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my hubris has made me prey

These days I am living in a shadow:
anywhere the light from my bedroom window
can not reach. I stay here for hours, desperate 
to find something living, and to see it before 
it sees me.

In another time, I am crawling under
a barbed wire fence on the side
of  the dirt road that leads
to my grandmother's house.
There is no destination, only movement,
until the shaking of  a baby rattle snake’s tail.

We are two feet away from each other,
the snake positioned beside the roots 
of  an oak tree, the both us, deciding now,
who is more exposed. 

In another time,
someone tells me snakes
do not have eyelids. Even when sleeping,
I will never know if  they are looking at me,
or if  I am looking at them. 

So then, I lay for hours watching 
the movement outside of  my window.
I become the image of  silence, here,
looking at the earth from the vantage 
point of  my bed, which is now,
if  I concentrate long enough, somewhere 
on the moon.

There, they who visit my windowsill
almost every day, pecking around and flinching.
They who I thought was always too busy,
turns to face me:

Like a child, you want to be the first 
to see anything, only to tell someone 
that it happened. Like a child, too,
you want the truth, but from your own mouth,
and I am sorry, this is why, I do not talk to you
when you call.

when I try to hold this, I realize 
they are looking at the wall behind me,
I turn and see a mirror:

it was me all along. 
I am the snake,
     I am the crow. 

- Shannon Sullivan

Harbinger

What darkness is carried on the wings of  a crow
glinting sharp in the sunlight—
obsidian knives aimed at the hopeful heart
of  someone listening for the familiar song
suddenly gone silent.
Someone searching the night sky
for the light of  a favorite star, 
not knowing it has been swallowed 
by a black hole.

What emptiness lies in the eyes of  a crow—
lonely as a hospital bed stripped of  sheets 
still scented with despair,
or the deserted moonlit chapel 
still echoing with whispered prayers,
or the void at the dinner table,
a single chair still pushed in.

When I see the crow perched on the tree
outside my window, and hear his call
like a sharp intake of  breath,
I am overcome with grief
for those who will cross over that day.

- Lisa Weber

Light and Shadow - Robin Wright 
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Friendship Bracelet by Sara Dobbie

     “Cross my heart and hope to die, I didn’t take it.”

     I can hear her repeating the childish oath, can recall it like it was yesterday. The sound of  her sing-song hopscotch 
voice echoes through my mind as she walks towards me, and I’m ten years old again. Sitting on a bench outside the 
principal’s office, enveloped with ineffable rage.

      I recognized her last week when I checked out the books she was borrowing. Those same cavernous eyes peering 
out from a much older face, that same stubborn chin jutting in perpetual defiance. Regina. I turn away quickly, 
pretending to be absorbed in my work, skin tingling under her gaze. Certainly she must remember me. Me, the girl 
who pulled her down by the braids, kicking and scratching, for stealing my bracelet.

     Regina, morphed into an adult woman and standing here in the library. Her hair is purple and there is slanted 
cursive writing tattooed over her wrist. 

     She’s at my desk, placing a stack of  books in front of  me. “I thought that was you,” she says, eyes probing.

     I feign confusion. 

     “It’s Regina. From Mrs. Weller’s class. Grade five, I think?”

     We hover there momentarily, in that liminal space, navigating an invisible bridge spanning twenty-five years.

     My bracelet. Technically it was my mother’s, who didn’t know I’d snatched it from her dresser drawer. Wouldn’t 
have allowed me to wear it, I knew, because it was valuable, sentimental. On the playground at recess it flashed in 
the sunlight, glittering diamonds and emeralds. I slipped it off  before returning to the classroom, secured it in the 
zippered pouch inside my bag, so the teacher wouldn’t ask me where I got such an expensive treasure.

     The principal smelled of  mouthwash and soap, of  cleanliness and honesty. Arms folded over chest, raised 
eyebrows expressing disappointment. When he asked what had gotten into me my lips clamped together and 
trembled. I couldn’t reveal Regina’s offense without incriminating myself. I managed to mumble an apology for losing 
my temper. My punishment was an in-school suspension, and he called home to inform my parents. 

     I couldn’t tell them the truth. That I knew it was Regina who took the bracelet from my backpack in the 
cloakroom, no matter how vehemently she swore up and down she didn’t do it. I clouded reality using the excuse that 
Regina had teased me. Regina, the new girl, who the boys chased incessantly, who came in like a tornado swirling up 
discontent with rumors, ruining things for the rest of  us. 

     The tattoo, I notice, spells the word Love. Regina roots in her shoulder bag and pulls out a velvet satchel. “I believe 
this is yours,” she says, and my stomach drops. Stunned, I loosen the ties, and out it tumbles, reflecting the florescent 
overhead light.

     I am silent. Regina was in my class for only a few months, an army brat, or so kids said. She disappeared shortly 
after the theft, and I never saw, or heard of  her, again. 

     “I moved here with my daughter a few weeks ago. We came in to get her a library card, and I noticed you working. 
It all came rushing back to me, and I felt terrible.” Regina’s face, downcast, shadowed with remorse. “And I have this 
old box filled with junk from when I was a kid, and I thought maybe,” her voice, unsteady for a moment, trails off.

      I imagine what it must’ve been like for her, witness a shift in my own perspective. I watch as Regina traverses 
some private minefield of  memory, and then returns to the present.

      “Sure enough,” she continues, “I had hidden it away in there. I’m so sorry, I was never any good at making 
friends. And I’ve never stolen anything else in my life.”

     Me either, I think.
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     When my mother noticed the bracelet was missing, she cried. It was the only keepsake she possessed from her 
grandmother, it was special. Priceless, she insisted. She asked us all if  we’d seen it; me, my father, my brother. I 
denied any knowledge of  how it could’ve disappeared, swallowing lumps of  shame, acrid in my throat. She searched 
everywhere she could think of  inside the house, but of  course it did not turn up. How many times had I pondered the 
consequences before weeks later, I finally confessed, a frenzy of  sobs racking my small body?

     I place my hand over Regina’s fluttering tattoo, I want to absolve her of  any guilt. “Don’t apologize,” I say, “I was 
the one who stole it in the first place, from my mother. I have no idea why I took it.” 

     This is a falsehood; I know exactly why I did it. My little group of  playground allies had cast me out in favor of  
Regina. The bracelet should have recaptured their interest in me, restored me to my rightful place amongst them, but 
instead brought chaos down on my fragile world.

     “I guess I thought it would impress my friends,” I say, realizing suddenly that there’s no reason to lie to Regina after 
all these years. She shakes her head.

     “I didn’t have any friends to impress, and I think that’s why I took it. I was jealous of  you.”

     We laugh nervously, mirror images of  each other, sisters connected by the umbilical cord of  our crime.

     “One of  the emeralds fell out,” she says, “I couldn’t find it in the box.”

     “That’s all right, Regina,” I answer. 

     I gather up the bracelet carefully, spread my fingers to let the elasticized gold stretch and slink over my hand. Tiny 
prisms refract rainbows, rolling over my palm. I run my thumb over the empty socket where the missing jewel used to 
rest, and consider the flawed beauty of  the thing.

Healing Stitches 

A jewel of  a damask, quilted in colours 
of  amber, carnelian, hessonite, sunstone.

Every irregular square of  fabric, 
echoes of  a memory 
tied to the texture, 

patterned fragments of  recurring dreams; 
pieces of  gold, bound by silver strands, 
hand-stitched. 

A wall-hanging, a totem, a symbolic flag 
entwined within her story, the glory 
of  her youth and the gift of  life;

if  you look closely, you might see the red stain 
where the needle pricked her,
started before chemo and finished in recovery.

- Gaynor Kane
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One pale blue dot. - by Karmila Thomas 

Before the world was a pale blue dot—before the world was earthrise—it was nothing more than 
people’s daily lives. It was what the sky looked like on the way to work and that first drop of  rain 
that hits the ground. People were connected to each other, but only as much as the neighbor is 
connected to her neighbors and the postman is connected to the residents. We now see the world 
as a blue-green sphere in space, and we know that we are more connected than ever. It challenged 
our entire understanding of  how and why we live. No longer did people see ‘my’ people, or ‘your’ 
people, for in that moment—however short or long it lasted—people began to see ‘our’ people. 
Our planet. Our floating rock in the infinite and unknowable universe. We are all on that blue-
green sphere that is circling into humanity’s very own self-destruction; yet why don’t we do more? 
‘Earthrise’ has become the very image of  environmentalism and despite how hard-hitting it is—
how vulnerable and small our pale blue dot floats in space—environmentalism struggles to receive 
the extensive political support necessary to make a difference. The science accumulates yet the pol-
itics doesn’t follow, and poor Greta is left standing outside the parliament building asking ‘why?’. 
What the Greta effect, and Extinction Rebellion, and Greenpeace, and just about any environ-
mental activist has is the understanding that climate change is a very real and very looming disaster 
and that the science has already spoken for itself. At the heart of  activism is a statement that rings 
true—we don’t need more science; we need socio-political decision. Such is the position that has 
recently entered academia, and such is the position that needs to enter government. 

Science is often seen as the ultimate authorizing knowledge. It’s objectivity, universality, and ulti-
mate pursuit of  ‘truth’ reaffirms its credibility and status. Politicians say, ‘listen to the scientists.’ 
People say, ‘listen to the scientists.’ The scientists say, ‘listen to us—we know.’ But what happens 
when the science and scientists aren’t saying the same thing? Who do we listen to then? A 2001 
Gallup Poll in America found that 61% of  respondents said most scientists believe in global warm-
ing, while 30% stated that the scientists were unsure.1 Whilst some might say this public uncertain-
ty should be shrugged aside as indifference or a misunderstanding to what is scientifically true, it is 
worth noting that is not erroneous to see the uncertainty because the uncertainty does exist. When 
published science comes out saying the effects of  global warming are dangerous, questions loom in 
the air of  ‘how dangerous’; ‘dangerous to whom?’; and ‘at what geographic scale or rate of  change 
before it is dangerous?’2. These questions loom, as they always will, because scientific knowledge 
cannot answer absolutely everything. The science is incomplete because the pursuit of  knowledge 
is inherently incomplete. A fundamental aspect of  science is its unknowability—the idea that a 
universal statement cannot be whole-heartedly true because there is always the possibility, even 
the infinitesimal possibility, that there is an unknown factor. That’s not to say that the science is 
wrong—only that the science is unfinished, much like us. Einstein himself  said, ‘the more I learn, 
the more I realize how much I don’t know.’ 

1 See: Leiserowitz, A. A. (2005). American Risk Perceptions: Is Climate Change Dangerous? Risk Analysis. 
25(6). 1433-1442.
2 Ibid.
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Einstein faced this knowledge paradox with wisdom, but some powerful people in modern soci-
ety chose a different path. Rather than treat our ignorance with curiosity, they exploited the gaps 
in knowledge to further their own political interests. The incompleteness of  science and doubts 
inherent to it are used by climate deniers to diminish its credibility so it loses its authority. This 
strategy is referred to as ‘manufactured doubt’, and it was used by the tobacco industry in the 
late 20th century to rebut newly published scientific findings on the negative health effects of  
smoking.3 In the same way, modern efforts are put into arguing against claims that acid rain or 
the ozone-layer is man-made.4 See, rebuttals don’t need to prove the science is “wrong”, they only 
need to show it isn’t 100% true. In this current world, just that is enough to perpetuate the idea 
that it is ‘fake news’. And while the science is gathered and argued and contradicted and estab-
lished and published and redacted, the glaciers are still collapsing. Worse still, in the process of  its 
gathering, arguing, contradiction, establishment etc. etc., the science isn’t objective. The science 
here is politicized. It’s here we must ask—at what point do we accept that science cannot, should 
not, and was never intended to fix fundamentally political problems? It is here we must say that 
adopting a greener lifestyle is not solely a scientific decision; it’s a choice based on the value of  
being better stewards for this planet. 

Unfortunately, apparently, we suck at choices. We get lost in the noise while the people that 
are meant to lead us through it only add to the babel. The photos of  the pale blue dot floating 
through space get lost in the news and we go back to our individual lives; once again, unconnect-
ed. So, in these crossroads we can only ask ourselves what we can do now. The answer seems 
commonsensical—banal even. We see the world around us. We see the destruction that comes 
from earthquakes and tsunamis and every natural disaster that has worsened in gravity and con-
sistency in recent years. We see the poverty and starvation that is ridden in globally marginalized 
communities. We see nonhuman extinctions. We understand that there is no part of  this world 
that is unconnected. That destruction isn’t happening ‘there’ it’s happening here—on our plan-
et. We remember that in the face of  their endless rebuttals, we exist in a connected network of  
strings in which we are all slowly dying from their indecision. Because maybe it’s only after the 
final glacier has crashed that they realize we were always crashing along with it5.  

3 See: Oreskes, N. & Conway, E. M. (2010). Defeating the Merchants of  Doubt. Nature. 465. 686-687.
4 Ibid.
5 If  you’re curious on the subject, good reading materials are ‘Merchants of  Doubt’ by Naomi Oreskes and Erik 
M. Conway; articles by Daniel Sarewitz, such as ‘How Science Makes Environmental Controversies Worse’; or 
on the wider subject of  ‘knowledge production’, a large body of  literature comes out of  the Science, Technology and 
Society academic field. I hope we don’t crash with the final glacier.
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Battlefield

there is always a sunset    sometime    somehow    even
over the murkiest horizon of  a battlefield    for us
sat amongst the cooled shrapnel of  our
artillery fire    bookended the sofa in mottled silence as the
pigments of  electric-salmon began to crumble around
us    fell to ash    fell to the storm of  the sea
as the Hawker hurricaned the sky
with its rage above the transient waves
of  our days    half-lived    half-loved    moulted
over the carpet of  our recently mocked up flat    your decision
wanted to make it more
homely    wanted to plant seeds in the soil
of  a barren land    did you ever stop to consider that home
was within us    that the war could not be won with
chest of  draw blockades    those DIY monochrome tanks
that would    in the end    become
a graveyard for all those mountain-truths we’ve buried

- Dale Booton 

Mountains - Daniel Walters 
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Mountainside - by Kyle Tam

Hearing my mom tell us that the family was going to mountain climb together was like hearing a warning bell go off  
in my head. The cable car was thirty steps away from where we were standing, only half  of  us were in appropriate 
shoes, and it was our first day visiting New Zealand, but she insisted that going up was going to be fun family 
bonding. “After all,” she said with a smile on her face, “it doesn’t look that bad”.

It did, in fact, look that bad. The cliff  face wasn’t entirely sheer, and you could see how time and the will of  man had 
carved very slight paths up the mountain, wide enough for wary hikers to go one, maybe two people up at a time. But 
even my eyes, bleary with jet lag and confusion, could see that it wasn’t suitable for our needs. For one, signage was 
severely lacking, as were handrails or steady places to walk. For another, we could scarcely see the mountain’s peak 
behind the picturesquely fluffy clouds, giving no clear indication as to how long the climb would take. At the time, 
however, the whole family was brimming with a quiet sense of  false bravado and overconfidence. If  it was there and 
without restriction for travel, then surely climbing couldn’t be that bad. Right?

So began our intrepid quest to reach the mountain’s top. The first hundred paces should have told us that something 
was deathly wrong. Rather than smooth, steady ground or or flattened stone at a gentle slope, with every other step 
the mountain threatened to drag us into a grassy death trap. There were no barriers to prevent us from falling off  the 
cliffside, and every time I idly glanced towards my side I remembered my fear of  heights. Even so, we pressed on. It 
couldn’t keep being this bad, right? It had to even out somewhere. Looking back now, we were all a little delusion-
al. New Zealand was meant to be this wonderful place full of  adventure and greenery, and we had approached the 
mountain as if  we were the Fellowship of  the Ring, which was exactly the problem. We were the hobbits, bellies full 
of  food, much too chipper about the prospect of  travel, and woefully unsuitable for adventure.

What hurt us the most was that we weren’t physically prepared for actual mountain climbing. Every other group that 
we saw head upwards or downwards was kitted out in the finest climbing gear, or something similar to it. They’d had 
the sense to bring mountaineering essentials like fleece jackets, rubber shoes, and climbing sticks. We, on the other 
hand, were dressed as if  we had quite literally walked onto the mountain from off  the road. T-shirts, jeans, and light 
sweaters meant that we were cold, stumbling, and terrified. It didn’t help that only the boys were in sneakers, and even 
then they were in casual walking sneakers. Smooth treads lacking traction, the kind best suited for strolling down the 
street, not navigating treacherous terrain. My sister was wearing high-heeled boots, but at least in those she could dig 
her stilettos into the chinks within the dirt and rock, expertly gaining ground with her improvised pitons. My mom 
and I had the worst of  it, walking as we were in ballet flats. Ballet flats were designed to have little to no sole tread to 
speak of, the better to emulate their namesake. This makes them extremely appropriate as daily footwear, and com-
pletely inappropriate for any task requiring any sort of  foothold. 

So we braved the mountain for two hours, clinging to trees, branches, and each other desperately. With only a lit-
tle shame there was a point when my mother was holding onto my father for dear life, my sister was being assisted 
by either of  my brothers, and I had given up on any semblance of  decorum and crawled on all fours when I wasn’t 
hugging the mountain . All this time, we were passed by other hikers in groups of  twos or threes witnessing our trials 
and tribulations. You would think that watching this family very obviously struggling with the climb would mean that 
some of  us might lend us a helping hand or some sympathetic advice, but you’d be wrong. Most of  them ignored our 
plight, too intent on finishing their own climb, which is something I could respect. What I couldn’t handle was the 
group that had decided to take their phones out and film our misery, and to them I wish nothing but ruined holiday 
media from that trip. Jerks.

We barely made it halfway up before as a family unanimously agreeing that we needed to descend before it got dark 
and we really struggled. So came the descent, which was less steep but infinitely more terrifying. A single missed step 
and down we’d tumble, past the rocks, past the trees, flattened on new soil. I wish I could say that we had learned 
something meaningful from the whole endeavour about teamwork and the true meaning of  family, but we were al-
ready close to begin with. If  we learned anything, it’s that we enjoy living and not dying. Being able to breathe oxygen, 
smell the rain threatening to pour down, and eat a big meal surrounded by your loved ones: that’s living. Not clinging 
desperately onto hope and praying for traction, but surrounding yourself  with people and  
experiences that aren’t replaceable.
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Virago
 
Sister mine-
I came to you a broken sun. Uttered love 
in the wheezing breath of  a doe 
run down by decades of  hounds. 
Mistook the curvaceous lifecycle
of  a star for simple weakness.
 
Virago: a fishwife, a woman with a mouth full of  brine.
 
Siostra- 
Slinking downtown via wooden-slatted
well-trod orbit, gyrating on this dusky axis;
ochre sprinkles over the slated plains
of  your rounded belly while the beat
hammers every foot to the floor.
 
Virago: a termagant, a domineering and bad-tempered hellcat. 
 
Soeur-
In the semi-circle of  lived experience, 
achievement splinters into compass points; 
these pierce our hearts, hoist our bodies aloft. 
Memories are worth more than trenched spikes 
but even now,
even still,
every woman is a village under fire. 
 
Virago: a battle-axe, a dragon, a weapon. A warrior who can hold herself.
 
Hermana-
Command me, sister, through glen
and fold; sweet structures built with
our own hands have birthed
a dusky swell of  little hands, raised with 
our mushroomed voices in the dawn.

- Lindz McLeod

body gap

median of  day, dawn’s soft blue eases 
the room into a bath of  five a.m. light,
slinking between blinds to crosshatch our skin.

I could count your lashes, the sleep collecting 
in your tear ducts, measure the distance
of  your fallen lids, parted lips;
could wonder if  there’s space to settle in.

you’ve always run cold, but my legs 
rustled free from the fleece duvet 
sometime in sleep. you’re facing the wall, 
coiled like a film roll.

I could try to define this median of  sheets,
but the room is stale with sleep
as dawn diffuses light like the end 
of  a tight embrace. 

I close my eyes and decline, 
aching nightmare’s slip.

- Courtney WZ

frames per second

learning to make replaceable puppet limbs
& mouths that move in synchronicity
which leaves hands malleable to hold
up props / props upholding narrative,
these strange creatures, all fur as it’s easier to
taxidermy which is why humans failed
in that sense / sense that in creating
the figure an attachment forms
between forms in claymation
& complete she becomes
their sister in all but red string

- Yvonne Litschel
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The Presence of  Bodies - by Rochelle Roberts

It has been a long while since I’ve had a nightmare. In the past few weeks, despite sometimes feeling 
a dread and fear of  sleep, nightmares have not disturbed me. I have had some dreams that have been 
unpleasant, but they have not left me with a pounding hurt in my chest or a sickness in my stomach. 
They have no effect on me at all, after I wake. In my most recent dream, I was attacked by a person with 
a knife as I fled the school I supposedly worked at. He slashed at my body with an artistry that left my 
skin sagging, shocks of  blood spattering the air in slow motion as though I were in a film. I seemed to 
experience the attack as though I were outside of  my body, and I did not feel the pain of  my peeled open 
flesh or the pressure of  the blade as he cut into my neck. By the end of  it, I had no idea whether I was 
dead or alive. When I woke up, I wrote down the dream and thought about what it could mean but came 
up with no conclusions. 

 The last time I had a nightmare was when I had sleep paralysis. It was a couple of  years ago, and the 
third time in my life that it’s happened. The first time, I became aware, as I was dreaming, of  a dread 
that filled me up and held me rigid. I had the distinct thought that I would have a vision of  my brother, 
the form of  him standing at the foot of  my bed. I was afraid to see him; he had been dead for ten years. 
Instead, a strange, demon-like child sat on my back. It was the scariest thing I have seen because it felt 
unquestionably real. Its face was distorted, its knees held up to its chest, its long fingers reaching for me. 
I screamed and beat my hands and feet against my mattress, but nothing happened. When I eventually 
managed to fight my way out of  paralysis, I went to sit on the floor in the bathroom with the light on 
until morning. It felt unsafe to stay in my bedroom. For days after I was frightened to go to sleep. 

The third time it happened, I had an overwhelming sense that there were ghosts in my room, or some 
other kind of  unwelcome presence that seemed to make the air around me take on a different form. It 
felt as though they were pressing into me, and in my mind, I was clamping my eyes shut so as not to see 
another demon child. I knew what was happening in a way I hadn’t the first time. I did my usual beating 
of  hands and feet against my mattress until I was able to move. My scream came out as a croaking cry 
from between my dry lips. After it first happened, I overheard someone at university the next day talking 
about their own experience of  sleep paralysis. It sounded like what had happened to me. I looked it up 
and noted the NHS website said sleep paralysis is harmless. It hadn’t felt harmless at the time. 

I am always horrified and amazed by the things your mind can make you see during sleep paralysis. It’s 
like a conscious nightmare or living within a surrealist painting. When I think of  the sense of  dread and 
the strange bodily presence that seem to inhabit the space around you, I am reminded of  Dorothea 
Tanning’s bizarre and sinister installation Hôtel du Pavot, Chambre 202 (1970-73). Room 202 is full of  
bodies. They tear themselves out of  the beautiful patterned wallpaper, fold themselves out of  the stiff  
skeleton of  the furniture. Bodies that are only part human in shape, that twist and convulse under a 
shadeless light suspended from the ceiling. I think of  how horrifying it would be to wake up and be 
surrounded by these strange pink and brown metaphysical headless beings, especially if  you are held in 
a grip that prevents you from being able to move. In her autobiography Between Lives, Tanning said these 
mutating tweed soft bodies were like “living materials becoming living sculptures”. It is as though she 
is casting spells to bring inanimate materials to life. I can imagine them, as in a stop motion, climbing 
jaggedly out of  their confines to crawl possessed across the floor, all of  them converging on the bed you 
try to hide in. It is made even more sinister by the fact that Hôtel du Pavot, Chambre 202 relates to a song 
written in the 1920s about one-time Chicago gangster’s wife Kitty Kane, who poisoned herself  in room 
202 of  a hotel. 

When I think of  my own sleep paralysis, the things I remember most vividly are the feelings of  dread 
and of  an invisible bodily presence that griped me and left me helpless until I was able to move again. 
When I escape the paralysis, the fear doesn’t leave me. Each time, I sit in the bathroom with the lights 
on, scrolling through Instagram to keep myself  awake. 
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Happy Birthday - by Alice Rose

I scrolled through the endless well-wishes on Facebook, Instagram, Twitter.

Happy Birthday!

HAPPY BIRTHDAY emoji emoji etc

Happy Birthday hun xxxxxxxxx

 I didn’t smile. I felt a sad pang of  guilt that all I could think was: I need to delete some of  the ‘friends’ on my 
timeline. The ones I hadn’t spoken to in years. The ones who had just received that little reminder and written on my wall 
out of  courtesy.
 ‘Hey birthday girl.’ A soft voice beside me said. 
 I pushed my phone back into my pocket.
 ‘Hey Susan.’ I smiled.
 ‘Happy Birthday!’ She beamed, her accent making it sound more like ‘Appy Bird-day.’
 I beamed back at her.
 She had offered to cover my shift for my birthday, but in the end, our manager hadn’t been able to make it work. 
We just didn’t have the numbers. But it wasn’t the first birthday I had spent in the residents' home and it wouldn’t be the 
last.
 It wasn’t completely terrible. When I arrived at 7am I had quietly been informed that Mrs Martin, one of  our 
much older residents, had passed in the night. I sighed. It never got easier but it was almost never a shock. Julie was one 
of  the kinder ones. I played cards with her, she remembered my name most days. It felt easier, knowing her life had been 
long and full, her family visited often and if  there was such an afterlife she would be there, dancing again with her hus-
band.
 I went about the rest of  my shift, moving from room to room, greeting residents. Bathing, feeding, chatting, 
helping with the occasional crossword.
 ‘Mr Leary, when the rain stops you can go outside, but your son won't be very happy if  he visits and you’ve got a 
cold.’ I insisted.
 ‘It’s barely... a drizzle.’ He argued, his voice raspy and strained. He tried to point a crooked finger at the window 
but lowered it again with a sigh.
 ‘It’s not a drizzle.’ I repeated, wheeling his chair away. ‘Your room or the lounge?’
 ‘No.’ He said, so I stopped.
 ‘Bedroom or lounge?’
 He mumbled something that sounded both racist and sexist, but it wasn’t unusual for Mr Leary, he liked to have a 
moan before lunch most days.
 We both stood in the hallway.
 ‘Come on,’ I encouraged. ‘We’re in the way.’
 Stubbornly he mumbled, ‘Lounge,’ and off  we went.
 At lunch, Tom, our chef, had made a chocolate cake for dessert. He lightly nudged me with his elbow and said,‘I 
saved you some,’ as he brought it out, a small slice already missing.
 ‘Any nice plans?’ He asked, as I stole a quick break in the kitchen.
 ‘Nothing. Here all weekend.’
 ‘Shame. What about the kids?’
 ‘They’re at their dads.’ I said and took another giant forkful of  the cake.
 As the afternoon went on I read the newspaper to a few of  the residents and put the TV on for a few others. 
I brought some of  them cuppas as they sat outside in the garden. The rain stopped but I didn’t bother looking for Mr 
Leary.
 ‘Happy birthday! Best wishes! God bless!’ Mr Hunt had smiled at me and shook my hand tightly, then he carried 
on his morning lap around the home.
 They did make me laugh, some of  them.
 ‘Hello?’ I heard a faint voice call as I moved down a corridor. 
 I pushed open one of  the bedroom doors with a knock. 
 ‘Hello?’ They said again. Mrs Markowitz was on the floor of  her bedroom, leaning against her dresser.
 ‘It’s fine, fine really.’ She kept barking in her strong German accent.
 She was a frail woman with a gaunt face and white hair.
 ‘Oh dear,’ I said. 
 ‘It was just a little slip, I landed on my backside, I’m fine.’ She let out a nervous little laugh that people did when 
they were embarrassed.
 My back strained a little as I helped her upright and into an arm-chair and I moved my head side to side to stretch 
my shoulder muscles.
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 ‘Thank you dear.’ She said. I finally sat at the end of  her bed when I had made certain she was fine. 
 I sat there for a little while as it grew dark outside, Mrs Markowitz gazing out the window. I knew my shift must 
have been coming to an end.
 ‘Can you…’ She pointed at a yellow scarf  on the floor, near where she had fallen.
 I picked it up and gave it to her. 
 ‘Julie gave it to me.’
 ‘Julie? Mrs Martin?’ I asked.
 ‘Yes.’ She nodded. ‘She was here last night.’
 I forced a smile. ‘Is that so?’
 ‘She said I could have it, but the colour washes me out. You have it dear.’
 ‘Ms Markowitz, don't be silly.’
 ‘You don’t have to call me that and go on,’ she held it up again. ‘Go on! It’s your birthday.’
 ‘Thank you.’ I said with a smile, deciding to stop arguing. ‘How about, I keep it here, and I can wear it when we 
go out for a walk?’
 I waited and she nodded. We both sat quietly again for a few moments and she watched something out of  the 
window.
 ‘Where is Julie?’ She asked.
 ‘She… She’s gone, Chava.’
 ‘Gone?’
 ‘Yes…’ I said quietly.
 ‘It’s freezing. Why didn’t she take her scarf?’
 I shrugged but she was already closing her eyes, her head resting against her against her shoulder. The armchair 
seemed to engulf  her small frame.
 Looking at my watch, it had passed 7pm. Slowly, I stood up to make my way back through the residence to sign 
off  from my shift.
 Chava was right, I thought, as I walked to the bus stop. There was a chill on my neck, that made the ache there 
tighten. Just five hours left of  my birthday. I began to think about what I might have done today if  I wasn’t working all 
weekend. A movie, Facetime with the kids, most likely numerous cocktails with the girls.
 A sore neck tomorrow, I supposed, was better than a hangover.

Belladonna Kiss

A string of  teardrops fell from my grandma’s neck
Into my mother’s palm, while I was still on her hip. 
She wore them every day, warning that eventually 
The clasp would come loose and I’d catch the melancholy diamonds;
An heirloom reluctantly passed from eldest daughter onwards, 
In my begrudging fist. 

I have refused this chain of  gemstone sorrows
The metal recoils at my touch; a precious cobra rearing
Upward, ready to sink silver fangs into my flesh. 
There is no anti-venom; only the stories of  how the bite 
Leaves your body swollen, how I should beware, 
And only accept the serpent’s belladonna kiss, in love.

This bane is a cider of  beauty and pain; 
You are granted plentiful fruit in exchange for 
Searing snakeskin limbs that cannot be shed. 
And, the obligation to pass on the cursed pendant,
To unwilling daughters; whose infant hearts beat dormant toxins, 
Which only attack after a forked tongue’s overdose. 

The plights of  the afflicted cling to this crystalline constrictor; 
Phantoms who strode in savaged bodies, wounded by their insides
They pray their misfortunes past give me caution. Pleading 
My branch of  the family tree withers, fruitless, barren, 
Hanging listless from the core from which I sprouted.
They are a reminder not to be tempted as Eve, 
They beg to be useful, a gift from the vipers.

- Imogen L. Smiley
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Copy of  Conversations & Poetics - by Edward Wells
Anything is “useful” when it’s used.

In any society based on class, humiliation is a political reality. Humiliation is one method by which political power 
is transformed into social or personal relationships. The personal interiorization of  the practice of  humiliation is 

called humility.

But if  I understood a recent conversation about object-oriented ontology, “useful” doesn’t really describe anything 
accurately. The subject is displaced and the object rises in the horizon, in itself, undefined by use, without the need for use.

I am now an artist who makes dolls, makes, damages, transforms, smashes. One of  my dolls is a writer doll. The 
writer doll isn’t very large and is all hair, mane hair, mane hair, my dirty mane hair, pubic.

But the woman who birthed me has dementia each moment as we travel another moment into the future, in this house 
that belongs to the family of  her daughter, my only sister. And though I don’t know them well, having not seen them 
much for decades, I am here with them. 

One night I gave the following scenario to my writer doll.
1) Evacuation from visiting professor position in Mexico
2) Two weeks of  precautionary isolation outside of  Nashville
3) Arrive at sister’s home
4) Stay-at-home
5) A child falls over in a chair on my toe
6) I sit
7) A child has a fever
8) We wait, and the fever resolves
9) A parent has a fever 
10) We wait, and the fever resolves
11) My toe may lose the nail
12) The end of  May seems like a good time to return home to Los Angeles; I want to bicycle part of  the way

• As a child in sixth grade in a North American school, won first prize in a poetry contest
• At age 17, began producing short stories and essays on the African American experience. 

• She taught the subject:  “Black and Brown” and “Migraine.”
• In the late 1980s, produced and directed several short films. 

• In late 1995, the show opened about two months after her death, an acclaimed “first person” documentary 
exploring the impact of  trauma as a means of  healing. 

• She wrote several books on the lives of  other Americans:  “Degeneracy,” a poem about her experience with 
posttraumatic stress disorder; “Lifelong Dreams,” a collection of  interviews with African Americans; “A 

People’s History,” the first in a series of  two books on race.
• An African-American writer and editor who went on to produce four novels and a collection of  essays.

• Among her many achievements was the 2006 short film from The African American Arts Center of  the 
University of  Mississippi.

• In late teens and early twenties, entered New York City poetry world. Prominent Black Mountain poets, 
mainly male, taught or attempted to teach them that a writer becomes a writer when and only when they 

find their own voice.

There’s no such thing as “knowing what to write.” I play outside with children throughout the week. I worry my 
unemployment paperwork will be somehow lost or in error. I will lose my benefits. I watch “Stranger Things” at night 
after everyone else is in bed. I sleep on the sofa. 

I didn’t make any avant garde poet dolls.

I ask one of  the boys what comes to mind when I say the word “useful.” He says he thinks this is too hard for him. He 
seems very smart.

Since wanted to be a writer, tried to find their own voice. Couldn’t. But still loved to write. Loved to play with 
language. Language was material like clay or paint. Loved to play with verbal material, build up slums and 

mansions, demolish banks and half-rotten buildings, even buildings which they had constructed, into never-
before-seen, even unseeable, jewels.
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I receive an email from a University informing me that my application, the textual representation of  me, merits 
consideration. I am to be subjected to faculty screening. The process requires one week. It is scheduled to begin the 
last full week of  May and continue into April. I will need to complete some tasks each day. I can’t leave at the end 
of  May. I say good morning to the woman who birthed me. I can’t take the time to bicycle part of  the way home 
to Los Angeles. I say good morning to the woman who birthed me. I say good morning to the woman who birthed 
me. I worry I won’t be selected for a position by the University. I say good morning to the woman who birthed me. 
I say good morning to the woman who birthed me. I say good morning to the woman who birthed me. I open the 
curtains. I close the curtains. All of  this in the living room where I sleep on the sofa.

To them, every word wasn’t only material in itself, but also sent out like beacons other words. Blue sent out 
heaven and The Virgin. Material is rich, I didn’t create language, writer thought. Later they would think about 

ownership and copyright. I’m constantly being given language. Since this language-world is rich and always 
changing, flowing, when I write, I enter a world which has complex relations and is, perhaps, illimitable. 

This world both represents and is human history, public memories and private memories turned public, the 
records and actualizations of  human intentions. This world is more than life and death, for here life and 

death cojoin. I can’t make language, but in this world, I can play and played.

My sister, her husband, their ten children comprehend me as alone as they say goodbye going to church.

I celebrate an acceptance of  a piece of  fiction for publication. There is no one in this house on this hill to make out 
with me. I consider drinking a Pepsi. I celebrate the acceptance again, quietly. There is no resolution. I dream again 
of  kissing someone again. The piece is a bricolage, a personal language from texts that existed before I. I want to 
paint my nails without worrying about shattering anyone. It is life.  

*-crossed
Admiring my life, you say I’m a Pleiades sister. 
I object—I’m not a public spectacle to be shot at.
Orion’s a predator winking out from long ago. 
Stars die. Stars are already dead. Stars convey 
the broken tails of  time. 
                                               Rather be a comet 
on the way down, rocket on the way 
up: I’m vital. I’m presence. Not a faraway dust 
vanishing in the dark of  your Cosmos fairytale.

- Maria Picone
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Kingdom of  Broken Things

I would have traded the boundless expanse of  the cosmos
For the promise that life would return to your eyes.
Grey sockets play host to bloodshot orbs that scurry,
And flicker; appraising the vacant absence; surveying 
The edges of  your kingdom of  broken things.

Lilac veins meander the length of  your outstretched arm,
Interweaving every blotch and blemish; crumpled
Receipts of  your sanctioned torment. Track marks 
And scars affiliate in the ruin of  your skin, like
Unwanted weeds, fearless enough to bloom.

I would pray to any god and beg at the feet of  the devil
If  warmth would flow through you again. There is no trial
I would not undertake for strength to kindle in every sinew
Of  your Flesh. But there is nothing I can do. There is no 
Curse, hex or cruel affliction that I can bear in your place.

- Josep Corcorán

Cosmos - Robert Cannon
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Aurora Before 

Cornflakes dot the milk, spilled constellations  
washed over floored firmament when we broke  

the dam that separated flood and wails. Our time  
shakes with the remake of  a new equator. 

We are shaped of  one warm fusion by divisions,  
spindles of  separation, relentless, drag us 

to poles of  our making until the end. Our halo is  
clouded by storms in feed bowls that light 

this furnace world on fire. Still, we sling the cords we  
spin to long vibration links all the way 

from the first Planck in steady uncut increments to when  
I string you to the future. Petal anchored - 

ready - burst. Set to float on swells, cream of  crop, if   
early floods are quelled and mopped. 

Outside beyond the awning, pink-fingered visions sway.  
Peony dawn, delight and warning. 

- Pax Morrigan

Walter and Violet - by Clodagh Daly
Walter only paid attention to one pink peony in the allotment. He was not convinced that any other flower still grew in 
the small square of  soil that his wife Violet had called their garden. It was the middle of  spring and it was Violet’s anni-
versary. Walter hated the garden. 
Buying the allotment had been their one act of  liberation when their son, Paul, dropped them off  at an elderly residential 
home during the Winter three years ago. Walter knew the length of  time, as it had also been the last time he had heard 
the sharpness of  Paul’s voice. Walter was too vulnerable, he had said. Violet needed a carer who could see, he had said. 
All Walter knew was that he had broken his Violet’s heart, moving them from their secluded cottage in the countryside 
to this suburban attempt at elderly comfort. 
Their little apartment was beige on beige. Walter did not care how it looked, as he found it easy to gather his bearings for 
the new space quickly. But he felt his ray of  sunshine turning cold. It was this way for a long time. It was a relief  when 
the nip in the air started to lessen, as this meant the flowers would begin to grow, and Violet would be happy again. 
Walter always enjoyed Violet talking about flowers. As they would walk around their new home Violet would bend down 
and guide Walter’s hand over the petals, describing the colour and what she knew about the flower. As the words poured 
from her mouth, Walter could sense her fondness for them. It was the same tone she used when she told him that she 
loved him. 

Peony - Pax Morrigan
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It then became common knowledge that an allotment was being opened near the residential home. Walter did not think 
twice, and bought them a patch of  land, as this would mean endless happiness for Violet. 
The day Walter was given the key for their space, he handed this and a packet of  pink peony seeds to Violet, that he had 
acquired from one of  the home’s care assistants. His vague memory told him that these were the flowers he had bought 
on their first date many moons ago, and Violet had bought a bunch anytime she came across them. Walter felt that, al-
though they were not Paul, or a child for Violet to look after, this garden of  flowers they were about to harvest, would fill 
the gap in her heart.
Little did Walter know, the work and maintenance that went into having a garden, no matter how small, especially with 
a wife like Violet. She popped on her floppy hat and floral gardening gloves everyday for the first few weeks of  getting 
the allotment patch. It had felt that everything took twice as long as she would have to guide Walter’s every move until he 
learned the rhythm of  gardening. She was convinced it was never too late to teach an old dog new tricks, or whatever way 
the saying was supposed to go. Walter could remember the heartiness of  her laugh and felt her soil caked hands between 
his.
From Violet’s reports the garden was brimming with a variety of  flowers in pinks and creams and reds. Her favourite was 
always going to be the pink peonies, she had told Walter, and this he decided, would follow him to his own patch of  soil. 
When Violet passed, Walter contemplated giving the garden away. He waited for a few months, trying to maintain what 
he could, he half  feared Violet would find a way to avenge him if  he didn’t. 
But as Walter grew frailer with grief, he visited the garden less. One day he felt the flowers, and decided on those he knew 
to be Violet’s pink peonies, as he thought they had a particular feeling, and vowed to keep them alive. 
So as he stood in the garden then, with what he believed to be a singular pink peony, he let himself  cry.
“For you, Violet,” he said. 
It didn’t really matter that the flower was cream. 

The Autumn Gray - by Dorian Sinnott
We met under dim café lights, drunk on heavy sugar and cream lattes. Breathing in the stale taste of  autumn. The chill on 

the breeze. The November rain fell heavy on the decaying leaves blanketing the coffeehouse’s doorstep. And with it, in 
rolled the fog of  past mistakes. 

Regret. 
Yet, our coven of  outcasts was, quite simply, what I needed. Not the familiar faces of  a lifetime long before; but a new 

group of  admirable acquaintances. Nursing at mug rims and buried deep in books. A quiet, yet collective bunch. All 
drawn together to escape the fleeting loneliness of  the autumn gray. 

Still, I searched for you in them.
The ghosts swam heavy in each cup of  coffee. The bitter taste cold against the tongue. I caught myself  staring at shadows 

on the walls. Pretending they were you.
I could still see you standing there at the counter. Flannels buttoned up tight underneath your wool-knit scarf. The steam 
of  hot mocha rising from your cup. I could still see the dimples of  your smile, cheeks rosy from the chill. And love. So 

much love. But then, as you’d walk away towards our favorite table, you’d vanish. Lost to the shadows amongst the  
wallpaper.

But, you live here. That I’ve convinced myself. In every mug. Every drop of  coffee. Haunting the walls of  the old coffee-
house; the same way you haunted me.

The new faces would pull me back, though. Remind me that this was the present. That this was now. The world was still 
flesh and bone. Full of  words and laughter. Not pale and fading phantoms forgotten in froth. 

And I’d raise my cup to them. 
To the new memories. The new connections. The new future.

It was like day one, all over again. The day you and I met under the gray. Under the rainfall. The day we first held hands. 
Took a sip of  that sweet, hot coffee. Watching the world go on outside the café window.

 And doesn’t the world go on…
Just different names. Just different faces. All of  whom I know I will always still search for you in. All, of  whom I know, 

your ghost has touched and haunted. No matter how much time has passed.
 Minutes, hours, or years—life goes on out there, in the gray.
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d i s s o l u t e : c r i s c o n n e c t i o n 
hope cracked asunder these hours basted in the chiding cling of  wait:  

the metronomic, blustering bluff  of  trains’ track-sidlings in and off, ousting nowt. 

our once mutual mindfulness now fissured into this invanity of  matting days: 
your lunge of  lateness fracturates the staid malaise of  weeks with 

its weeping, drop-kicked emptinesses rebounding on the stall-walls 
veneered in a clabbering, excremental logic. a decremental reason a-shuttering, 

muting the overtures of  our overages of  passé, porny love to a mere dying waft 
of  pixel-kiss lost within a wonk of  digi-reminisce that, if  swiped, is our only currency. 

- Barney Ashton-Bullock

Pay-out

Currency is how we communicate
 We pass love notes 
  by pressing cold coins into our handshake
 and when the money has changed hands  
     we smile 
            we’ve bought ourselves more time, 
currently connected 
        but I can’t buy your love forever 
I can’t print more when the money runs out
      you’d know the difference 
 fakes won’t cut it here -
    you want the real thing 
so I’ll carry on
  hoping your exchange rate isn’t too high
     and when I am all out 
I’ll begin bargaining with my blood and bones.  

- Leia Butler



22

Bedtime - by Charlie Swailes
Bones wheeze and ache as I lean forward, trying to balance his weight on my own.
“Right,” I say, with feigned ease, “up we go.” And my shaking foot mounts the first step.

His wrinkled, withered arms are around my neck, almost like a child eagerly anticipating a piggy-back ride. But he 
is no child and neither of  us is eager for this ritual to begin. Six years of  carrying him up the stairs in this way have 
honed my technique, but I am aging fast, bones becoming brittle, skin papery-thin, and as the years have progressed 
my pace has slowed. Now the solemn trudge up to bed lengthens each night; each stair is a mountain to be con-
quered, each clutch of  the bannister a grasp for dear life. 

I feel his breath on my neck, hot and sweet from his three-sugars tea, clouded by years of  smoking. I used to long for 
his breath on my neck. He would catch me off-guard, little nuggets of  love dropped into my ear as we passed in the 
kitchen or snuggled on the sofa or crossed paths on the stairs. Now he says nothing, and the laboured breath stings 
my ears as we climb. 

My right leg tremors as it takes the weight of  both of  us and my left foot reaches up towards the next step. 

I feel his feet, limp and useless, knocking against the steps behind me, the steps I have just scaled. Though I cannot 
see, I picture them hanging behind us, toes down, like a graceful ballerina. I used to stand on my tiptoes to kiss him, 
his broad shoulders and solid neck bending down to meet my lips, making me feel delicate but safe.

I know my knee will give out before it happens. Shooting pains of  protest fire up my thigh, and my leg collapses. 
Together we topple forward, hitting the stairwell wall hard, before sliding down, carpet burning our backs and sides, 
landing in a heap of  limbs on the floor of  the hallway. 

I sit up, grazed skin screaming, to check he’s alright. No bleeds, no broken bones. His glazed eyes stare just beyond 
mine. That is nothing new. They have not focused on mine for many months now. 

“I think we’ll just wait here a minute,” I say, collapsing again onto my back, my lungs struggling to refill. We lie on 
the thin carpet, panting in the semi-darkness, until the rhythm of  our breathing naturally comes together. In. Out. In. 
Out. 

“In a minute,” I whisper to no one, “we’ll try again.”

Again - Mary C. Johansen
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The police have murdered a black man again.   - by Simon Alderwick
The police have murdered a black man again.  As a white male living in the UK, particularly one living in isolation, 
there is not a lot I can do about this.  My twitter feed is buzzing with videos, images and angry tweets.  I shared a 
video on Facebook and the responses I received, from older, whiter friends, was not very supportive of  the peo-
ple’s struggle against their facist state.

An independent poetry press in the UK is encouraging people to donate to Black Lives Matter.  Each donation en-
ters a draw to win a year’s subscription to their (the poetry press’) pamphlets.  I donate a small amount.

Police are firing rubber bullets directly at protesters, causing injury and mutilation.

I watch a video of  a 46 year old black man, a 31 year old black man and a 16 year old black man.  They are all 
angry.  The 31 year old says to the 16 year old something along the lines of  “you need to find a new way, because 
our way is not working.”

I read an article entitled How White People Can Be Better Allies To The Black Community.  It says stuff  like join 
protests, keep the conversation going, educate yourself, donate, et cetera.

I scour the bookshelves of  my mother (may she rest in peace) and father’s house.  I pull down several books to 
read.  I see one my brother gave me a couple of  years ago.  I remember the first time I read it - I finished it in a 
day.  I may spend longer on it this time; allow the words time to settle in my mind.  It’s by Ta-Nehisi Coates, it was 
a #1 New York Times bestseller, and it’s called Between The World And Me.

The back cover starts “The story of  race and America is a brutally simple one, written in flesh.”

On the front cover, a quote attributed to Toni Morrison says “This is required reading.”

I listen to a Terrance Hayes poem on the NewYorker website, read by the author:

https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2017/07/31/american-sonnet-for-my-past-and-future-assassin

It comes from a collection of  70 American sonnets, which try to make sense of  the first 200 days of  Trump’s 
presidency.  Hayes says he was drawn to the sonnet form because of  the volta, the turn - meaning the poem can’t 
end where it started.  Each poem is a gesture of  love in a hostile climate.

Books are a way to arm ourselves.  Knowledge is power.  

“You can be black as a crow
  or white as snow
  but if  you don't know
  and got no dough
  you don't go
  and that's for sure.”

(to quote Luis H Michaux).

What I am trying to say is, if  you want to be a better ally to the black community, consider adding more works by 
black writers to your bookshelf.
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My Father’s Bookshelf  - by Eliot North
When I think of  my father, I think of  books: specifically, his bookshelves crammed with penguin classics, dog-eared 
titles and esoteric works of  fiction and non-fiction, essays and poetry that I loved to rummage through, curious to 
know more about him and the world he inhabited; like a child tries on adult clothing and looks in the mirror to see 
the effect.
Secondary school beckoned; there were interviews. A question from the headmistress that was designed to sound 
like relaxed chit-chat, but in reality was loaded with impenetrable meaning and consequences. My answer had been 
the truth; I hadn’t yet learned the art of  lying. Roald Dahl was my favourite author and it was a hard to pick between 
Revolting Rhymes and The Twits as my favourite of  his books. I had felt childish, shamed by the banality of  my 
answer. Painfully self-conscious and practically mute, it was a wonder I had managed to say anything at all.  

*
It was a simple enough question, for a daughter to ask their father. I wished to fit in, if  I was to try and go to this 
school, with these people. The kind that might say ––Tolstoy’s War and Peace,–– without a blink of  hesitation.
––I want to read books for grown-ups, not Roald Dahl. He writes for kids. What should I read? 
My father studied me. I’m sure he probably smiled at my naivety. Beyond the inherited oxblood Encyclopaedia 
Britannica and illustrated children’s books that we had earned unfettered access to, I wasn’t yet aware of  his private 
bookcase; the one that followed us in the removal van after the divorce, and became my teenage library. 
––Well now, let me think about it. I’ll get back to you.
I spent the next few days obsessively re-living the interview, anxious for his answer and the opportunity to improve; 
my self-loathing spiralling inwards like a neutron star taking everything with it. 

*
When he finally returned with two books, one slim and the other less so, I had no idea of  the significance of  this 
moment; for us both. It seemed like he’d been waiting for me to ask this exact question since I had learned to talk. 
The opportunity to cast me in a new shape, fashion my tastes and set me on a certain course had fallen open in his 
lap, like a favourite passage of  text in a well-thumbed novel; this was exactly the proof  he needed to begin his work.
He sat down in that old mahogany carver ––or throne by any other reckoning–– my child-self  perched on the pine 
bench next to him, and placed the books on the kitchen table; this would later become a ritual. I still remember the 
covers: the thicker one had a photograph of  a black cat, its teeth bared, looking off  to the left on a blood-orange 
background with bold white typeface; the slimmer volume had a sage green banner with a cubist painting of  men 
and women crowded on a park bench, their distorted faces laughing and jeering, two little dogs on leads, a chaos of  
characters, tangle of  limbs and a man with overly large hands clapping, a red ball caught in mid-air.
––Take your time reading them. We can talk afterwards, if  you want.
His words seemed throwaway, but I knew when something was important to him. This was one of  those times. I 
was eleven years old; my father had given me The Master and Margarita, by Mikhail Bulgakov, and Down and Out 
in Paris and London, by George Orwell. 

*
Years later a psychologist would ask me how appropriate I thought this was, for a father to give these books to his 
daughter, at such a young age, with their various themes of  sex, tyranny and destitution; the ambiguous nature of  
good and evil; violent love, hope and betrayal; what it means to be brave and to strive for authenticity; the absurdi-
ty of  human nature. Not that I understood any of  this at the time, I was mainly sold on the talking cat and swear 
words. I think the psychologist wanted me to disapprove as much as she did, but I couldn’t.
All I can remember thinking as I held each book in turn ––my eyes glittering in the reflected light of  my father’s 
gaze–– was that no one had ever believed in me as much as he did, and that being a grown-up was going to be way 
more interesting than I’d at first thought.
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Vespertine
after Björk

when the world exhales, the glittering hour
when railings cast harp-string shadows
when the nightjar throws open her throat

plait our limbs like swans necks
bloom my vases with red roses
roast chickens in my bottom oven

light candles, watch the smoke-snakes
light candles, watch the smoke-wings
light candles, watch the smoke dance

through a curtained chink of  window
as soft as your drifting, deliberate
breath on my slumber-smooth skin

wake in the cradle of  my arms, sweet boy
wake as the sun yawns dusty and alive.  

- Cat Turhan

Dusty Connections

Parched dusty soil
from barren farms
lifted in a dense gagging cloud
engulfed the withering communities
travelled over thirsty lands
to the swelling metropolis
leaving a layer of  dry earth 
after its conquering incursion.

Under roofs covered
with deposited dirt
town kids plot their exits
far away from the arid paddocks
empty multistorey grain silos
closed vacant shops
and unsellable decaying houses
to cities with a chance 
of  something better.

Older inhabitants remember
more thriving seasons
seemingly long past
but remain entrenched
to generational bygone links
and resist thoughts of  leaving.

All curse the continuing drought
with profane language.

- Rob McKinnon

Cosmos - Daniel Walters
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Daddy;girl  daddy;Girl - by Ashley Fox
There is no word in the English language for a daughter who has lost her father to suicide. There is no word for a 
child who has lost only one parent. But there is a word for my mother—widow. There is a word for complicated, 
intense, complex grief—bereavement. But there is no word for me—a daughter—a daughter of  a suicidal loss—a 
daughter of  suicidal loss of  a father. The closest thing I have to naming this wound is “survivor of  suicide loss.” Sur-
viving, to remain alive, especially after the death of  another. What happens to the body—the daughter’s body—when 
the father takes his own life?
 traUMa          
 they ask you to speak
 but the unspoken shapes of  
 lips are u and m 

Word Wounds-     ----  
“What about your dad?”-   -----  

“He died when I was thirteen.”-   -----  
“Oh, how did he die?”-   -----  

Learning language is a destruction between what was understood within the body without words and what has been 
said out loud, taught, redefined. The etymology of  a daddy’s girl isn’t found in a dictionary. When did the semicolon 
become a symbol of  awareness? It takes a long time to unpack the wound of  the phrase committed suicide. Sentences 
have long been left unfinished even before punctuation. Some words are never written down at all. Etched in the palm 
of  the daughter’s hand is an “M,” a mountain shape, like the mountains the father fled to before. Suicide splits stories 
into two—before and after. Suicide splits bodies into two—daddy’s girl, daddy is gone.
 h A N D s      D N A 
 My wounds touch yours at 
 the tips of  our fingers—worn
 yet willing to write

D   E   P   R   E   S   S   I   O   N -  -   ----  
bruises heal but scars--     ----  

remember—body—bRoKeN--     ----  
lines still beautiful--  -   ---  

Daddy said, daddy did, daddy died, daddy hid, daddy drank, daddy hit. My papa’s wounds. My papa’s words. You beat 
time into my head. The confusion between abuse and love is long-lived. One cannot be the other and yet the both exist 
in the same body. I see the man who beat time into my mother’s head and still miss him. What sins—committed—are 
unforgivable? Even the Father gave away his only Child. Fathers have always been blamed but are not blameless. Even 
my father watched his mother die, chased something down at the bottom of  every beer bottle, tried to keep his prom-
ise. I will always love you. 
 “Hike, who?”
 D(e)ad end cigarette
 ash(es) father-daughter dance
 far-off  the mountain 

home, spring 2008---     ---  
on the rainiest--     ----  

days I go to a place where---     ---   
I still have a dad--     ----  
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The daughter of  a father who dies by suicide will look at every missed opportunity to say goodbye, to sit by the bon-
fire, to hug, to play outside, to see the beer bottles, to ask if  he was okay, to say love you more, as a failure. Trauma 
obliterates memory. The word obliterate means to become invisible, to blot out or remove from memory, to cause a 
scar. The Latin meaning of  the word obliterate means letters—something written that has been erased. Writing the fa-
ther’s story, and thus the daughter’s, becomes a way to fill the void of  language. Composing becomes a way to express 
the wordless—the daughter left without a suicide letter, without an explanation as to “why? Why did daddy do it?” 
Everything can be turned into a question. How, then does the daughter move on? 
 How to surv;ve
 Writing is an ache
 to say what you’re willing to say 
 to the silence

un(ash)amed   -  -----     
Look little fire   -  -----     

match-scratched, flame-blamed and burn-bruised   -  -----     
you are still glowing   -  -----     

Words fail. The daughter doesn’t want to hear sorrow for her loss. She is called things she doesn’t believe—strong, 
brave, survivor. Where do daughters learn their stubbornness? How do you find a father that doesn’t want to be 
found? The semicolon, formed of  a period and comma stacked on top of  each other, become a symbol of  the split 
between the desire for it all to end and the pull to keep going. The color of  suicide awareness is yellow and for my 
body, yellow is the last color of  a bruise to fade away. Kintsugi means to take a piece of  broken pottery and put it 
back together with gold paint—somehow even more beautiful having been broken and put back together. 
 YELLOW
 bruises almost HEALED
 suicide prevention AND 
 gold paint on CONCRETE

Haikuperating   ----  --     
writing against a    --  ----     

wordless wound, recovering    -  -----     
daughter—survivor   -  -----     

Right now, the father is sitting on the middle shelf  inside the bookshelf, behind a glass door, in the adjacent room. 
Bronze colored urn. The daughter sits and writes. What does it mean to have part of  your name be part of  what is in 
an urn? What does it mean to have part of  your name be part of  your father’s body? Ash/ley. This is my name. He 
gave me the letters I’ve looked for my entire life without even knowing. The words I can write with these letters are 
not always wounds, not always scar—signatures, but always renaming what is wordless. A wordless echo ink perma-
nent in every semicolon tattoo—are you too, a daughter—survivor? To tell the story of  the daughter who has lost her 
father to suicide means to collect her own ashes—her own selves—spread out on the page. 
 daddygirl
 (ash)es to (ash)es
 d(us)t to d(us)t the b(urn) the b(urn)
 on my shelf  my self  

re(vision)     ------     
so much process—it   -  -----     
is so important to be   -  -----     

a draft—unending   -  -----     
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Companion planting

I come back to what I first learned about ending
and there’s the nipped grace of  your hands — secateurs

beaking spent calendula. After each clip, a tremor
took you, and the sun on the blades quivered

a genuflection for the beheaded. Bless us, too,
and what finishes flowering in our summer flesh

before we’re ready for the harvest.
You crossed, yourself, without ceremony

and I like to think they planted you in that apron,
pockets spilling dried seedheads, rattling

begin begin begin. Louder for their name containing end.
I like to think that wherever you went next

you made a bright green entrance, wearing cotyledons
like a new skin, two baby leaves squalling from every pore.

In that vision, you’re still saying that cinnamon scent
they exhale, it wards off  pests. Even the sap-sucking beast

we never see until it’s plagued its way
through the roots of  the whole patch, so when the wind

last swivelled sick south, hot copper dust wafted
something holy through these quieted, quivering streets

and I knew you were shaking your head. Not the end.
Begin begin begin. Every cradled possible 

a kind of  cure, tendering the birth of  many suns
from the curved shadow of  a seed.

- Ankh Spice

Nightmare - Daniel Walters
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