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Editorial 

We’re Putting the ‘Þ’ in ‘Thorn’! 
 

Welcome to our very first issue! We’ve dotted the i’s, crossed the 

t’s, and we’re putting the ‘Þ’ in ‘Thorn’! Thorn Literary Magazine, 
that is, an eclectic, uncanny literary periodical. In this issue, we’re 
pleased to bring you what we hope will be a satisfying mix of 
creative short and flash fiction, expressive long and short verse 
poetry, art, and photography. 

To start, sit back and sip an “Espresso Martini,” on us! Actually, 
Courtenay S. Gray would like to pick up the tab for that—she’s a 
brilliant young emerging author we’re delighted to feature in our 
premier issue. 

Once you’ve had your alcohol-caffeine fix, feel free to follow 
through on your dream of finally picking up knitting! Suffice it to 
say, if you’ve ever entertained the idea, Ruth Bradshaw’s beautifully 
paced “Tight Knit” will have you questioning the ties that bind. 

Also in this issue, gifted illustrator and author Kek-W will transport 
you to Paris, where appearances aren’t quite what they seem. 

From there, check out the visionary, surreal, dreamlike flash fiction 
of Rosaleen Lynch who first takes us on a photographic tour of her 
mother’s body and then brings us to the seashore—to show us 
where babies come from! 

And once you’ve exhausted your supplies, make your way to Molly 
Quell’s “Yard Sale,” where you might find more tension than you 
bargained for. 

We’re very pleased to present the poetry of two talented young 
poets in our first issue: Cydni Chéry’s long verse “Butterfly Gods,” 
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about the joys of bringing up a child amidst personal adversity, and 
Hali J. Cross’s beautiful meditations on life. 

The issue also showcases the abstract line art of Canadian artist and 
author Elaine Woo, whose work we’re privileged to feature here. 

Our photography section puts a spotlight on the evocative work of 
New York-based photographer, musician, artist, writer, and poet 
David Zimmer, exploring the haunting interplay of shadow and 
light. 

In our featured essay, historian Emily Lord Fransee takes a detailed 
look at seventeenth century author Margaret Cavendish’s The 
Blazing World, first published in 1666(!) and long considered one 
of the founding texts of the science fiction genre. The book is both 
a fantastic tale of therianthropic, animal-human hybrids and 
immaterial spirits, and an early example of a feminist text with a 
woman ruling over a ‘parallel planet.’ Fransee reflects on what the 
book and its author (one of the first women to publish using her 
own name) can teach us about empire, gender, and imagination. 

Finally, from the annals of classic horror, we present a ‘biting’ work 
by the 19th century author Ambrose Bierce, who we’ve brought 
back from the dead for this issue! Editor Tilly Jameson has done a 
wonderful job updating the text for the modern reader. 

The editorial team would like to thank all of our wonderful contri-
butors, our valued readers, and welcome you all to the Thorn 
Family! 

We are: 

Stewart Ansel  |  ASSOCIATE EDITOR 
Tilly Jameson |  COPY EDITOR 
Prem B. Das  |  ASSISTANT/PROOF READER 
Hae Jun Lee |  PRODUCTION & MEDIA  
 
 
 

© 2020 Thorn Literary Magazine 
All rights revert back to the authors/artists.  www.thornlitmag.com 
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Cherry sits alone at the bar. She holds an espresso martini in her 
shaking hand. Stage fright. The bar is her stage to perform for the 
men in the room. She has come to pick up a man that she can 
obsess over and lust after. The bar is swanky, an upmarket hotel 
bar. It has the booths of a diner but the alcohol selection of an elite 
club. 

 “Another,” Cherry demands, banging down her glass. 

The barman mixes her another, but he hesitates for a second. 

“What are you here for? Normally I can scope people out, but…” 
He trails off. 

“I’m a mysterious woman.” 

The barman sucks in a breath and looks over at a couple in one of 
the booths. 

“See him, that man over there? He’s married, but he’s not told his 
date that. He slipped off his wedding ring before she arrived.” 

He then gestures to an older woman sitting by herself. 

“That woman over there takes care of her disabled husband, but 
because their sexual relationship’s been on the rocks, she seeks out 
other men. She hates it, but it’s like an addiction—she indulges 
and then feels an enormous amount of shame after the fact.” 

Espresso Martini 
Courtenay S. Gray 
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Cherry is about to comment, but the barman suddenly fixes his 
gaze on her. 

“You… You’re lonely—very lonely. You wring your hands a lot 
which means you’re anxious. You don’t let people in because you’re 
afraid of what they might see. You fear they might see what you 
see every time you look in the mirror.” 

Cherry laughs but she isn’t convinced; neither is the barman. 

“What are you, Sherlock Holmes?” she quips. 

“I may live in the shadows, but I’m aware of what goes on in the 
light; I wash my glasses and keep my head down, but I know what 
happens ’round here.” 

Suddenly there’s a gasp and the sound of glasses crashing. The 
woman from the booth has pushed the man pretending to be single, 
and he has flown back, bumping into a waiter carrying a tray of 
glasses. She slaps the man and leaves. The man is standing there 
rubbing his sore cheek. He takes out his wedding ring and puts it 
back on. He joins Cherry at the bar. 

“A shot of sambuca for me and whatever the lady wants,” he utters 
to the barman while gesturing to Cherry. 

“I’ll take the same.” 

The barman winks at Cherry. 

“There’s no use pretending anymore, just own up to what you 
are—a married man who’s not happy with his life.” 

“What makes you think I’m not happy?” 

“Oh, come on, don’t take me for a fool. You hid your wedding ring 
before that woman got here—of course you’re unhappy.” 

The barman places the sambuca shots in front of them. Impulsively, 
Cherry takes both and downs them. The married man finds this 
amusing. 

“I’m Cherry, what’s your name?” she enquires. 
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“Cedric.” 

Cedric is wearing a hazelnut tuxedo with a lemon coloured, dicky 
bow tie. An odd combination that fits the scenery. 

“Do you always wear a tux to these fake dates?” 

“First of all, they’re not fake dates; and secondly, no, no I don’t,” 
he says pointedly. 

The barman points out to Cherry that Cedric’s fly is open, exposing 
the salmon-pink underwear he’s wearing. 

“Cedric, it would appear that you’re flying so low your little pink 
undies are peeking out,” she cries. 

“Wha-ah, fuck!” 

He quickly fixes his mistake while Cherry tries to contain herself. 
She must not appear immature. She can’t seem to stop laughing 
and this changes the room. A little light laughter was fine before, 
but now it’s obnoxious—people are staring with evil intent. The 
barman no longer has a friendly face. He has his fists bunched up 
at his sides. Cedric is turning increasingly red. 

“Stop…! Laughing!” he bellows. 

Cedric grabs Cherry by her collar and launches her across the bar. 
She hits her head and blacks out. 

Cherry can hear furniture being moved around in her unconscious 
state. She can hear people whispering. Her eyes flutter open only 
to behold Cedric standing over her with his arm extended. He 
helps her up and she suddenly realizes they’re on a stage in a 
theatre. There’s a sea of people watching them. Cherry is 
dumbfounded. 

“Now would be a good time to bow,” Cedric whispers in her ear. 

She obliges, and the audience roars with applause and whistles. 
The barman and the woman who stormed out join them on the 
stage. The curtains close, and Cherry stands rooted to the spot in 
a state of reverie. 
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The sound of people conversing becomes muffled. 

“She had one of her episodes again—she forgot she was 
performing,” Cedric laughs. 

“Again? I thought she was over him. God, his loving another 
woman instead of her has really messed her up, hasn’t it?” the 
barman states. 

“Well, good show, guys!” shouts Cedric, “See you all tomorrow 
night!” 

The light switch flicks and the room is in pitch darkness. Cherry 
takes her place back at the bar, waiting for fresh blood. n 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Courtenay S. Gray is a writer and poet from the North of England. She is 
twenty two years old. She has had her poetry featured in various 
publications such as Rhythm & Bones and Picaroon Poetry. She is a big 
fan of dark and macabre writing. 
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Christopher arrived 12 days early after a long and difficult 
labour. Graham only got there just in time for the birth, and 
it was he who told Mary they had a son as he placed the tiny, 
fragile bundle in her arms. 

“Is he healthy?” she asked. 

Graham just nodded and smiled in response. 

Mary remembered little of what had happened but later she 
learnt enough from the medical staff to know that there 
would be no more pregnancies. There would be no house full 
of children now. 

“You don’t have to hold him all the time,” the health visitor 
said on her first home visit. Then the next time: “This house 
is very quiet. It would be good for Christopher to get used to 
hearing other voices. Why don’t you take him to the baby 
music sessions at the library? It would give you an 
opportunity to make friends with other new mums too.” 

But Mary had never found it easy to make friends with 
anybody and she had neither the energy nor the inclination 
to start trying now. Besides, Christopher was a cheerful, 
healthy baby despite the trauma of his birth, and there was 
no sign that he was craving other company either. 

Tight Knit 
Ruth Bradshaw 
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Mary made sure to have the radio on when the health visitor 
was due, kept the house as clean and tidy as it had always 
been, and waited patiently for the visits to end. 

Then it was just the two of them all day, every day, and many 
nights too while Graham was away selling dental supplies. 
Mary pictured him sometimes, charming receptionists with 
his big smile and silly jokes, just as he had once charmed her. 
She tried not to think too much about what else he might be 
doing. Her intention had been to go back to work after her 
maternity leave, but once Christopher was in her arms she 
knew she would never be able to leave him with anyone else. 
It wasn’t difficult to give up a job she had never particularly 
enjoyed. 

Christopher grew to be a curious, intelligent little boy with a 
lively imagination. He was all the company Mary ever needed. 
When sometimes she longed for the other children she might 
have had, she comforted herself with the knowledge that she 
would not have such a close bond with her only child if she 
had given birth to more. 

Mary and Christopher spent long hours making up stories 
together—intricate tales about flying horses, wicked 
princesses and magical, mysterious kingdoms. They told the 
first of these stories to Graham at the week-end, but it was 
clear he didn’t share their interest in make-believe, so they 
kept the others for themselves. He seemed genuinely pleased 
to see them, though, when he arrived home on a Friday. He 
always greeted Christopher with a huge hug and would often 
bring flowers for Mary. 

When Christopher started school, Mary had many long, 
empty hours to fill each day. She thought of her long dead 
great-aunt Maggie who lived alone all her adult life and spent 
most of her time making clothes. Maggie had taught her how 
to knit as a child, but it was years since Mary had put this skill 
into practice. Now she was surprised by how quickly it 
returned once the needles were in her hands; it was as though 
her fingers remembered movements that her brain had long 
forgotten. She bought books and yarn and taught herself a 
wider range of stitches. Her first projects were scarves for the 
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three of them, but she soon moved on to more complicated 
patterns. 

That Christmas, she made Christopher a blue and white 
striped sweater in pure wool. It was an impractical garment 
for a child—the white stripes quickly became dirty and it 
could only be washed by hand—but he looked so handsome 
in it, and she was secretly very proud of how neatly she had 
managed the repeated changes in colour. The following year 
she mastered cable knitting and made Christopher an Aran 
cardigan in a beautiful creamy coloured yarn that was even 
harder to keep clean. By then, he had outgrown the striped 
sweater, but she could not bear to part with it, so she carefully 
washed and dried it and put it away wrapped in lavender-
scented tissue paper. 

So began her custom of making a sweater for Christopher 
each Christmas. As he grew, so did her confidence in her 
knitting skills. Each year, the sweaters got a little larger and 
a little more elaborate in design. When Christopher became 
obsessed with railways, she knitted a sweater with the image 
of a steam engine on the front. When his passion moved on 
to football, she made a top to match the one worn by his 
favourite player, complete with the name and number, and 
all the sponsors’ logos. 

Every January, Mary washed and dried last year’s sweater 
and put it away with the others. When there were too many 
to fit in a single drawer, she moved them into the large, 
wooden chest she had inherited from Maggie, which still 
smelt faintly of mothballs. She made other things too—
cardigans for herself, cushion covers and blankets for the 
house, even once a sweater for Graham, which he never wore. 
But it was the sweaters for Christopher that gave her the most 
joy, and she kept them all. 

On the first day of Christopher’s second year at school, she 
needed something to distract herself from the pain of his 
absence after the long summer holidays. So she caught the 
bus into the city centre and spent a whole morning in the 
haberdashery section of the fanciest department store, leafing 
through the folders of knitting patterns and squeezing the 
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brightly coloured balls of yarn before finally selecting what 
she wanted to buy for that year’s Christmas sweater. 

The department store visits became part of the annual 
tradition too. After making her purchases, Mary would treat 
herself to lunch in the shop’s café. Looking around at the 
other women there, she tried to imagine another life for 
herself where she regularly gossiped with friends over lunch. 
She found the idea exhausting and was always relieved when 
it was time to catch the bus home. She left just enough time 
to put her shopping away before walking up to the school to 
collect Christopher and hear all about his day as they walked 
home together, just as they did every school day. 

These walks and the after-school hours were the highlight of 
her day, so the first time Christopher was invited back to a 
friend’s house for tea, she refused immediately. He was very 
quiet as they walked home that day, his usual excited chatter 
reduced to one-word answers to her questions. The next time 
he was invited, she allowed him to go and spent the extra 
time alone knitting furiously. Later, she had to pull back every 
one of the tense, tight little stitches that flew from her needles 
that afternoon. 

The days of chatting on the walk home ended completely 
when Christopher began secondary school and started 
travelling by bus. Graham suggested that she go back to work 
and mentioned a vacancy for a part-time receptionist at a 
local dental surgery. But the thought of having to deal with 
so many people each day filled her with horror. It was only 
the necessity to earn a living that had forced her into such a 
job in the first place, and now she could no longer recall how 
she had coped with so much interaction with other people all 
those years ago. She didn’t mention this to Graham though, 
focusing instead on the difficulties of what to do during 
school holidays or if Christopher were sick. The idea was 
quietly forgotten. 

Christopher took full advantage of all the activities on offer 
at his new school. He joined the chess club and the choir and 
got a place on the football team. Graham shared his love of 
football and the two of them sometimes went to a match 
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together at the week-end. Mary found herself spending more 
and more time alone. After pulling back what she had knitted 
too tightly the day before numerous times, she started a 
separate project for use on these occasions—a long, multi-
coloured scarf made from all the remnants and half-used balls 
of yarn she had collected over the years. She saved knitting 
the Christmas sweater for the days when Christopher would 
be coming straight home from school and she felt at peace 
with the world. 

When Christopher was 17, she discovered the most recent 
sweater at the bottom of a heap of dirty clothes in the corner 
of his room with his damp and muddy football kit piled on 
top of it. She took the musty-smelling sweater away to wash 
it, fully intending to put it back in his room afterwards. 
However, once it was clean and dry, she wrapped it in tissue 
paper and laid it in the chest. Christopher did not ask where 
it had gone. The multi-coloured scarf was now nearly 20 feet 
long, row after row of tight, angry stitches in mismatched 
colours. She kept it curled up in a basket at the end of the 
sofa, within easy reach for whenever she needed it. 

The following Christmas when he unwrapped that year’s 
sweater, Christopher reacted with the same mix of delight 
and surprise as he always had. He tried it on immediately and 
wore it for the rest of the day, but early in the New Year Mary 
took the sweater from his room and put it in the lavender-
scented chest. 

One of her gifts from Christopher that year was a mug with a 
picture of needles and yarn and the words “I knit so I don’t 
kill people” written on the side. “It’s a joke, mum,” he said 
quickly when he saw her face as she opened the present. She 
caught the look that passed between father and son and had 
to resist the urge to hurl the gift across the room. 

Graham began using the mug whenever he made her a cup of 
tea, something that happened less and less often these days. 
It was a long time since he had bought her flowers, but now 
he barely bothered to greet her when he returned at the 
week-end. He seemed absent even when he was at home. He 
often got very drunk and fell asleep on the sofa on Friday 
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evenings, sometimes spending the whole night there. She had 
noticed these changes, but it still came as a shock when he 
told her he was leaving. That the reason was a younger, 
prettier dental receptionist and the affair had begun years ago 
was less of a surprise. He broke the news while Christopher 
was away for the week-end celebrating the end of his A-levels. 

“He’ll be going away to university soon, so it won’t make 
much difference to him whether I’m here or not,” Graham 
said, appearing to want credit for putting Christopher’s future 
before his own happiness by waiting until the exams were 
over. Mary had wanted their son to go to university locally 
and carry on living at home, but Christopher had other ideas, 
and Graham backed him up. Now they argued about this as 
well as Graham’s infidelity. It was their first, and only, proper 
row in 20 years of marriage. 

Graham had already consumed most of a bottle of wine with 
dinner, and he was now drinking whisky. His words became 
more and more slurred and incoherent as they quarrelled. 

“I doubt you’ll notice I’ve gone either,” he said. “It’s not as if 
you’ve ever given me much attention.” 

“How can you say that? After all the effort I’ve put into 
looking after you and this house over the years… What 
thanks have I ever had for that? And don’t think I don’t know 
you’ve been carrying on with other women for years.” 

“What else could I do? You’ve only ever had time for 
Christopher since the day he was born. It’s no wonder he can’t 
wait to get away from here—you’ve completely smothered 
him with your possessiveness and your crazy knitting!” 

He pulled the multi-coloured scarf from the basket, winding 
it several times around his neck to demonstrate how 
ridiculous it was and began stamping around the room, 
trailing the scarf behind him. Mary didn’t particularly care if 
he left, and even wondered if it might be a good thing—after 
all, how could Christopher leave if she was on her own?—but 
she was deeply hurt by Graham’s words. Eventually, when he 
lost his balance and fell backwards on to the sofa with the 
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scarf tangled around him, she went to bed and sobbed herself 
to sleep. 

She woke a few hours later to the sound of Graham’s snoring 
echoing up the stairs. When she went downstairs, he was still 
lying sprawled on the sofa with the scarf wrapped round his 
neck. She tried to retrieve it but both ends were trapped 
under his body and he was far too heavy for her to lift, so she 
grabbed an edge of the scarf in each hand, determined to pull 
it out from under him. When this did not have any effect, she 
wrapped sections of the scarf around each hand and braced 
herself against the end of the sofa behind his head so she 
could pull with all her strength. 

She was so desperate to rescue her scarf that she barely 
noticed when Graham stopped snoring. By now, the scarf was 
wrapped very tightly around his neck, but she kept pulling. 
Even when Graham began kicking his feet and clawing 
franticly at the scarf, she kept pulling. n 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Ruth Bradshaw combines creative writing with a part-time role in 
environmental policy. Her essay about slate mining in North Wales—‘The 
World Methusala Made’—is due for publication on The 
Selkie shortly. Capel Cwmorthin, a flash piece inspired by the same area, 
is available to listen to on placecloud. When not writing or working, Ruth 
can often be found in the woods near her home in South London and 
occasionally @ruthc_b. 
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i work and i work and i work and i work 

but, in the morning? 

when i open your door and you squeal for joy and jump and bounce in circles and 

laugh as i say, in my silliest voice: 

“Where’s my guy... that I love... more than anything in this world?!” 

And we laugh from our bellies and hug with our souls 

and even though you can’t speak my Tongue, 

your made-up words do just fine 

whenever you play too rough, i warn: 

“Careful! i made you from scratch” 

i made you 

perfectly 

and i am flawed effortlessly 

thank god, 

you didn’t take the frame of face of the devil who laid me down 

but now, 

we are as free as the butterfly Gods i would pray to 

when i would hold my knees 

back and forth I’d sway 

muttering words that I’d heard from some movie 

praying into my closet space 

that if only i could fly away 

we would make it someday 

now every day 

is that way, 

and one day when you’re older 

and know many things 

and many words 

and i won’t have to push you 

you’ll pedal on your own, 

and look back at me, beaming, screeching, 

“Look at me, Mommy! I’m flying!” 

just like the bright blue butterfly i’d dreamed of 

 
 

 
Cydni Chéry is a 28 year old Midwestern/New York guitarist, sing-songwriter, and poet, who has 
been a mother for a little over a year. A lover, a hippie, and a thriver are just three words that describe 
Cydni, a woman who never thought she'd make it past 23, or find happiness again. Her work is about 
finding and exploring the slivers of hope, frustrations, and joy that makes each of us all too human. 

The Butterfly Gods  
An Original Poem by Cydni Chéry 
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Right: 
“Selfless Portrait 4” 

Left:  
“Selfless Portrait 3” 
 

The Photography of 
David N. Zimmer 
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“Selfless Portrait 1” 
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Left: 
“Sidewalk Trippin’ 4” 

Above: “Old Thanatolia Post-Eidetic 
Curling Bisquit” 

Above: “Slat Shadow” 

 
 
David N. Zimmer, musician, artist, photographer, poet, and writer grew up in a housing project in Brooklyn. 
He first joined the Tenant Patrol Blues Band, then the N.DoDo Band, which played at CBGB, Tier 3, Max’s, 
L’Amour’s, John & Peters, Red Fox Copperfield’s, and other venues. He has also worked with the Bilko Sisters. 
David is the president & co-founder of the tax-exempt arts corporation, Monster in the Closet, Inc. promoting 
music, poetry, art, and dance in NYC. He has read his poetry at St. Marks Church, A’s, St. Clements Theatre, 
Club 57, and the Viridian Gallery. He also co-produced a radio program, ‘The Absence of Silence’ on WNYC 
FM, where he interviewed the likes of Isaac Bashevis Singer, Tuli Kupferberg, Stan Lee, John Cage, and others. 
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At the Grand Palais I found myself on 
stage addressing the audience. It was a 
bold move, a coup. My wife was in on it, of 
course. A moment earlier I had been sat 
beside her. Now a dummy occupied my 
chair, a papier-mâché mannequin with 
crudely drawn features that wore my 
clothes—what the English termed a “Guy 
Fawkes Doll.” 

Wearing elaborate robes stolen from a 
performer's dressing room, I outlined my 
ambitious plans for the city's future: These 
outrages would not be tolerated under the 
new regime, I told them. I struck the palm 
of my hand with a fist for emphasis. 
Change was upon us! A murmur of 
approval rippled through the audience. 

But the lights in the auditorium grew 
dimmer. The audience members 
appeared to grow smaller, as if they were 
sliding off their seats or sinking into the 
floor. It was a trap, I realized with 
mounting horror—I had played my hand 
too soon. 

The stage lights became unbearably warm. 
Scenery and props seemed to crowd in 
around me. Shadowy figures waited in the 
wings. The lights grew so hot that my 
costume began to smolder and I became  

terrified that I might burst into flames. In 
panic, I fought my way past mute, faceless 
extras and fled the theatre through a stage 
door. 

Outside, the cool evening air provided 
little relief. My plans were in tatters. There 
was nowhere left for me to run to or hide. 
I was exiled in a city of imposters. As I 
staggered through the empty, unlit streets 
of ersatz Paris, I realized the houses were 
all shuttered or boarded up. The shops 
were facsimiles with ghostly, faded 
signage. Their windows displayed wares 
carved from wax or wood, sloppily 
painted replicas. No effort had been made 
to disguise the fact that they were fakes. 

My reflection stared back at me in the dark 
glass: a papier-mâché mannequin with 
crudely drawn features: Stale, old clothes 
stuffed with straw and damp, crumpled 
newspaper; unwieldy orthopedic boots 
borrowed from the worm-eaten wardrobe 
of my dead maternal grandfather. 

My scream made no sound. 

The only thing left in the city that was still 
real was the ghastly outline of the Grand 
Palais, lit from within by the dull, awful 
glow of its most recent performance. n 

 
 

 

Kek-W writes various comic-book series such as FALL OF DEADWORLD (featuring Judge Death and the Dark Judges), 
THE ORDER, INDIGO PRIME, and BLACK MAX for 2000AD and Rebellion Publishing in the UK. He has written numerous 
short stories and comic-strips for Ahoy Comics of Syracuse, New York. Past credits include CAP'N DINOSAUR for Image 
Comics and Commando for DC Thompson. His work has appeared in New Scientist, Wire, Dazed & Confused, Bizarre, 
and Tattoo, among others. 
  

The Trap 
Kek-W 
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Elaine Woo, Thoughts Askew, 2019. Pencil on 8.5" x 11" illustrator's paper. 

 

 
 

Elaine Woo is an emerging visual artist and poet. Her artwork is published in 
Otoliths, h&, S/tick, and The Elephant Journal. She is the author of the poetry 
collections, Put Your Hand in Mine and Cycling with the Dragon. 



 21 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

“Naked nothingness” 
Can be exhilarating... 
Her conscience  
Perspired  

 
Spiraling  
In the in between  
Of nothing  
And the roaring  
Beast of everything  

 
And in that vacuum  
Of the divinity  
the romance  
Between God  
And creation  
There was a single  
Breath 

 
Beautiful  
Reminiscent of the first  
Utterance of  
A stillness 

 

“The close minded” 
Do you ever talk 
To someone that 
So easily inserts 
Their own fears 
And presumptions 
Into what you are saying 
They are in fact, 
more so 
Having a conversation 
With themselves 
Than you? 
 
And often they conclude 
It is you that are distorted  
 
I am slowly 
learning to not receive 
The false conclusions 
Of such close mindedness 

“Awakenings” 
She called it  
Your mind  
Being awoken  
When you start  
To truly see  
And not live in denial  
But I had no idea  
The transition would be  
So painful  
Good, but painful  
The mind longs  
To hide the harshness  
Of reality  
But yet...  
the beautiful is also  
More beautiful 

 

 
Hali J. Cross has a degree in English Education. She studied English for the pure joy of reading, but 
discovered she liked writing poetry during her college poetry class. In her poetry class, her professor 
did not like that she would start poem lines with capitals. However, she feels this style is reflective of 
the child-like approach she has when exploring an idea in a poem as if touching it for the first time. 
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Seven Photos Lie on my Mother’s Body 

1. On my mother’s forehead lies a black-and-white photo of her 
childhood-self. She sits on her father’s lap, in the driver’s seat of a 
Volkswagen. She looks out the open window, up and past the 
camera’s eye, waiting for the photographer, her mother, to take 
the picture she has already taken. 

2. On my mother’s lipstick lips is a photo of her teenage-self 
smoking in the shadows of the college library. Under the desk light, 
a cigarette in her left hand flicks ash. A Claddagh ring on her right 
hand faces in as her thumb and forefinger holds a metal film 
canister reading ‘Kodak.’ A box brownie camera-case etched with 
the words ‘Women’s Lib’ sits on top of Woolf and Wollstonecraft 
as smoke fades into the leather-bound background. 

3. On my mother’s cable knitted chest is a picture of my young-
adult parents at a Church dance. They wear formal attire as if 
they’ve been left up past their bedtime to play with clothes from a 
dressing-up box. Lights reflect in my father’s glasses, hiding his 
eyes; my mother’s eyes smile shyly at the camera, a tiny cross 
hanging from her neck. 

4. On my mother’s concave abdomen is a desaturated photograph 
of a new-born me, in a barely pink Babygro. The camera flash 
picks up the glisten of tears printed on my cheek. The light 
bleaches the background and concentrates on details other than 
the plastic name tag on my wrist, handwritten neatly but out of 
focus in a blur of blue. 

 

The Flash Fiction of  
Rosaleen  

Lynch 
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5. On my mother’s skirted groin is a picture of a man I don’t 
recognise. He does not look at the camera. His profile wears a hat 
and beard which disappear off the edge of the coloured photo. A 
dog-daisy tucked into his hair makes an earring of the centre 
yellow spot. The photo is creased where it was once folded in four. 

6. On the dip between my mother’s, tights-covered knees, is a 
photo of an avocado, halved, the stone missing and slightly 
browned. 

7. On my mother’s booted ankles rests a Polaroid of her feet as 
they are now but without the boots, tights and photo. In the 
picture, her bare feet prop each other up. An ankle tattoo shows a 
clock-face with hands, without numbers. Looking from the feet it’s 
ten past three and from the head twenty to nine and other times 
from other sides. Toes point up. Nail beds are empty, dried up and 
crusted over with a single freckle at the base of where her left little 
toe used to be. 

Notes on Composition: Photos lie. Photos lie on my mother’s body. 
The photos are laid out. The spaces are the missing parts of the 
body of her story. n 

Rising and Falling with the Sea 

Under the lighthouse, below the rocks and on the shore, the statue 
of a baby lies. A strange manger, legs covered in a blanket of 
seaweed. One arm stretches half-sunk in the sand, as if seeking a 
shallow grave, the other right-angled, ends in a fist. 

The picture is wrong. It’s not an image for a poem—it’s a still-life 
no artist would paint because no one would hang it on the wall. 

I hear children’s laughter. The voices are carried by the wind and 
eddy in the hollow of the rocks. Water laps and carries seaweed 
forward and back. The baby remains still with water foaming like 
bubble bath at its side. In sleep a baby wouldn’t be so still. The 
chest would rise and fall. A finger would twitch, or a sigh would 
break the calm surface of the face. Close up I’d see, like the 
brushstroke of oil paint on canvas. 
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I watch water lap the body and sea-foam snag and release, like 
bath water being drained away. I still can’t tell if the tide is coming 
in or going out, so I wait to see if I can discern incremental 
movements either way. Over my feet, water washes, back and 
forth, until it begins to cradle the baby. The bath is filling up. The 
unburied arm moves. Is he? No, it’s the rocking of the tide and 
hysteria rising with it. 

The picture is wrong. If I were Woolf’s artist Lily, I would draw 
the scene as I wish. I would erase the horror in my head. I would 
wash it clean. The canvas would be blank. And Woolf might say 
of me, ‘Then being tired, her mind rising and falling with the sea.’ 
And she would watch my character return to ancestral rhythms—
the roll of emotion, waves of feelings, the wash of unconscious 
thought and the rocking of my inner child. 

Rising and falling with the sea. The artist Lily, saw self-pity and 
sympathy pour and spread into pools at her feet. Would I pull my 
skirt a little higher, to avoid getting wet? I’m already wet. I 
wonder how much time I have. I check my watch as if I can make 
some calculation based on the level of water and minutes passed. 
Someone could have. Not me. It’s just a distraction. 

The picture is wrong. The baby is not real. It is not mine. It is made 
of wood or plaster or resin. It is a doll or a prop or a part of a 
statue where a mother holds him aloft. Or it isn’t there. This is the 
excuse I need to paint over the picture. To reimagine the scene at 
my feet as a hallucination. Psychosis. I can walk away. Let my 
chest fill up. Rising and falling with the sea. 

A seagull comes. It’s so large compared to this tiny body. The 
seagull moves towards the baby, interested to see what has been 
washed up on the shore. I move forward expecting the bird to take 
flight or retreat. It ignores me. I move closer. The seagull doesn’t 
budge and instead screeches at me in warning, as if protecting its 
young. 

I admire the seagull. It possesses an instinctual violence that I envy. 
No uncertainty. I half-imagine a scene where the seagull, in a 
reverse stork action, picks up the baby by the all-in-one and carries 
it away to safety in the clouds. The seagull, instead, bends down 
to peck at the baby’s chest. It gives. I gasp, drop my shoes and run 
forward, splashing, waving furiously. It stands its ground and 
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continues to peck. It presses its yellow beak into the rib cage and 
pushes against the lungs. I try to move it off. It pokes and nudges 
the body, leans its beak into the diaphragm until the baby’s mouth 
opens and water comes spluttering out. There’s a suction sound 
and the baby’s chest fills with air. The seagull gives a final, hard 
thrust. The baby cries. 

I reach down. The seagull’s wings open to hang over me. My 
shadow on the sand becomes an angel as I pick up the crying 
child. These shadow wings take flight with the bird. I peel the 
wet clothes from the baby, open my coat to place his quivering 
body next to mine. I rush across the sand, shingle and rocks, 
towards the chorus of children’s laughter, clipping seeding 
shore dock, a few of the tiny fruit sticking to my wet ankle. The 
seagull follows in my wake. It circles and shrieks overhead, dark 
against the sky, wings rising and falling with the sea. n 
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“Christ, he had a lot of shit,” Matt kicked at a box, connecting with 
it and causing a cloud of dust to plume upwards, illuminated by the 
light from the open garage door. 

“Jesus Matt,” Anne rolled her eyes. 

“What?” 

“Kicking stuff isn’t going to help.” 

“Gee… thanks, sis’. I can always count on you for such excellent advice.” 

Anne closed her eyes and took a deep breath. The garage smelled of 
must and oil. She wasn’t sure where the smell of oil came from. Her 
father hadn’t parked a car in this garage for years. It was too crowded 
with junk. Newspapers, boxes of old clothes… Anne could see four 
bicycles from where she stood. 

“I think we can start with the obvious junk and put that in the dumpster,” 
Anne said, eyeing a riding lawn mower missing all of its wheels. 

“It’s all junk,” Matt replied. 

“Fuck, Matt, I know you’re jet lagged but you’re not fucking helping.” 
Anne could feel her voice rising in anger. She bit the inside of her cheek 
to keep from saying anything more. Thirty-three years of experience 
with her brother had taught her that the best response to him was 
nothing. 

It was easier when he was in Singapore. 

Yard Sale 
    Molly Quell 
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“You don’t have to be a bitch about it,” he said, crossing his arms over 
his chest. 

“Why don’t you start with the lawn mower?” Anne said. 

Matt kept up his running commentary over the next few hours. It wasn’t 
all that different from when they were kids. 

They managed to make some progress on the garage. Anne ignored him 
as he repeatedly tossed items into the dumpster that could be sold. “It’s 
not worth the headache,” she reminded herself as she watched him 
throw away three blenders, still in their original packaging. 

Of course, he didn’t care—he was making big bucks in finance; she was 
barely keeping her head above water as a nurse. Those blenders might 
get her ten bucks each at a yard sale; enough to cover her phone bill 
that month. 

Matt had said he could only get a week off of work. By the time you 
accounted for travel, he would only be in town for four days. Between 
the funeral tomorrow and the meetings with the lawyer about the 
estate, if Anne couldn’t get Matt to pitch in to clean up now, she’d end 
up doing it all on her own. 

The turnout at the funeral was high. Her father had been in the local 
Rotary Club. He volunteered with the Boy Scouts. He taught a 
machinist course at the local polytech. Matt grumbled about the cost of 
the casket, the flowers, the hall at the church. Their father had been a 
member for some thirty years. “They couldn’t give it to us for free?” he 
asked Anne, as the pastor walked away after offering his condolences. 
Anne kept quiet. 

Donald Peters had served with their father in the Rotary Club and 
attended the same church. Fortunately, he’d ensured that the finances 
were in order. Their father hadn’t left much. The house, some stocks 
and some money in his bank account. 

“It’s all fifty-fifty, right?” Matt asked. 

“Like he needs it,” Anne thought. She was the one who took dad to his 
appointments, came to see him. Made sure he got his meals. Not Matt. 
Matt was in Singapore. 

“Yes, that’s correct. All the assets are to be split equally,” the lawyer 
answered. 
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There was some discussion about taxes and closing bank accounts. 

“And everything else, right?” Matt asked, after the lawyer had 
calculated what cash was left after the funeral expenses. 

“It’s my understanding that these were all the assets,” Mr. Peters asked. 

“Except what’s in his house,” Matt said. 

“I’ve been to your father’s house,” said Donald, “I don’t recall there 
being anything of much value—unless you two found something when 
you were cleaning up the other day.” 

“Well, we cleaned some things out of the garage.” 

“Anything of value?” 

“Anne is planning to sell some of it,” Matt answered. 

The lawyer folded his hands together on top of his desk. 

“The proceeds from any yard or garage sales would be considered part 
of the estate, yes,” he answered. 

Nodding, Matt leaned back in his chair. Inside, Anne screamed. 

After completing the last of the paperwork, they all stood and shook 
hands. Anne thanked Mr. Peters for his help. Matt’s phone rang. He 
pulled it from his pocket, looked at the screen and said, “I need to take 
this,” grabbing his coat as he walked out of the office. 

Anne finished pulling on her jacket. 

“Well,” Mr. Peters said, as he walked her to the door, “The nice thing 
about yard sales is that they’re a cash-only affair.” n 
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It is the middle of the seventeenth century and a Bear-man is 
helping an empress attempt to examine a whale through a 
microscope. After this task is found to be impossible, a group of 
Worm-men explain how creatures can exist without blood and 
how cheese turns to maggots. In her turn, the empress scolds an 
assembly of Ape- and Lice-men for their pursuit of tedious and 
irrelevant knowledge, such as the true weight of air, and 
commands they instead get busy with “such Experiments as may 
be beneficial to the publick”. Armed with such knowledge of the 
natural world and equipped with the resources of her vast 
dominions, she then sends flocks of Bird-men and navies of Fish-
men to a parallel planet to wage war and conquer her many 
enemies. 

Such are the links between life, learning, and power within The 
Description of a New World, Called The Blazing-World, a piece of 
prose fiction published in 1666 by the “Thrice Noble, Illustrious, 
and Excellent Princesse the Duchess of Newcastle,” better known 
as Margaret Lucas Cavendish. The narrative blends utopian 
fiction, imperialist travelogue, and natural history to tell the 
story of a “young Lady” who is kidnapped from her homeland 
but soon escapes to a new and mysterious land filled with 
human-animal hybrids. On arrival she is made empress and 
quickly establishes societies of natural philosophy, funds theatre 
and the arts, and destroys her enemies with fire and fury. 

The plot is often convoluted, with descriptions of military 
invasion or discussions with fantastical chimeras interspaced 
with short lessons on lenses or lectures on the nature of solar 
eclipses. Yet there is much that can be learned from Cavendish’s 

ESSAY 

Mistress of a  

New World 
Early Science Fiction in Europe’s 

 “Age of Discovery” 
 

Emily Lord Fransee 
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Blazing World, including the way it sheds historical and literary 
light on conceptions of gender, natural philosophy, political 
theory, theology, and the life of the author herself in 
seventeenth-century Europe. For example, in the emphasis on 
the stability of a realm in which everyone—from the lowest Flea-
man to the highest Emperor—knows and respects their place in 
the natural hierarchy, we can see echoed Cavendish’s Royalist 
sympathies. Histories of feminism have also mined Cavendish's 
works, as they reveal the ways in which she saw her own position 
limited within a society shaped by both gender and class. 
However, less examined is the way the narrative illuminates the 
history of seventeenth-century European imperialism, and how 
ideas about power, race, and conquest related to those of gender 
and knowledge. 

In considering the imperialist resonances of The Blazing World, 
it is helpful to start with Cavendish herself, an aristocratic 
philosopher-poet whose reputation was divisive while she was 
still alive. A brief look at her published works indicates the range 
of her intellectual interests: poetry collections, a play entitled A 
Comedy of the Apocryphal Ladies, and scientific works such as 
Observations on Experimental Philosophy (1666), the latter of 
which originally included The Blazing World as an appendix of 
sorts. She was the first woman to attend a meeting of the Royal 
Society, where the all-male assembly protested her very presence.  

Of her visit, Samuel Pepys recorded in his diary that she was a 
“good comely woman; but her dress so antic and her deportment 
so unordinary, that I do not like her at all, nor did I hear her say 
anything that was worth hearing.” Her unusual wardrobe was a 
frequent focus of society commentary, cropping up again in 
English writer John Evelyn’s recollection of a visit to the Duchess 
that left him "much pleased with [her] extraordinary fanciful 
habit, garb, and discourse", as well as her “extravagant humour 
and dress, which is very singular." Her “singular” clothing 
choices played with conceptions of gender as well: her penchant 
for masculine waistcoats contrasting with one notable incident 
in which she addressed the audience at one of her husband’s 
plays while wearing a self-designed dress based on ancient 
Cretan costumes that left her breasts “all laid out to view.” 

While her intellectual achievements were distinctive in and of 
themselves, Cavendish’s iconoclastic behaviour maintained her 
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reputation as an eccentric contrarian, earning her the nickname 
of “Mad Madge.” After meeting her in London, for example, one 
contemporary described her conversation as “airy, empty, 
whimsical, and rambling as her books, aiming at science, 
difficulties, high notions, terminating commonly in nonsense, 
oaths, and obscenity.” During their time together, Margaret 
reportedly claimed a place among the intellectual greats, 
declaring that “if the schools did not banish Aristotle, and read 
Margaret, Duchess of Newcastle, they did her wrong, and 
deserved to be utterly abolished.” This characterization of 
Cavendish as an idiosyncratic and unseemly egotist was echoed 
many years later in A Room of One’s Own, where Virginia Woolf 
describes her writings as a “vision of loneliness and riot… as if 
some giant cucumber had spread itself over all the roses and 
carnations in the garden and choked them to death.” 

The Blazing World provides a semi-
autobiographical counterpoint to 
this characterization, not only in 
the insertion of Cavendish herself 
as a wise and respected character, 
but also in her depiction of the 
main protagonist the Empress as an 
intelligent woman whose ambition 
enables her to thrive in the isolated 
world that she rules absolutely. 
From this perspective, the self-
important dilettante who forces her 
unwanted opinions onto others 
transforms into a besieged heroine 
who champions her own 
independence and intellect in a 
society that fails to appreciate her 
achievements. Lengthy passages 
describing intellectual life within 
the Blazing World take on greater 
significance when seen as critiques 
of the tediousness and limits of 

Cavendish’s own experiences within the male-dominated 
“learned society” of her day, as well as reflect her advocacy of 
self-expression and freedom from revision (she once wrote that 
she had “neither Room nor Time for such inferior Considerations” 
as “Mending or Correcting” her writings). 

Portrait of Margaret Cavendish in the frontispiece to 
her Grounds of Natural Philosophy (1668). The 
image is also used as the frontispiece to some 
editions of The Blazing World. (Source: Wikipedia). 
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The Blazing World also fits into a larger body of speculative and 
proto-science fiction works of seventeenth-century natural 
philosophy, imagined terrestrial and cosmic voyages that 
sketched out new conceptions of the operation of life and the 
universe. Even in post-Copernican Europe, such speculation 
could be seen as dangerous and heretical. In 1600, Italian 
astronomer Giordano Bruno was burned at the stake for his claim 
that the universe was infinite and contained innumerable worlds, 
essentially killed for arguing in favor of free imaginative 
speculation in the service of knowledge. By the mid-seventeenth 
century, imaginative works about the operation of the universe 
became more widespread (and less hazardous to publish) as men 
such as Johannes Kepler, Francis Godwin, and Cyrano de 
Bergerac used cosmic voyages and utopian narratives to consider 
humanity’s place and significance in time and space. 

In a context of ongoing religious reformation, many of these 
narratives centered on theological questions such as the primacy 
of Christ’s Earth-bound sacrifice in a potentially infinite universe, 
as narrators describe meetings with a variety of "exotic" beings 
from human-animal hybrids to moon people to the political elite 
of advanced utopias. Such confrontations raised questions about 
who (or “what”) could or could not be saved within a Judeo-
Christian worldview. This preoccupation with fictionalized 
“otherness” was of course intimately related to European efforts 
to map, colonize, and profit from various regions of the globe. 
Such a context gives significance to plot points that might 
otherwise seem bizarre or inexplicable. Read in connection with 
the violent history of European conquest in the Americas, for 
example, theological discussions about whether or not lunar 
beings could be saved from damnation become reworkings of 
contemporaneous debates about the fate of “unsaved heathens” 
living in the “New World.” With a consistent emphasis on 
exploration and alterity, such speculative fiction can be 
understood as the literary imaginary of imperialism, often 
(although not always) appearing as a celebration of scientific 
advancement in the service of conquest in imagined new 
locations. 

In many ways, The Blazing World is similar to other speculative 
works from the era, particularly in this connection between 
imagined and real “new worlds”. In his loving dedication, 
Cavendish’s husband William Newcastle makes this connection 
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explicit, describing his wife’s narrative as a fictionalized “Fancy” 
made of “Nothing, but pure Wit” that mirrored the “discoveries” 
of Columbus, who “found a new World.” However, unlike many 
of her contemporaries, Cavendish creates a new world in which 
the “discoveries” are made by a woman. Within her own realms 
of “Fancy,” the Empress is free from the gendered limits of the 
author’s own world—she acts as she wishes and her people adore 
her all the more for it. Indeed, throughout the narrative of The 
Blazing World, the female characters are celebrated for their 
political, territorial, and intellectual conquests, even (or 
especially) when they entail great violence. 

 

 

Shortly after our introduction to the unnamed female 
protagonist, she “discovers” a new land when she is “forced into 
another World” that is joined to her own near the North Pole. 
Alone and fearful for her life in this strange new place, she is 
rescued by a large assembly of Bear-men who carry her to their 
city of underground caves. She quickly becomes the subject of 
reverence, as “both Males and Females, young and old, flockt 
together to see this Lady, holding up their Paws in admiration” 
and decide to “make her a Present to the Emperor of their World.” 

A rare, 17th c. first edition print of Margaret Cavendish’s The Description 
of a New World, Called The Blazing-World. 
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On their journey to the royal city where the “Imperial Race” is 
said to dwell, she meets up with the other indigenous subjects of 
the Blazing World, including Fox-, Geese-, and Bird-men, Satyrs, 
and “men of a Grass-Green Complexion.” The newcomer learns 
the local language and observes remarkable technologies, 
including a ship powered by the “extraordinary Art” of a “certain 
Engin” which operated by drawing in and expelling a “great 
quantity of Air” that could act as a motor and cut a path of 
tranquility through rough waters. 

Upon her introduction to the royal court, the outsider’s beauty 
and radiance convinces the Emperor that she is “some Goddess” 
to be worshipped, wed, and crowned. The Emperor seemingly 
brushed aside, the woman now has “absolute power to rule and 
govern all that World as she pleased.” To exemplify her new 
station, the now-Empress dons an impressive outfit of bejeweled 
clothing and accessories that make use of local natural resources 
to better reflect her political power. Along with a “Rain-bow” 
colored diamond-encrusted “Buckler, to signifie the Defence of 
her Dominion,” she also wields a “Spear made of white Diamond, 
cut like the tail of a Blazing Star, which signified that she was 
ready to assault those that proved her Enemies.” Making quick 
use of her new authority, the Empress establishes “learned 
societies” to ensure that all of her animal-human subjects 
“followed such a profession as was most proper for the nature of 
their Species,” be that philosophy, astronomy, chemistry, physics, 
politics, mathematics, oration, or architecture. Natural 
hierarchies are thus maintained and every Satyr and Fox-man 
knows their own place in the cosmic order. 

Following a lengthy account of reform (and counter-reform) of 
intellectual life within her vast dominion, the Empress turns to 
religious and spiritual matters, collaborating with “Immaterial 
Spirit” beings to create her own “poetical or Romantical Cabbala” 
and, in the process, summoning the soul of the Duchess of 
Newcastle Margaret Cavendish to act as her personal scribe. 
Although the two are from different “Home Worlds,” the two 
authorial ciphers soon become close friends in the Blazing World, 
particularly due to their shared ambitions for glory and power. 
The Duchess (as the character of Margaret Cavendish is referred 
to in the narrative) soon becomes upset that she has no empire 
to call her own, leading the two to discuss how she might acquire 
such a dominion. After deciding that “terrestrial” conquest will 
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not suit her needs, the Duchess is advised by the Immaterial 
Spirits to simply write her own ‘Celestial World’ “…for every 
human Creature can create an Immaterial World fully inhabited 
by Immaterial Creatures, and populous of Immaterial 
subject…and all this within the compass of the head or scull.” In 
creating her own world according to her own rules, she may 
enjoy her power “without control or opposition,” making “what 
World you please” that can be altered and enjoyed without limits. 

However, their joyful celebration of the possibilities of 
speculative fiction are cut short when the Empress learns that the 
place of her birth has come under attack. Mobilizing the vast 
intellectual and material resources of her new dominion, she 
vows revenge and promises “all the assistance which the Blazing-
World was able to afford.” To most efficiently mobilize troops, 
the Emperor suggests that the Immaterial Spirits might be able 
to inhabit the bodies of their dead foes. The Empress, however, 
argues that such a thing would “never do” as they’d struggle to 
acquire so many corpses in the first place, and besides, in the 
rough and tumble of battle, they’d simply “[disintegrate] into 
dust and ashes, and so leave the purer Immaterial Spirits naked.” 
An army of the walking dead ruled out, it is decided, upon the 
Duchess’ suggestion, that the Bird-men and Fish-men will lead 
the vanguard, taking to the sky and the sea to initiate the attack. 
Giants (the architects of the Blazing World) are commissioned to 
devise new modes of water transport in the form of golden “Ships 
that could swim under Water” and better bring their troops to 
battle. Worm-men are sent out to amass huge amounts of “fire-
stone”, a “Greek fire” type of material that burned when wet and 
therefore could not be quenched. 

The invasion is a violent success. After establishing the king of 
her former homeland as the “absolute Master of the Seas, and 
consequently of that World,” the Empress watches for any sign 
of dissent, punishing those who try to escape payment of tribute. 
After pulling the ships back underwater and returning to the 
Blazing World, the Empress and Duchess content themselves 
with their works and deeds, secure in their ability to express their 
intellect and broadcast their political power. 

Depictions of conquest in spectacular and science fiction 
remained popular with European audiences from the 
seventeenth century onward. Haunted by imperialism as they are, 
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these stories can act as a useful tool for understanding how such 
ideologies have shaped the past and present. At the same time, 
works like The Blazing World do have their limits in this respect, 
as most reflect very little on the perspectives of those forced into 
colonial subjecthood. In more recent years, indigenous futurism 
and other postcolonial science fiction have changed this situation, 
as writers, filmmakers, and artists use the genre to critique the 
history and legacies of imperialism. While science fiction and 
empire are historically linked, the relationship is flexible and 
ever-changing. 

The imperialist presence in Margaret Cavendish’s Blazing World 
itself is not a simple one. Her drive, through the character of the 
Empress, to conquer and exert power in her imaginary realm—
this “New World” all of her own—seems a response to real-world 
limitations she encountered as a woman in the seventeenth 
century, albeit ones specific to the privileged world of a Duchess. 
If imperialist ideology inhabits the genre of science fiction in the 
imagining of interstellar frontiers of masculine swagger, we see 
here it takes a more unexpected form—a speculative domain for 
a woman to express her otherwise bridled will, where she is not 
forbidden from the most learned scientific societies but instead 
creates them. Indeed, she encouraged others, particularly elite 
European women, to create their own fictional realms to fit their 
desires, be that the expression of thwarted political power or 
securing respect for one’s intellectual scientific prowess. In this, 
the character of the Empress mirrors that of the author, whose 
preface asserts her to be “as Ambitious as ever any of my Sex was, 
is, or can be,” and whose creation of worlds means that “though 
I cannot be Henry the Fifth, or Charles the Second; yet, I will 
endeavor to be, Margaret the First: and, though I have neither 
Power, Time nor Occasion, to be a great Conqueror, like 
Alexander, or Cesar; yet, rather than not be Mistress of a World, 
since Fortune and the Fates would give me none, I have made 
One of my own.” n 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Emily Lord Fransee is a historian who studies colonialism, gender, citizenship, 
and science fiction. She teaches at the School of the Art Institute of Chicago. 
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Of two men who were talking, one was a 
physician. 
 
“I sent for you, doc,” said the other, “but I 
don’t think you can help me. Maybe you can 
recommend a specialist in psychiatry—I 
think I’m losing my mind.” 
 
“You seem fine,” the physician said. 
 
“How can I be fine? I’m having 
hallucinations,” said Fleming, “I wake up 
every night and see a big black Labrador 
Retriever in my room. Its right forepaw has a 
bit of white fur on it—it just stands there, 
watching me.” 
 
“You say you’re awake when you see this dog; 
are you sure about that? ‘Hallucinations’ are 
sometimes merely dreams.” 
 
“Oh, I’m awake, all right… Sometimes I lie 
still a long time, looking at the dog as 
earnestly as he looks at me—I always leave 
the light on. When I can’t stand it any longer 
I sit up in bed, and he’s gone; there’s nothing 
there!” 
 
“’Hmm—what’s the dog’s expression like?” 
 
“It seems to me a sinister expression, doc. 
I’ve yet to see an animal’s face with an 
expression like the one this dog has. Labs are 
usually pretty mild looking, you know; what 
do you think is the matter with this one?” 

“My diagnosis would have little value, 
Fleming—I’m not a vet!” 
 
The physician chuckled at his own remark, 
but narrowly watched his patient from the 
corner of his eye. He said: “Fleming, your 
description of the dog sounds like the one 
that belonged to the late Atwell Barton.” 
 
Fleming rose halfway from his chair, sat 
down again and made a visible attempt at 
indifference. “I remember Barton,” he said; 
“I believe he was—well, it was reported 
that… wasn’t there something suspicious 
about his death?” 
 
Looking squarely now into the eyes of his 
patient, the physician said: “Three years ago, 
the body of your old enemy, Atwell Barton, 
was found in the woods near his house. He’d 
been stabbed to death. So far, there’ve been 
no arrests; there were no clues. Some of us 
had ‘theories.’ I had one. What’s yours?” 
 
“My theory? Why, what would I know about 
it? In fact, I have not given the matter a 
thought. But hey… What about his dog?” 
 
“The dog was the first to discover the body. 
It sat with Atwell until it died of starvation 
right there, beside him.” 
 
No one knows the science of coincidences. 
Staley Fleming certainly didn’t, or else he 
wouldn’t have jumped to his feet, his heart 
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skipping like a jackrabbit, just as the night 
wind brought in through the open window 
the long wailing howl of a distant dog. He 
strode several times across the room in the 
steadfast gaze of the physician; then, 
abruptly confronting him, almost shouted: 
“What has all of this got to do with my 
hallucinations, doc? Did you forget why I 
requested the house call?” 
 
Rising, Dr. John Halderman, who also 
happened to be childhood friends with his  
patient, put his hand on his hand on 
Fleming’s arm and said, gently: “Pardon me, 
old friend. I have no idea what might be 
wrong with you. To be sure it’s nothing 
physical, I’m going to wire up to a portable 
monitor, then you’ll go to bed and get some 
sleep, leaving your door unlocked; I’ll spend 
the night down here reading something from 
your well-stocked library of books.” 
 
“Sounds good, John, thank you.” 
 
“Excellent! If anything at all disturbs you, 
just give a shout and I’ll hurry up the stairs 
to check on you. Good night.” 
 
Comfortably installed in an armchair, the man 
of medicine stared into the glowing coals and 
thought long and hard, but apparently to little 
purpose, for he frequently rose. listened 
intently standing at the base of the staircase, 
and then went back to resume his reading. In 
a short while, however, he fell asleep, and 
when he woke it was past midnight. He 
stoked the dimming embers of the fireplace, 
lifted a book from the table at his side, and 
looked at the title. It was Denneker’s 
“Meditations.” He opened the book at random 

and began to read: “Forasmuch as it is 
ordained of God that all flesh hath spirit and 
thereby taketh on spiritual powers, so, also, 
the spirit hath powers of the flesh, even when 
it is gone out of the flesh and liveth as a thing 
apart, as many a violence performed by wraith 
and lemure sheweth. And there be who say 
that man is not single in this, but the beasts 
have the like evil inducement, and…” 
 
His reading was interrupted by a sudden 
shaking of the house which was preceded by 
what sounded like the fall of a heavy object. 
The doctor threw aside the book, rushed 
from the chair, and ran up the stairs to 
Fleming’s bedroom. He tried the door, but 
found it was locked. He set a shoulder 
against the door with such force that it 
immediately gave way. What he saw next 
shocked the doctor. On the floor, near the 
disordered bed, lay Fleming, in his pyjamas, 
eyes transfixed, gasping away his life. 
 
The physician raised the dying man’s head 
from the blood-soaked floor and observed a 
gushing wound in the throat. “I should have 
thought of this,” he said, believing his friend 
had committed suicide. 
 
When the doctor took a closer look, however, 
he noticed the unmistakable marks of an 
animal’s fangs deeply sunken into Fleming’s 
jugular vein. 
 
Dr. Halderman shivered and sat up 
hypervigilant, looking for a beast lurking in 
the shadows…  
 
Alas, there was no animal anywhere in sight. N 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

§ Text reprinted with permission. Original text updated and modified by Tilly Jameson. 

 
Ambrose Gwinnett Bierce (1842–ca. 1914) was an American editorialist, journalist, short story writer. Today, he is 
best-known for his short story "An Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge" and his satirical lexicon The Devil's Dictionary.  
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Thank you! 
 
We hope you enjoyed the first issue of Thorn Literary Magazine! Once again, 
we’d like to thank all of our amazing contributors and everyone who helped 
bring this project to fruition. And we want to extend a special thank you to our 
readers—by reading our periodical, you are supporting small, independent 
presses. Please continue your support by following us on social media—our 
handle (Twitter & Instagram) is @thornlitmag. 
 
About the Layout of the Issue  
 
We went with a simple, minimal layout for our first issue. We were 
inspired by  manuscripts printed in the 15th c. with colour illustrations 
that were added to the beginning of each chapter, like this: 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Submissions 
 

If you’re a writer with a knack for the uncanny, 
please consider submitting your work to 
Thorn Literary Magazine. We publish quarterly. 
We accept fiction of any genre (even better 
if your work bends genres or doesn’t fit  
into a neat category)! We also accept  
poetry, original artwork, photography,  
and even non-fiction essays & articles. 
 
Please see: 
www.thornlitmag.com/submissions 
for further details. 
 
No volunteers were harmed in the making  
of this issue. J 
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