asked. She told me a little of who she had been, and what she had wanted. 

An empty white dress fluttered from the branch of a tall tree beside the house. Shoes and 

underwear, pitiful cotton, lay beneath it in the soft sunshine. The river ran wild below, just across a 

short meadow, filled with meltwater and the rippling trace of an unknown woman. 
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WHERE THE COWARD HIDES

By Katherine Givens 

Hide within your hut roofed with lies, 
Behind walls cobbled by elusion. 
Vanish into your clouded mind, 
Your smoke huffed from words burned. 
Swaddle yourself in tricks 
Designed by your hands, 
But never again 
Will I stray into promises 
Lifted only by the wind.
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FEAR’S PRESENCE
by Rebekah Galas  

Gnawing in your stomach, 
Twisting through your mind. 
Chilling, scarring, harrowing, 
Never gone. It’s always there,
Haunting, hunting. Waiting for you 
Within the shadows of midnight, 
Hidden in the dimples of daylight, 
Tracking, trailing, tagging behind, 
Clinging and clenching in your chest. 

Lurking over your shoulder. 
Skulking inside your closet. 
It’s waiting inside your head.
Feel it, see it, shout out loud! 
It stands upon the corner street. 
It knows your name, it knows your mind. 
It slinks through the silence on slippery feet. 
Be watchful and wary of its wicked power; 
It longs for the taste of your heart and soul.
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Darkness Constant 
By A Mitchell  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COLD 

By Valentina Cano 

She is a rattlesnake 
soaking up refrigerator warmth. 
She shakes her wrists, 
twitching with bracelets, 
sending them into a spasm of scales 
as her earrings hiss the single warning. 
Her smile is forked 
and never misses.
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MY LIFE   

by Hal O’Leary 

It's true that in my youth I was beset 
With fear that I might lose my life, and yet, 
I must say that the fear was quite offset, 
By treating life just as I did roulette. 
I'd go all out and never hedge a bet. 
The fear of loss was one I'd never met. 
I'd raise the stakes and never break a sweat. 
My life became an appetite to whet. 
A banquet that I never will forget.   

And now, a member of the Senior Set, 
I may be past my prime, but I don't fret. 
I've used life well, and now I'm pleased to let 
The ones that follow get their tootsies wet, 
And true to form, I hope that they can net 
A life like mine, for now that I'm a vet, 
There's nothing more I'd really like to get. 
And as the end draws near with no regret, 
Old death becomes a promise, not a threat.
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MIST 
by Rebekah Galas 

Air thick like gray tar 
Invades both the hearts and minds 
Of those who wander 
Through the mist encompassing 
The now dark and dreary world. 

The clouds pull apart 
To allow the sunshine through. 
Beams shine past the fog, 
Shattering the darkest thoughts, 
And bringing promise of hope. 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BRIGHT BEAUTIFUL DNA
 by Peter Baxter  

All things are bright and beautiful, 
Each in their own way, 
No one is a reject, 
Made by DNA 

All things are bright and beautiful 
All creatures great and small, 
All things are wise and wonderful, 
And DNA made them all 

Each little flower that opens, 
Each little bird that sings, 
DNA is Gods little helper 
And it made everything 

The cold wind in the winter, 
The warm summer sun, 
The harvest in his gardens, 
Making our lives such fun   

All things are bright and beautiful, 
Each in their own way, 
DNA is Gods own bible 
And we read it everyday
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Contributors 
Peter Baxter is a retired senior technician RAF trying to write 
poetry that brings out the scientific truth.

Valentina Cano is a student of classical singing who spends 
whatever free time she has either reading or writing. Her works 
have appeared in numerous publications and her poetry has 
been nominated for the Pushcart Prize and Best of the Web. 
Her debut novel, The Rose Master, was published in 2014 and 
was called a "strong and satisfying effort" by Publishers Weekly.

Carolyn Elias is a poet currently living in rural Minnesota. Her 
poetry has appeared in numerous journals and magazines such 
as The Altar Collective, Poetica Magazine, Black Fox Literary 
Magazine, and, Torrid Literature Journal. Follow her exploits 
and adventures on Twitter at @CarolynDElias. 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 Annie Evett is a contributing editor in a 
number of publications and manages a 
small Indie publishing house committed to 
promoting the short story form. Trained as 
an actor and teacher, Annie does voice 
overs and readings for radio and leads 
workshops on the creative process, as 
well as on social issues and lifestyle. She 
has a string of short stories published and 
has been guest editor and judge for a 
variety of international anthologies and 
short story competitions. 

Find her on http://annieevett.com

Rebeka Galas hails from the cornfields of Nebraska, and 
enjoys spending time on her various creative outlets, including 
a heavy dose of creative writing. A couple of her other poems 
can be found in Doxa: An Undergraduate Literary and Arts 
Journal.

�30

http://annieevett.com


Cats with Thumbs - Literary Scratching Post                         Edition 4              

Katherine Givens writes 
whenever she may have a 
chance. After breakfast, 
between breaks, before she 
sleeps. Her crazed writing 
habits have led to 
publication in numerous 
print and online magazines, 
including WestWard 
Quarterly, Tipton Poetry 
Journal, The Copperfield Review, Nazar Look, and From the 
Depths.

John Grey is an Australian 
poet, US resident. Recently 
published in New Plains 
Review, Perceptions and 
Sanskrit with work upcoming 
in South Carolina Review, 
Gargoyle, Owen Wister 
Review and Louisiana 
Literature. 
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A Mitchell wields a mean 6 HB 
pencil infusing her eclectic artwork 
with years of teaching, traversing the 
corporate landscape and 
motherhood. 

An emerging artist and 
photographer, she has had a number 
of prints, brush painting and 
sketches published. You can follow 
her on Facebook https://
www.facebook.com/AMitchellArtist

Hal O’Leary now at age 90, has been published in 18 different 
countries He lives by a quote from his son’s play Wine To 
Blood, “I don’t know if there is a Utopia, but I am certain that we 
must act as though there can be.” Hal is a recent recipient of an 
Honorary Doctor of Humane Letters degree from West Liberty 
University the same institution from which he became a college 
dropout some 60 years earlier. He currently resides in 
Wheeling, WV.
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Scott Jones currently lives in northern New Mexico, after stints 
in Louisiana, Texas, the Netherlands, Scotland and Norway. He 
is on the masthead at the Prague Revue. Scott launched a 
novel last year with Southern Yellow Pine, Jupiter and 
Gilgamesh, a Novel of Sumeria and Texas. Jupiter was a finalist 
in the 2014 New Mexico-Arizona Book awards in four 
categories and won a Bronze IPPY. His new novel, The Big 
Wheel, arrived in March, and a rising tide of people washed 
away is due out in 2016 from Fomite.

While Scott feels his publication list is dull but available – what 
is more important is that he cuts and splits all his own firewood, 
lives a mile from his nearest neighbor, and write grants for the 
community.

Johnathon Jones is a writer.

Margie Riley has come to writing later than she came to 
reading - she's been a bibliophile for as long as she can 
remember. She belongs to a long-standing book club and a 
couple of writers' groups. What a buzz! Margie's work as an 
editor/proofreader means that she spends her days looking at 
words, wielding her red pen (but gently) and making 
suggestions for other writers.
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short story writer, lover of music 
and all things “wordish”. He 
blogs at http://radio-
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RAGING AARDVARK PUBLICATIONS

Raging Aardvark Publications is an Australian indie publisher 
which promotes creative artists of edgy, off-kilter work in 
anthologies of short stories, flash fiction and poetry, as well as 
delving into non-fiction.

They are committed to sourcing a wide range of cross genre 
fiction which not only pushes the boundaries, but stirs the 
emotions of their  readers.  

Non-fiction themes explore living an authentic life, balancing the 
challenges of the 21st Century and exploring the vast range of 
experiences within relationships.

Raging Aardvark supports International Flash Fiction Day 
through an extensive competition culminating in the anthology 
“Twisted Tales”.

As their literary imprint, Cats With Thumbs, they produce a 
blogzine biannually. The annual anthology of favourite poetry, 
short stories, artwork and photography is published in July.

Titles available from Amazon include:

Choose your Adventures - written by a number of authors
History’s Keeper
Dust and Death
Zombie Now

Anthologies involving a number of authors

New Sun Rising – Stories for Japan
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Twisted Tales 2012 – Flash Fiction with a Twist 
Twisted Tales 2013 – Flash Fiction with a Twist 
Twisted Tales 2014 – Flash Fiction with a Twist
Cats With Thumbs 2016

Single author anthologies

Consuming the Muse – erotic tales – AstridL 
Mercury Blobs – Sylvia Petter 
Love just is – Kate Murray 
Shadows Close – Kate Murray

Non Fiction

Reclaim – Sex after Birth – Annie Evett
It’s up to Me – Warren Hooke

Upcoming Titles

Raunchy Recipes – Erotic tales blended with a recipe - 
Anthology
Anthology – Sartres' Lonely Toybox – Annie Evett 
Brother Dragon and Racoon walk the Camino – Annie Evett 
Letters to Saffy – Kiki Jarrott

For more information, check their website.

http://ragingaardvark.com 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