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Under Her Skin
 
Em Oakley
 
The Selkie has always been the most stunning woman you had ever seen. She is as 
dangerous as the sea she walks from. You knew that, but no matter what she did you always 
found yourself back by her side, with your unconditional love, even once she had run out of 
new ways not to deserve it. 
	She sits on your bed and asks you to braid her long hair. You trip over yourself to do 
it. You would trip over yourself to do anything if the request came from her lips. 
	You don’t dare use anything other than your stubby fingers. There is intimacy in 
forgoing a hairbrush and threading your fingers through her hair. She is wearing nothing but 
your old sweatshirt, her soft, spotted pelt hanging by a hook next to your door, coat always in 
her line of sight. 
	She knows you won’t take it. You revere and fear her too much to ever make her 
angry. The coat remains as a reminder that she is something more beautiful and incredible 
than you will ever be. 
	You are careful with the braid, if you tug too hard there is a chance she’ll eat you alive 
or drags you into the icy ocean like the sailors who hunted her. She has made sure humanity 
knows she is not to be messed with. The last man to try to take her coat still haunts the bay he 
died in. 
	You have been luckier than others. 
	You first met the Selkie in your darkest moment. You had been walking with a boy, a 
friend, but he betrayed the trust you thought he’d earnt. 
	The ravenous hunger he usually kept to himself burst out like blood from a punctured artery, covering you in the horror of his greed. The Selkie saw your pain and she took pity on your fractured heart. She didn’t say a word, just wrapped her own coat around you, in doing so binding you as hers to keep warm and safe. You would do anything for her if it meant feeling like that for even another moment.  
 	She is the ocean, equal measures beautiful and terrifying with a rage that chips away at cliffsides and a calm that washes clean. 
 	You are just a pebble caught in her drift. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Poster Boy 
 
Ben Bonney
 
 And you saw him first at a party
Where you were shy and he was not
A leather jacket and boots, white shirt and black jeans
neatly done black hair
A smile that was infectious
The panther tattoo running down his forearm
He was the poster boy for cool.
The person people wanted to be around
you were seventeen, he was twenty-four.
 
And then he was at your house, at twenty-five, listening to records, 
Telling you about the night you were about to have, 
How you were gonna get elegant.
 
And he showed you how to dress, how to be less shy, how to listen to music in the right way, how to read the books, how to be cool like him. 
 
And on some days you wanted to live in his skin for just a moment, just to see what it was like.
 
And you saw him once at twenty-six, talking to a man who didn’t look like a man he would be talking to.
 
Then, once again back at your house, in your bathroom with a needle in his arm, the tattooed panther looking more worn than before. 
 
And then again, at a party you didn’t think he’d be at, and he was less charming and threw a chair at someone, and stole someone’s wallet … your wallet. 
 
And you met him once at a house that was dirty, televisions stacked atop other televisions, no one fully aware of anyone else there. A place where he wasn’t the life of the party. He was just there, thin, black eyed and run down, and you just wanted your wallet back. 
 
And you saw him again, in a dirty shirt, dishevelled, malnourished, hungry and alone. And he looked at you, but somehow past you, like he saw something so far away. 
 
You saw him once, back on his feet, clean shaven and alive. Fresh out of rehab and on his way to somewhere you felt was important, wearing a glow you hadn’t seen him wear since that first night you met him. 
 
And then you saw him again, once more, in a box – closed in, not able to move and shake anymore, not able to charm his way into anything, not able lead a conversation or tell that interesting story. Just still. 
 
He loved vanilla coke, that’s something you’ll always remember. 
 
He was dead at twenty-seven, in a public toilet at Central Station. His name was James Forester, but everyone called him Jazzy.
 
You’d like to think that he was your best friend.
 
Ben Bonney is a Naarm-based writer, currently completing an Associate Degree in Professional Writing and Editing at RMIT.
 

Bottled
 
Lydia Schofield
 
 
Sitting beside the girl she likes, C tries to gather up the courage to finally spill her secret. But she can’t do it. 
	Once, she had a slur yelled at her. And half an hour later she was catcalled. She took both as compliments, and she took both as vile. Each yeller had only seen her for a second, but they thought they knew her. They thought they saw right through her. 
	It wasn’t even the right slur. The slur-yeller had misdiagnosed her. He had yelled it out in front of his child. The child laughed. In her little leftie suburb, they yelled and laughed at her. 
	It was the third time something like that had happened in the space of two weeks. None of them had used the right slurs. That shouldn’t have mattered, but it mattered to C. 
	The catcaller was sort of right. She did look hot, but she didn’t need him to tell her that.
	She gets so nervous when she tries to compliment people. She worries they’ll think she’s seeing through them, and assuming she knows them without really seeing them at all. She worries she’ll be another unsolicited yell out a car window. 
	Once – not just once, hundreds of times – at the start of high school, the PE change rooms were loud with the barking of one particular girl. She had a permanent sneer and she liked to yell about all the lesbians who were probably watching her get changed. She only knew of two lesbians in C’s year level and C was one of them. It didn’t matter that she kept her eyes on the wall as she got changed. It didn’t matter that she sometimes got dressed in the toilet cubicle. It didn’t matter that she had to take her glasses off to change shirts and couldn’t see the loud girl at all. It didn’t matter that C never, ever looked her way. 
	Twice, C came out to friends whose first question was whether C had a crush on them. The moment passed so quickly – and then C’s coming out was no longer about her, it was about them. It was about whether she would look at them differently in a changeroom. There was something in their voices when they asked it – hope or worry, she wasn’t sure. When she said no, she didn’t like them like that, they seemed relieved and disappointed, both at once. 
	She shouldn’t have had to answer the question. They would never have liked her back anyway. They would not have tolerated C asking them the same question. 
	The thing that scared her about the slur-yeller and the catcaller was the ease of their shouts. They didn’t have her problem. They just yelled and the words flowed out easily. They laughed and moved on. C clung to what had happened, balling it into her pocket to look at later when she could sit quietly in her room and let herself cry about it. 
	C worries, as she sits beside the girl she likes and listens to her talk about art and books and films, that the girl can see right through her. That she can see that C likes her, and C worries that she would be relieved if C denied it. 
	C doesn’t know how to deny things like that anymore. But still, she can’t push the words out. 
	The girl turns to her, elbows her gently. She doesn’t speak, but a smile twitches in the corners of her mouth. 
	She sees her. She knows her. But she doesn’t have to say it. 
 
Lydia is a queer writer, editor, and artist who works, studies, and lives on Wurundjeri land.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ZION
 
Tom Healey
 
 
He’s surfacing.
	Spluttering through split-second flashbacks: fucking in the snow; hand trembling, branded by the burning-hot Bic; screaming FUCK OFF! in his friend’s face as she’s trying to rescue him. 
	He rolls over. A hot flash of pain. He jackknifes. 
	In the mirror, his eye is an ugly, purple, swollen mess; his lip is cracked and bleeds when he touches it. Panicky, snapping questions – fucking what’s the? -when’s? -why-the-Fuck? Jammed Signals. 
	Face flashes up.
	No. Fuck. Christ!
	Hipster guy.
	Drink …
*  *  *  *  *
-O-god-o-god-o-god (he shudders) I love this city, this Stadt. I dance this fucking metro; tango-fucking-krump!  (He’s had a few.)
	It’s the crazy mix of seriously dark history and baroque architecture; this heavy, scary, queer/suburban/domestic city that gets him revved. It’s the WARP: sexual, cultural – this international city with its strong dash of kink. The nostalgic hit of smoking in bars, and the heavy, dark-red, velvet curtains hanging at the entranceways, protecting the cosy. The click-clack on the grey cobblestones, the glint of die Stolpersteine – brass stones speaking the Nazi stain: animating history – 
 
Name
year born
year deported
year murdered.
 
	Remembering. Honouring. Fucking acknowledging. 
	And this, this is what he loves –  the rollercoaster: one minute drunk as a fool, the next sobered by a slap from history, the next plunged into an ocean of fuck-off art. 
	S-Bahn, U-Bahn, a little trot through the winter night and he’s there: Zionskirche. He’s early. Stops at the church which gives the street its name. Clocks the glowing interior of the bar he’s headed for across the Platz. It’s etched against a falling, purple sky, and there’s the odd delicately-spiked snowflake spinning down. Top-shelf Europe. 
	He steps into a dark vestibule. There’s a faint drift of music and a thick stillness, so unlike the icy clarity of the winter sky outside. Slowly, carefully opens the heavy interior door, then he hears it. A boys choir singing mediaeval vespers. He creeps in.
	He expected robes. 
	This is boys in jeans and puffer jackets and beanies and scarves – a rehearsal? –  lit by candles flickering in the dark. A young man is conducting them. Small hands with fine, articulated fingers and perfect alabaster skin. Beautiful. Overwhelming.
	-This music has been sung here – in this church, on these stones – for centuries. I am standing in the River of Time! I am Fucking Ecstatic!! 
	And then mid-phrase, a gentle sweep from the conductor brings the boys to concentrated silence. Murmured instructions in German, and they rise, singing again. 
	Radiant. 
	Bittersweet. 
	-Nothing lasts.
	And he backs out reluctantly because it’s time. 
	The grey cobblestone Platz is now carpeted white, soft under his boots. The traffic sounds muffled by the acoustic miracle of falling snow. 
*  *  *  *  *
Now he’s really awake. Hot and crackly. Loofah tongued. Eyes pins: sandy, salty. Undies up his crack, twisted around him leaving red, elastic tracks on his pudgy, swelling, white midriff. He’s feeling sunlight on his skin but it’s glaring and flat, burning a little. Up on elbows, head hanging low like a dog. He wills the headache to liquefy, disappear. Water? No … fuck. Falling, flopping, can’t.
	And [-FUCK OFF] he can’t purge the image of his friend’s pleading eyes; her hand soft on his arm. 
	And [-FUCK OFF] the image of Hipster Guy’s lopsided eyes loops on repeat behind his lids.
	And now he’s tasting something unfamiliar. It’s metallic with a sour, soapy finish that leaks from his soft palate. His body won’t melt, won’t uncoil. Needs cool. Needs dark. Needs his heart to stop spasming like a just-sprayed blowfly. 
	And now that metal taste fills his mouth. Fly-paper tongue, everything wound tight, so ratcheted and crampy, he’s craving a big, relieving vomit: all the crap spurting out of his mouth, flushed away by a waterfall of cool, fresh water, sluicing him clean.
*  *  *  *  *
And the bar sings the song of this city. Skinny hipsters with soft beards and rumpled, sexy jeans; super-hot, snappily-dressed women. Everyone smoking. Ute is the bartender. She’s twenty-something, handles everything with a mix of ferocious and intimate that turns him on. She’s also the DJ. There’s an 80s turntable with a square, smoked-plastic lid at her elbow. LPs stacked in DDR-chic, fake-wood shelving against a green tiled wall. 
	The wine comes in a coffee glass. It's softer than the biff-in-the-face Australian reds that he’s used to, but it goes down sweet and easy.
	Smoking. Dancing. Luscious. 
	And there’s an imperceptible declension from distinct thoughts, to flowing impulses, to gooey feelings. His synapses shift from sparky-electric-athletic to jerky-fumbly-befuddled. He lurches back from the toilet. His drink’s gone. Suddenly everyone’s strange. He’s staring at the spot where his drink used to be, trying to summon some brain function, when a hipster strokes him sexily on the tummy. 
	-	(devastatingly charming German accent) You lost? You need help?
	-	(messy, stupidly sad) I’ve lost my drink.
	-	(produces drink out of thin air) Here.
	The drink is crisp and citrusy. Sharp, cool and refreshing in a heavy-bottomed glass with cylindrical ice cubes. A wonder drink. The fog lifts. Neck lengthens and the outer edges of his skin sizzle. He lights a fresh cig and Ute fires up ‘Twerk’. A Dionysian shudder thwacks through his body and his heart floods open. He is Harvey Milk leading San Francisco Pride, Jesus strutting through Jerusalem on Palm Sunday, Queen Bey at Coachella.
	There is dancing, kissing, there is a long, grappling, passionate interlude in a tiny courtyard. The friend he came with left – hours ago? – something’s scratching at the edge of memory – obliterate it! 
	And then there is blur. Hours go by, here comes the sun. Ute gently edging him onto the pavement. Smiling sympathetically from the other side of the glass as she wraps a long chain around and around the crash bar doorhandle.
*  *  * * *
	Walking. Alone now, fast. Pounding walking, pounding head ache. Coffee, water, walk. Until home. 
	Snuggled under his doona, he sniffs his body – strange chemical reek, cigs, alcohol cheap coffee and stale sausage: underneath, the loamier scents of sweat, shit and cum. 
	Weird clips on YouTube. 
	Music. 
	Food. 
	Descent.
 
 
Tom Healey is a theatre director, dramaturg and master teacher in acting, recently commenced Professional Writing and Editing at RMIT.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Wunny Babbit
 
Ismene Panaretos
 
 
The sun is shining, and I’ve got a great big garbage bag of styrofoam balls strung across my shoulder. Just watch me walk down the street with it. I bet you’ve never seen such a big fat bag of balls before, not like mine. 
	I met my girlfriend, Jennifer, on Tumblr. I thought I liked all kinds of women, but not this one. She has a high-pitched voice and a great big bosom shelf that she squishes my face into. This makes me sweat a lot, mainly from nerves. I am a squeeze away from a perforated septum. 
The two things I hate about Jennifer most of all are: 
 
	1.	Her pet rat and
	2.	Her baby voice. 
 
	I don’t consider myself to be monogamous, but I draw a line at this rat throuple situation I’ve ended up in. I refer to us as a throuple, because Runny is probably the most prolific party to this relationship. Jennifer and I moved in together within a week of meeting, so I didn’t have the chance to scope out Runny (it/its pronouns, according to Jennifer). In my defence, I was between places, and Jennifer had an apartment to herself, so it made sense to yield to the urge to merge. I didn’t have many belongings, just a garbage bag full of clothes and a box grater. 
	Runny is about the size and width of my thigh, with a pink tail double that. Jennifer doesn’t clean because she claims that Runny takes care of the household chores. Runny slips its tail beneath the fridge, runs it inside the drains, mops up the brown juice at the bottom of the rubbish bin, collecting the filth of the apartment with its pink spongey tail before traipsing the sullied thing to bed with us. I once caught Runny sitting on the toilet and dunking its tail in the bowl, like a tea bag in hot water, just after Jennifer had been. Yes, Runny is a real nasty piece of work. And Runny has it in for me. 
	Runny is systematically ruining my life with a simple, yet highly effective game of psychological warfare. Every morning I prepare myself a lovely pot of coffee and each and every morning, as soon as I have drained my mug of liquid, I promptly and involuntarily vomit it all back up. Why? At the bottom of every cup I find small black pellets, dissolving at the edges from the heat. You’d think I’d learn but what can I say? I wasn’t made for this sick, sad world. 
 
Runny also:
 
	-	chews through the internet cables when I’m working.
	-	jumps out at me from behind the shower curtain as though it wishes for me to slip and bash my head. 
	-	curls its dirty tail around our strap-on just when we’re about to use it. 
	-	walks across my face when I’m asleep. 
 
	I could go on, but the latter is a huge issue. Once I spluttered awake after inhaling its tail up my left nostril.  Felt like when you get a spaghetti strand caught in your windpipe. I was sick for two weeks after that. 
	I’ve tried raising the issue with Jennifer many, many times before, but she doesn’t believe me. 
	‘My Wunny Babbit would never do such a thing, would you possum?’ She said, the rodent perched on her bosom shelf playing the fool. 
	Jennifer always uses a baby voice when referring to Runny, which drives me bananas. This creature is a devil hiding behind a tiny patch of fur, yet she treats it like a first-born son. I’ve written to newspaper, the council, my local member of parliament even, in an attempt to vent my rage in a healthy way. Not one reply I’ve had. 
	But enough of that. The sun is shining and I’m walking down the street with my great big bag of styrofoam balls. The bag was moving against my back a second ago, but now it’s shuddered still.  I reckon things are finally looking up. 
	I’m whistling as I knock on the front door (Jennifer hasn’t given me keys, says since she never leaves the house I don’t need them). The door doesn’t open for a minute. Jennifer is probably still asleep at this time of day. 
	‘Oh, it’s you,’ says Jennifer, eyeing me suspiciously. Her skin is perfectly clear. She wears a pink dressing grown, which splits to her cleavage. I gawp at her, not in a sexual way, but in a way that comes from fashion having moved away from exposed breasts. 
	‘Happy Valentine’s Day, babe,’ I say. She takes the opportunity to envelop me in her arms, winding me in the process.  
	‘But it’s not Valentine’s Day,’ she says as she pulls away. 
	‘Every day is Valentine’s Day when you’re gay, wouldn’t you say?’ I say breathlessly. 
	‘Wunny Babbit,’ she calls to her rat in that horrid baby voice. ‘Weena bought us a wittle pwesent’. 
	Runny does not appear as it normally would, in fact, Runny is nowhere to be seen. 
	Jennifer does not seem to be concerned by Runny’s absence and begins to pull me towards her again. I brace, expelling all the air from my lungs in anticipation. This embrace is particularly strong, and I guess the lack of oxygen doesn’t help, because as my ribcage tightens and my face squeezes to the width of a pencil, I feel a ringing in my ears, followed by a popping sound, as though a car has reversed over a football. The bag falls from my hand, spilling styrofoam balls all over the welcome mat. Mercifully, Jennifer releases me in response. I check all my ribs are still there before clutching my hand to my nose. ‘Oh my gosh sowwy baby!’ Says Jennifer. I am in too much pain to respond. 
	She notices the box grater first. Initially, Jennifer doesn’t realise the blood on the mat is not just from my nose. 
	The styrofoam balls are rather beautiful, a pale red colour, the long of a dirty pink tail curled around them. I haven’t had my morning coffee yet, but I have a strong feeling I’m really going to enjoy it today. 
 
 
Ismene is a writer and seasonal fruit enthusiast who has never harmed a living creature, aside from a certain fictitious rat. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Where’s the Boy?
 
Saskia Heath
 
Elizabeth had been transitioning for a year and a half. For most of that time her testosterone had been higher than the ideal ranges for feminisation, and her estrogen had been a little too low. She'd had a slow start. She usually only looked like a slightly different boy, and she had bought or acquired most of her clothes while still living under the pretence of boyhood. She had technically worn skirts before, but only ever for a few minutes at a time, in cramped op shop cubicles with dusty mirrors and bland lighting, and friends who were on their way to somewhere else.
	Now, at home, she was wearing her housemate Warren's skirt, trying on different shirts and woollen jumpers and scarves to try and make an outfit. She wandered back and forth along the hallway between her bedroom, where her clothes were, and Warren's bedroom, where the narrow full-body mirror was. Warren was studying in the lounge room, which was between their bedrooms. Music videos were playing on the television in the background. Elizabeth stepped into the lounge room and did a little twirl. The pleated skirt didn't twirl very well, but Warren smiled and performed a happy applause.
	Elizabeth wandered back to the mirror, and she knew that it was only because of the lighting and the face she was making, how she was posing and how she was feeling in that moment, but she looked in the mirror and saw herself and thought – where's the boy? I can't see the boy right now – and that was a moment of happiness.
 
Saskia is a queer and disabled aspiring writer who is in the process of producing a little oeuvre of microfictions.
 
 
 
 
 

OPS/toc.xhtml
		Contents

		Under Her Skin

		Poster Boy

		Bottled

		ZION

		Wunny Babbit

		Where’s the Boy?






OPS/js/book.js
function Body_onLoad() {
}





OPS/images/drop-cap.png





OPS/images/Iphis_Magazine_issue__1.png
Iphis Magazme

Issue #1

Featuring

pnney, Lydia Schofield,
Panaretos





OPS/images/drop-cap-1.png





OPS/images/drop-cap-2.png





OPS/images/drop-cap-4.png





OPS/images/drop-cap-3.png





