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Platinum City  

Hongri Yuan 

Translated by 

Manu Mangattu 

 

 

Ah! Of iridescent gems of time 

The heavenly road you paved light. 

In the kingdom of stars, 

I found my home. 

In that city of gold, 

I opened the gate to the Sun, 

To behold the godly giants. 

At the Royal Palace of the Jewel 

Of the prehistoric wonders I read 

In an enormous, gorgeous ancient book. 

By my eyes I saw 

The golden words that Juan carved 

A wondrous strange mystery tale; 

Into a full new world I went, 

To witness the seat of the holy Kingdom: 

Even before the Earth was born; 

The erstwhile home of human history. 

 

Across Time and Space in crystalline glitter 

Stands this moment a platinum city ï 

A ship drifting leisurely, 

Like a bird, resplendent in variegated hues. 

 

In the crystal garden I saw 

A crowd of youthful giants, 

Their eyes were bright and glittering 

In the aura of the bodyôs sparkle. 

 

They sang happy songs 

They danced a wonderful dance 

Lanky boys and girls in pairs 

As if to celebrate the splendid carnival. 

I saw a circular edifice 

High above the city. 

Giving out a white light. 

Raised ground to fly into the quiet space. 

 

A frame of platinum edifice 

Creating a beautiful pattern. 

The whole city is a circle 

Arranged into a fine structure. 
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Into a bright hall I went. 

A strange instrument there I saw. 

A huge screen hanging on the wall, 

Displaying a golden space. 
 

Like bits of colourful crystal gemstones! 

Resplendent with variegated colours of the 

city! 

Those beautiful high-rise buildings 

A sight better than the myth of the world. 
 

A line I saw of strange letters. 

On one side of the screen flashed swiftly 

Numerous young and strong giants 

An effort to concentrate on the changing 

images. 
 

Their look is quiet and peaceful. 

The learned flame flashes in their eyes. 

In a flash of clothes 

The next is a whole. 

 

Their stature, unusually tall. 

Each one is well-nigh seven meters high. 

Men and women look dignified 

No age difference apparent either. 

 

Their skin is white as snow 

With a faint flashy shine 

Bright eyes as naµve as an infantôs 

Kindled with a strange flame. 

 

They manipulate the magic of the 

instrument. 

A picture of the changing space. 

Their language is artless and plane. 

As the bell is generally pleasant. 

 

As I survey the length and breadth of the 

bright hall 

A powerful energy I feel 

Body and mind, suffused with bliss and 

delight. 

And it seems to be a giant. 

 

I seem to understand their language. 

They are exploring the mysteries of the 

universe. 

That in the city there is a planet 

Peopled with their various partners. 
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Their mind they use to manipulate the 

instrument 

Also can to transfer data be used 

Even thousands of miles apart 

Also to talk free to the heart. 

 

A line of text on the screen 

Is but a message from afar. 

The whole universe is their home. 

They build cities in space. 

 

The space shuttle they use 

To take you to the other space. 

Into a lightning, a moment, and you 

Vanish into thin air, without a trace. 

 

I feel a new civilization. 
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from The Book Of Gatherings 

Mark Russell 

 

ẚ*  

 
 

 

Take your friends to the source  

     its distant bark 

     where the farm dogs sleep 

     disclose their learning 

      

There is a herb made of words 

     it smells of sage 

     slips its season  

     removes our virtue 

 

Where we stand our ground 

     make mistakes 

     fear no consequence 

     follow our literal hearts 
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ẚ**  
 

 

 

You lower yourself into my shaking hands 

completely          unmistaken          upright 

 

in strict sunlight 

 

I am versed in the smallest acquaintances      

attentive          governed          true to my need 

 

the harvesting 

 

We are agreed in the comforts of our business 

its baffling instructions          its economies 

 

the death-roll of kudos 

 

terminations we demand but donôt fully grasp 

knowing          suspecting          unmooring 

 

the doubts we harbour 
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ẚ***  
 

 

 

Take your failures to the edge of town 

where the reservoir rises away in the north 

where oak and ash sweep themselves south 

 

Walkers on the heath pay you less heed here 

if you spread this vinegar-luck thick 

on the ground in the leaôs fading light  

 

Leave it to bleach in the days to come 

you wonôt have to check its progress  

 

Tomorrow it will begin to cure itself  

with the wilt and wasting of life well lived 

 

Like a fur of poison on a raspberry 

we can eat if we choose the right moment 
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Killing Stingers 

Stephen Regan 

 

Rob stomps out of his workplace and over to the crap hotel at the end of the lane. Janet behind 

the bar pours him red wine, she flashes her sad smile. He likes Janet. Her face is so dolorous. 

She reminds him of Our Lady in that picture which hung in his grandmaôs parlour in Wigan 

back in the ó60s. Except for the tight blonde permðOur Lady didnôt have one of those.  

Rob heads out to the garden to smoke and to óreflect on lifeôðwhich is what heôs come 

to call his drinking. Ha! Nice and ironic. Everything is nice and fucking ironic these days, he 

thinks. A man is sat on his customary bench so Rob settles on the one opposite.  

The man, a stranger, is intrigued by Robôs liquorice rolling papers, and comes and sits 

by him. The two men start talkingðabout arthritis, high blood pressure, failed love, property 

worries, how Lancashireôs changed, and what men can and canôt do in their late ó50s. 

Robôs new friend is Phil, and heôs about to get divorced. Phil is hoping for a new life 

in Canada with his first love. But Philôs heard that Canada can be boring. 

óOh, yeah,ô says Rob, óeven the word ñCanadaò is boring.ô   

Rob tells Phil all about Juney; how they plan to live together in Corralejo one day. Rob 

explains how heôs determined to drive 250 miles to Norwich the next morning to attend a party 

for his former workmate, Paul, whoôs close to death. Itôll be a kind of wake for Paulðwhile 

heôs still alive. 

  All this is said as Cilla Blackôs funeral Mass takes place in Liverpool. The two men 

donôt talk about that; they just have mildly sad faces. Well, Rob was always a Dusty Springfield 

man and Phil preferred Kathy Kirby.  

The time comes for Rob to walk back to his desk in his boring office nearbyðdesigned 

by Canadians, heôs sureðbut instead he drinks more wine and buys Phil a large whiskey. 

Rob looks at Phil. Phil looks at Rob. They kill two wasps. They swap mobile numbers, 

each knowing that a friendship has begun. 

Soon enough, theyôll meet againðfor a pub lunch. Theyôll kill more wasps and consider 

what it means, what it really means, to be human. 
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TRUMP AS A FIRE WITHOUT LIGHT #105 

Darren Demaree 

 

Now, we vanish those that are not moving into the street.  The public displays make sure that your 

name will be read once they have to deal with the weight of your whole body.  Now, we vanish those 

that are not moving into the street.  We can halve our families, and still have enough family to identify 

us.  It only takes one voice quietly saying your name over and over again to be remembered.  Now, 

we vanish those that are not moving into the street.  I can be the one to say your name forever.  I can 

read many names aloud in the morning of every day.  I can do that.  I will do that.  Now, we vanish 

those that are not moving into the street.  I can promise I wonôt remember the faces I donôt see next 

to me on this street.  I can promise that it doesnôt matter who you were before this gathering took 

place. 
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Call Me Carcass 

Edward Little 

 

Cutting into a pork loin I wipe the chunk over some mash, then over the mint sauce.  

 óSo fella, what do you do then?ô Barry asks as he fills his mouth with a roast potato. 

Iôd been by the Tate on Liverpool docks, chucking rocks at the windows, when Barry found 

me.  

 óIôm an artist,ô I say, poking my own roastie with a knife. 

  Looking at his son, Barry chews with a smirk on his face. óAn artist, Callum.ô He 

swallows. óWhat do you think of that?ô 

  óCool!ô he shouts, mushing his plate full of mash in circles, pushing the hidden 

pockets of peas to the side. 

 Their kitchen reminds me of being a student in Leeds. Checkered floors, fake, granite 

countertops and random stickers covering the fridge and microwave. 

 óWhat kind of art you into?ô Barry says. Heôs finished his plate, already mopping the 

last puddle of gravy with a slice of Hovis. 

 óI make sculptures, mainly ones of women laying into each other.ô 

 Callum giggles into his fingers, bits of sauce dribbling out the corners of his mouth. 

 óEnough of that, kidda.ô Barry leans over and ruffles his sonôs black fringe. óHe means 

people having a tussle, a bit of a scrap.ô 

  óItôs more than that,ô I interrupt, moving my plate to the side. óItôs a mixture of art: 

throws, strikes and tackles. Mixed martial arts.ô I interlink both hands on the table, leaning in 

and Callum does the same. óItôs unpredictable, a designed chaos.ô 

   Barry stares blankly at me, then at his sonôs open mouth. Dimples on his cheeks rise, 

a chuckle coming out like hiccups. 
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 óInto ya sculpting then? Very decent, la, very decent. Me and our kid here have a box 

now and then, using this bag we bought from Joeôs gym. Think you could turn us into a couple 

of clay beasts?ô 

 Callumôs mouth hangs wider. 

 óSorry,ô I say, leaning back and taking out my flask, óbut I only do women.ô  

* 

Winter morning rolls over my back as the door of my studio is opened. 

  The cold helps me sculpt, keeps my hands nimble on the polymer clay as I mould it 

around the skeleton. 

  óHow do you get it on your back?ô Maggie says, scratching the bits of clay Iôve managed 

to smudge near my shoulder. 

 I freeze because sheôs never here, hasnôt caught me making whatôs meant to be her. 

Training keeps her away from home, sheôs back sometimes because Iôm her husband. 

 Critics love what I make. They hated my paintings: called them ñunadventurous and 

lacking.ò I keep both palms on the clay of her leg, a ninety-degree rise of poles surrounded by 

bent coat-hangers, the torso above only half coated. I have plenty to play with as the museum 

commissions my work.   

 óAxe kick.ô Maggie says, now standing next to her half-finished tribute. 

 I once saw my wife, or should I say Maggie the Masher, axe kick consciousness out of 

Roundhouse Ronda, her leg swinging down like a public execution. 

 Mumbling a reply, I grab a cloth and crumble clay bits between my fingers. óYou were 

fantastic.ô I whisper into the rag. 

 She turns to me, her small nose permanently slanted from the amount of times itôs been 

crushed. Her hair is choppier than usual, the blonde edges barely touching her ears. 

 óNice hair.ô 
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 óI cut it myself,ô Maggie says, crossing her arms and circling her imitation.  

 My wifeôs voice is sweet, but she isnôt pretty. 

 Next month sheôs fighting in Manchester for the welterweight championship. óCarl 

wants you to take pictures,ô she says looking at me through the skeleton. 

 Carl is her trainer, and my representative. Most of the time I speak to Maggie I do it 

through Carl.  

 óI can make it.ô I say staring back at her through the ribs. 

  The Tate want the sculpture done for mid-November but Iôll be finished before then. 

Maggie has moved away from me, staring at where her head will be. Iôll spend the next few 

weeks alone, sculpting: defining with tinfoil balls, necklace chains and toothbrushes. 

  Dabs of crunched up tinfoil are the best way to achieve pubic hair. 

 óYou donôt have to,ô she says staring straight at me. óTo come, that is.ô She looks at the 

smooth edges of her arms then back up. óYou wonôt see me afterward. There will be press 

conferences, interviews.ô 

 Soon the polymer on the legs will harden. There will be less resistance to build as it 

sets, and the clay wonôt collapse. 

 óIôll be there. Iôve never seen you win a title before.ô The corners of her mouth turn up 

a little. Maggie runs her hand through her hair, then scratches the crooked tip of her nose. 

Circling back to me she kisses my cheek and leaves. 

 I need more clay to finish her.  

*  

Barry collects the plates and brings dessert. Callum gets vanilla ice cream, we all get hot 

chocolate. 

 Barry splashes bourbon in ours, Woodford. Cheap and strong. 
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  óWe have a saying in Liverpool: hair of the dog. Get some of that down ya and youôll 

feel fresh as nothing.ô 

  óHair of dogs?ô Callum says, already plastered with a chocolate moustache. 

 óOur fella here is feeling yucky,ô Barry says tucking his chair in. óWe drink up, think 

about dogs and doesnôt that make you feel better?ô 

 Callum giggles and nods, blowing the steam of his cup. 

 óI once painted dogs.ô I say then blow on my drink. óIn Leeds, during the summer after 

second year. Bloody load of bulldogs, mostly sagging into the floor because I drew them with 

too much skin. Messes they were.ô 

 óMe and my Cal would be sold if you painted German Shepherds. We had a pup called 

Chip, a little scruff, now with Mum.ô 

  óI walked him.ô Callum says. 

  óI used to have a fat Basset Hound. Couldnôt walk him,ô I say. óHe was a puddle, 

couldnôt tell if you were walking on a rug or his backô 

 They laugh and itôs nice how the cup warms my palms. 

 óYou have any animals now? Barry says. 

 óNo.ô  

 I once had a rabbit in my studio, after Maggieôs fight in Manchester. It was white with 

brown by its tail and Carl thought it would help. After an hour, I left it in Sefton Park and 

cycled home. 

 óJust as well,ô Barry says then finishes the dregs of his cup. óI used to be a bit naff with 

pets. Iôd show the dog some love and my wife would get jealous. Tellinô ya, this is why men 

canôt multi-task: we get bollocked for it.ô 

  He slaps the table as he says it, Callum eating it up, eyes staring at his dadôs hairy 

knuckles. Youôd need tinfoil balls and toothpicks to make them, dabs on a clenched, clay fist. 
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óI havenôt had much luck with women.ô I say, standing up and walking towards the cabinet 

with the bourbon. óThey tend not to like me.ô 

 I fill my flask. 

*  

óYou fucking dog, get over here.ô Carl approaches, arms wide. 

 He wears a three-piece suit, burgundy, with oak-coloured, leather shoes. His hair is 

short and black, heôs clean shaven and his head is unusually round. He says things like, mental 

and describes situations as tasty.    

 óI canôt believe your lass, she was fuckinô mental.ô 

 Maggie walks in surrounded by flashes, reporters bludgeoning her with questions. 

  óWhatôs it like being through to the finals?ô 

  óThis is your first axe kick knockout. Should we expect a new nickname?ô 

  óDo you have anything to say to Ronda or her trainer?ô 

 Maggie strides without pause into her dressing room behind us. Me and Carl follow, 

closing the door as soon as we get through, almost crushing a camera lens. 

 óBrutal bulldog choke in the first round, knockout in the second. If you couldnôt kill me 

and your husband wasnôt in the room, Iôd fuck you right now.ô 

 óEnough, Carl Cranston,ô Maggie says, trying to grin with a swollen cheek that has 

started to turn purple. 

 He chuckles, brandishing two, thin cigars, lights one and places it between my lips 

without asking. 

 óChong on that.ô Carl lights up and inhales. óListen,ô he croaks, blowing smoke, óIôve 

got a proposition for you both. Weôll soon get the date for the welterweight belt, Maggie we 

need to organise a few appearances and promos, and you, my beautiful artisan, youôve got work 

to do.ô 
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 Placing both hands on my shoulders, Carl kisses me on the forehead. 

 óWe need a sculpture of the knockout, something bold, The Masher towering over her 

opponent. Feel free to play with all that surrealist shit, but donôt go overboard with this one. 

This is history.ô 

 Carl goes on to talk about popular exhibitions accepting my work as Maggie unstraps 

her fingerless gloves, the faint hint of vinegar coming from her prune-like hands. 

 óLetôs just sort out the match first,ô Maggie says looking in the mirror and swabbing 

her right eye. óThe sooner the better, because after this I may be done.ô 

 óMags, Iôm going to pretend I didnôt hear that.ô Carl steps near her. óWeôll play it by 

ear, win us a belt and prove to the fuckers that this title belongs to you.ô His hand is on her 

shoulder now, blood sliding off her eyebrow as she dabs it with a cotton bud. 

  óI gotta run,ô Carl says, almost jogging to his satchel near the door and slinging it over 

his shoulder. óGet to grips with the game plan, and do try and celebrate, Picasso here looks like 

he could use a pick-me-up.ô 

  Carl opens the door, walks into the hall of flashing lights and kicks it shut behind him. 

  óSimon, do you have anything to tell me?ô Maggie says, taking off her rashguard and 

bra. 

  Her neck is bruised and her chest is red, the nipples roughened from side punches. The 

welts will be difficult to duplicate, especially her squinted eye. 

  By the time she leaves I still havenôt spoken. 

* 

  Callum was sent to bed after I started telling stories about Carl. Reluctantly he dragged his 

feet towards his room, but not before looking me in the eye as he shook my hand. 

 óTasty?ô 

 óDonôt ask,ô I say, now drinking black coffee. 
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 Itôs dark outside, the light is low in the kitchen. Callumôs door is slightly open, spilling 

a narrow bean of orange nightlight onto the floor. Barryôs denim jacket looks darker, the 

flowers on his Guns N Roses patch invitingly maroon. 

 óYou sure do have some interesting stories, fella,ô he says, spooning some sugar into 

his drink. óYou need something to replace that hole after youôve drank heavily, for me itôs 

coffee and sweet stuff. Donôt go cold turkey, no. Thatôs how you fall back into habit.ô 

 óDrinking is new to me,ô I say, holding my cup. óRecently been trying it out.ô I swig 

and the burn isnôt the same. 

 Barry leans his arms over his coffee, his fingers pushed together by his eyes, running 

them down and over the edges of his nose. óI used to drink a lot with our Calôs mum. You 

know, few beers after work and we used to have friends round.ô He laughs sweetly, the steam 

from his cup brushing his chin. óShe was a right laugh, our Peggy. Used to sing eighties rock 

tunes and thrash this cloud of ginger hair she battled to get through a comb. Aw mate, she used 

to do this twirl when she wore dresses, beautiful it was. Actually tried to curtsey once, fucked 

it up and fell over.ô 

  I grin, unsure if I should be laughing. 

  óI knew about you,ô Barry says, sniffing and rubbing his eyes. óWhat you do that is. Iôm 

a cleaner at the Tate.ô 

 Gulping my drink I sit still, waiting for the heat to settle in my stomach. óOh right,ô I 

state weakly. 

 óThat was your work, on level three? I got a good look when they were bringing it in. 

Great big leg swinging in the air, that mound of dots between the legs. Didnôt leave much to 

the imagination, did ya?ô 
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 óIt shouldnôt be in there,ô I mutter to the kitchen table. óI told them to take it down but 

they wouldnôt let me.ô I feel my toes going numb and my stomach churning, the caffeine 

making my shins shake. 

 I really hate coffee. 

 óIf you donôt mind me asking, pal,ô Barry says, his eyes searching my face, ówhy did 

you want out?ô 

 Removing the flask from my leather jacket, I take a swig without any protest from 

Barry. The room stays quiet for a while, the smell of alcohol overpowering the coffee. óItôs 

called The Axe Kick,ô I bring the flask closer to my mouth, ówhich my wife died from last 

week.ô 

* 

The rabbit came without a cage, half a bag of feed and no name. 

 óMy son didnôt name it, couldnôt be fucked,ô Carl says lighting a cigarette after he 

passes me the animal. óItôs a bit mental after being left out in the rain so itôll keep trying to 

escape. Give the bastard some telephone wires, I can tell you from experience it will spend 

hours chewing through them.ô 

 He wears an Oxford blue suit and black leather shoes. Thereôs now stubble on his face 

that matches his hair. 

  óIôve sorted the funeral for next week,ô he says to the rabbit, ignoring me. óPlease try 

and make it. Maggie would want you there.ô 

  He means the media want to see me there. 

  Weôre in front of my studio, in the wooded area by my home. óAlso, the Tate refuse to 

take down your sculpture.ô 

 óWait, what?ô I say, clenching. The rabbit squeals and squirms in my hands, almost 

jumping but I pull it back, stroking until it calms. óThey canôt do thatécan they?ô 



 17 

 óYou signed a three-month contract. Until January the fifteenth, they can do what they 

like.ô 

 The winter morning hurts my face and Iôm forced to squint at Carl, his profile already 

turned away from me. óWe need to do something.ô 

 óThereôs fuck all we can do, and once sheôs buried my contract with her has ended, and 

that includes you,ô he says, staring me in the eye for the first time. óListen,ô he pauses, ójust be 

there next week.ô 

 He leaves, probably to wherever he left his car. Thereôs more I could say, yet even when 

I spoke to Maggie through Carl, I never said much. 

 I take my new pet into the studio and place him on the floor. Itôs warmer than normal, 

but not by much and the place is empty of sculptures. Bricks of clay, still wrapped, sit by the 

podium and easels stand to the side. Forgotten cans of paint have started to rust and portraits 

are turned away towards the walls. The rabbit hops aimlessly, knocking a painting to the floor, 

cautiously stepping on top of it. I walk forward, grab the painting by the edges and lift. 

Frantically it leaps into the pile of canvases and sits between a gap. 

  To Maggie- 

 The writing lies at the bottom, the second name obscured by a paw print. Thereôs the 

shaded outline of a shadow man in the middle. He has no face and his body is empty, except 

for a belly button. The shading has smudged through the months but it seems to work, the 

carcass widening on the frame until the shadow now touches the edges. Allôs it took was your 

finger to widen the charcoal outline of the man, to get him how you pictured without using tin 

foil balls and coat-hangers. 

 I stare at my work then place it to the side. Kicking my canvasses out of the way I 

finally catch the rabbit. Itôs too scared to move as I cradle it in one arm, my other one controlling 

the steering on my bike. 
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 Piss covers the side of my jacket by the time I get to Sefton Park.  

 

Itôs pretty late, past midnight and weôve given up on alcohol and coffee. 

 óWell,ô Barry says, óIôm stuck on what to say if Iôm honest, mate.ô 

 óYou donôt have to say anything.ô 

 óSeemed like a cracker, your wife, and if you donôt mind me saying that Carl doesnôt 

seem my kind of bloke, really. Bit of twat, actually.ô 

 óYeah,ô I mutter, ónot that it mattered. We never really liked each otherô 

 óRight character you are. Comes with being an artist and thaô, I bet.ô 

 óHm,ô I smile, ónot really. I put my personality into my work, especially when it came 

to sculpting. It just took so much, you know? When painting, I still had bits left of me to play 

with afterwards, I had something to talk about. Iôd spend weeks making huge figures and I 

would forget how to talk to people, how to be around my wife. Now I have nothing and my 

main focus is you, this random stranger sitting opposite me.ô 

 The sound of a reversing lorry echoes, the beeping just audible. Trash probably fills the 

back of it, and I could just as easily climb in with it all.  

  óWhy did you stop painting?ô 

  óIélost inspiration,ô I say, surprising myself. 

 The beeping stops and the sound of the lorry fades as it drives away. 

 óMy art didnôt sell, people said it was self-indulgent rubbish. Then Maggie came and I 

started sculpting her, soon finding that I focussed on the imitation more than my wife.ô 

 The only sounds our breathing, the slight rustle of our cuffs on the table and the rising 

wind outside.  

 óI donôt know if I loved her, not in the way youôre meant to anyway.ô  
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 óWell,ô Barry says, óthatôs a sad thing to realise. Did you make it to the funeral?ô  

 óNot really.ô 

  óWhy?ô  

 óItôs tomorrow,ô I say, rubbing my hands through my hair. 

 Barry looks at me, lips tight, looks at his sonôs bedroom then into his lap. óListen,ô he 

starts, then falters, óI donôt know what it is you think you need to do, but ignoring the fact that 

your wife existed isnôt going to solve anything: even if you didnôt love her.ô 

 óWhat if I didnôt? I say, almost choking on the words. 

 óThen I guess you get over yourself.ô Barry stands up and walks next to me, looking 

down with his hands on his waist. óPersonally mate, I donôt think resolutions exist. If you donôt 

go tomorrow because you didnôt love her, itôs not going to make you feel any better.ô His hand 

is on my shoulder now, squeezing to tell me thatôs the end of his speech. 

 óI may need to borrow your couch for the night, and ask for a brew in the morning,ô I 

say standing up. óAnd Barry? No more coffee.ô 

 He grins like heôs a friend, head downcast as his hand slaps my back. 

 Barry walks to his bedroom to grab a blanket, and I wonder if heôs got a suit I can 

borrow by ten in the morning.  

*  

I met Maggie at my first art sale. 

 There was a room in a warehouse on Fleet Street. It was a charity event, a variety of 

arts, which meant a band called Elmo and the Styx were playing an hour into my exhibition. 

Canvasses stood to the left of the room, everyone drank rum, fosters, and I kept questioning if 

I was punk enough. 

 óWhatôs this supposed to be?ô she said, looking at the piece next to me, hands at her 

sides. 
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 óItôs a surrealist portrait,ô I said, hovering my hand over the outline of the shadow man. 

 Back then her hair was longer, a small ponytail tightly fastened, revealing her 

cauliflower ears. 

 óDoes it have a name?ô 

 óCall Me Carcass.ô 

 óInteresting,ô she said, looking at the faceless man. She looked fascinated, which was a 

change from side glances from art buyers and stoned, grinning punks. óAny reason?ô 

 óIt was a nickname in school. I had a bit of an unconcentrated stare in class, mouth 

gawping as if I was dead.  

 Iôd already decided to give her the piece just after she giggled. I signed it with the 

hopeful sharpie I kept with my canvasses, in exchange for coffee the next day. 

 óJust to warn you, my ex-husband will be dropping me off,ô she said, nearly laughing. 

óDonôt worry, heôs only my manager now.ô 

 That night I gave away painting and made no money. Maggie left with my gift and a 

month later I found myself watching her fight in Liverpool, mashing her opponent with a flurry 

of punches. 

 It wasnôt long until I found myself in a studio attempting my first sculpture, surrounded 

by snapshots and looking up at Carl.  
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