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Generalized Anxiety Disorder
by Carella Keil
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:::CHANCE ENCOUNTERS:::
by Kathleen Taylor

"�rough my collage work I aim to investigate my relationship with space, place and
belonging by a process of observation, recycling and repurposing vintage books and
magazines.
I use bold colour, abstract shapes, patterns, distinct images and scraps to create new
visual landscapes. �ese landscapes are a type of ‘�eld note’ that document my
process of navigating my humanness and my search for places that feel like home.
�e compositions I create are harmonious, playful and bizarre and do not conform to
any logic or rules. �e work embraces the beauty and absurdity of human nature by
seeing beyond the surface to disrupt the structure and rigidity of our reality. Confronting
and challenging the way we see ourselves in relation to nature, the built environment
and technology are central to this series. I collage to play, break free from the mundane,
connect with myself, to share and to be seen."

Collage �ree
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Photo
by Jolène Lessard
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A�er Eden
by Jillian French

My mother gardens in the backyard, pulling weeds on her knees
From where I am planted at the kitchen window,
it looks like she is praying.
Grubby roots yield reluctantly to the pull of so� �ngers
Blood blooms where a thorn catches �esh
she sucks her thumb to staunch the �ow,
resting back on her heels,
the weight of the sun beats a tattoo on her back.

�e air is dense honey
Creation is overripe,
sickly as A�er Eden,
So� and sweet and heavy on sun-baked �esh,
Sagging sadly under heaven's heat-
I look up reprovingly.

We breathe tandem shallow breaths, me and my mother,
to not disrupt the stale warmth that wa�s in murky tedium
I see her shoulders rise and fall.
Even when weakest breeze �utters sheepishly through mesh screens,
it prickles the sweat on my skin,
and I feel.

I see my father sluggishly round the corner of the house
o�ering my mother a glass of water.
She smiles gratefully,
and it is harder, now, to rebuke the heavens

When Cain wiped sweat from stinging eyes
to squint at the stooped �gure of his dirt-stained father
and raised his head to curse sin’s bitter inheritance,
He did not see his mother slipping nimbly through the �elds
to o�er Adam water.
He did not taste how sweet cool water stung against the salt of sweat
and made it sweeter still.

Photo
by Jolène Lessard
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THUNDER IN THE IRISH COUNTRYSIDE
by Kat Mulligan

When thunder came billowing over the roo� ops,
I sat in the � eld on the wooden bench
where rain would smudge away all that was not pastoral—
and the trees lowed glumly,
for they were succumbing to their moods
as I to mine, missing again all that could ever be adjoined
by nostalgia.

Subway through Brooklyn 
Cemetery 
by Claudia Colati
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FINDING GOD’S HAT
by Steve Luxton

It is �nest antique felt,
a towering beaver
with a memorable outer band.

In contrast, though of �nest shot-silk, the inner one is
(peering into the headpiece as down a well...)
stained in layers
tell-tale as �ood signatures
on a Mesopotamian ruin’s walls....

–�ey are the mark of legendary crises
that the Director of All Creation,
appropriately head-dressed,
presided over
–A log of �ustered omnipotence
(some say incompetence).

Here’s the thrust and retreat of glacial ice,
scars of asteroids, agues and plagues
piggy-backed on Khazaki gopher �ees,
bloody peasant uprisings and the like....

Sheer ������ of executive sweat, but interspersed here
and there with unsaturated spots
of perfect blue-green silk, intact,
signifying a brief lull or even pleasant patch
–the retreat of �e Wisconsinan,
the rise of Monotheism (?), the Renaissance
or some such humane thing.

�ese recent spikes and sweaty spates,
Hitler and Hollywood’s debased swoon, etc.
Uremic ichor unmistakably narrates.
�e Lord’s just about had it
with us ingrates.

So, he’s �ipped his lid, �ung it to the �oor
(one can barely imagine the crash).
He’s sick of taking the rap.
�e pelt of the deity is only so thick.
�e post’s immediately available.

Not for long though!
�ese recent spikes and sweaty spates,
Hitler and Hollywood’s debased swoon, etc.
Uremic ichor unmistakably narrates.
�e Lord’s just about had it
with us ingrates.
So, he’s �ipped his lid, �ung it to the �oor
(one can barely imagine the crash).
He’s sick of taking the rap.
�e pelt of the deity is only so thick.
�e post’s immediately available.
Here’s the executive recruitment ad:

needed a creative leader–ideally a narcissist–
with a melodramatic sense of self and the mo-
ment:
to preside (or –clari�cation–hold sway)
over an immense fur-bearing territory.
Grease your traps!
Don’t like my style? �en handle things
���� way from now on.
Try this mighty Beaver on yourself.
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Raidne
by Elsa Cunnington

�e wicked girl down by the water
now looks back at those she slaughtered,
the little chuckle leaving her lips,
sounding ever so close to the ocean’s kiss.
Broken bodies glitter on her love’s ocean shore
while she splashes in the red water, laughing at Davy Jones’ door.

�e violence-swept daughter of the ocean’s vicious tides
giggles at the broken sailors to which she lied,
twisting together delicate bones with still-wet veins,
and nibbling on another creature’s remains,
she folds together a crown �t for her ruler
and returns to the locker a little bit sooner.

On a throne of painted skeletons
sits a being of no comparison.
A soul of the sea’s wrath and living death,
they consume the last living breath
of those who sink beneath the dark water’s swells
to be endlessly locked in their inky cells.

Our wicked creature slips into the locker,
sailor’s blood still upon her.
She greets her ruler with a sharp-toothed grin
clutching the crown she sewed together with dripping human skin.
Approaching the throne of toothless jaws and jagged boulders,
she drapes the crown upon sharp shoulders.

With a low bow to a rugged laugh
the sea-twisted siren sits at the feet of her other half.
A bone-made hand tilts her chin
up to see the most wicked of grins.
And the ruler of the sea’s dark abyss
pulls their siren up for the sweetest kind of kiss.

Sunk beneath the ocean’s blue
sits a throne of great cli�s and drunken drowned crews.
To its side lays far too many crowns
each a relic of the ships she drowned
in honor of the horrid being on the throne,
her ever-wicked love, Davy Jones.
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Gutter
by Samiya Bouziane Merceron

�ere’s a hangnail in the gutters. 
Buried beneath 
the shade in the sand, 
rosy, parasol cheeks, and coarse, 
grey coral. 
�e dates on the page 
are rubbed raw with wet salt, spewing 
bubbles into the edges 
of the open wound. 

I suck sediment from my 
nail beds. 
Gnawing at the letters 
and lapping up their inky blood. 
�e pierced months pool together. 

Sombrio 
by Luke Munro
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On the Beaten Path 
by Luke Munro 

Farmhouse Blues
by Eva Rachert

It would be easier to list the names I don’t have. 
I am not a sunset over a midwestern plain,

I am not a frequent �yer,
I keep the bedroom cold.

I pray for rain;
�e drought eats all I grow and all my patience.

I am a farmer of manufacture:
short of breath and short of stature.

�e railroad bisects my land, 
and travellers look out of grey windows at my lonely �elds. 

I do not harvest —
I bury all the names that nobody knows I was once given,

and when I churn the soil, I call out to my neighbours and nobody comes. 

Sombrio 
by Luke Munro

21
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Chance Encounters: Collage Four
by Kathleen Taylor



23

��������
�������������������
�

��
����	������������
�������	�����������



������������
��������		���������

	������������	��������������	�
����

���
��
���	�����
������	����
�
������


���

�
�����������������������
������������
�����


���������	����	�

������
��
����
�������������
�����
�	��
�
�����������������������

�����
���������
������������� 
�����������������	���
������
��­����
�������

������������
����������������� 

����
����������������
�
�������
�����������

��������
�����������
�����������������

���������
��������	�����������

23



24

���� ��

24



25

�������������������������
�������������������������
������������
�
���������������
�����
�������������������������
����������������	����������	��
�����������	�������������

����������	����������
���������������������������������
�����������������	�����������������
��	���	��������
��
�������������	������

�������	�������������������	
�
���������	������������
����
���������������������
��
���������

� � ����������
����������
�������������������
��	�
����
����	���������������
��	������������������	�����
�����
����������������
��	�
����������������	��
�������������������
����������������	���������������
����
�����������������������	�������	��
�����������������������
�����������������
������������
��	����������������	�

�����������������

���� ���
25



26

When I was a good time girl
I wrote stories of
chance and romance
with my plumes and wings
that caught the light
but the night
was so was much deeper
and I thirsted for something
so much sweeter
so while I �ew closer to the sun
I choked on dastardly feathers
when the day was done
and soon I couldn’t weather
one more tripped up a�air
when I was a runaround,
can’t knock me to the ground,
good time kind of girl.

Confetti Wounds
by Jennifer Harvey
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through falling mirrors
by Carella Keil
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Chance Encounters: Collage Two
by Kathleen Taylor
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I, known

to bite back. to loiter
in the street, cold seeping
through my clothes.
to reminisce about the man
I never knew at costco, his
purple hand swollen
amongst guatemalan bananas
stickered like good habits.
the man I never knew, I blew him
in the woods, the burs nipping
at my ankles like dogs. I cleaned
my mouth with ginger shots
activated charcoal, coconut oil
baking soda, hydrogen peroxide
dabbed my gums with holy water
thought legionella, thought brain-
eating amoeba, thought you. the man
I never knew, midnight smoking
inside, no train station, nothing
to wait for. thought, your truck
in the snow, in the mountains
mountains I’ve never seen. thought
no-zone, ozone, come home
top of the world. I, known
for pollutants, for tripwire, for short fuse
for butter�y wings like grappling hooks
hold on. I, in the baltic sea, come up
gnashing for whips of eucalyptus,
for ice cold pilsner in thick steam, for
a magnum of Grey Goose, for a split taxi.
for a hand on my inner thigh, and
at the wrist, an entire life severed
by the dark but still known.

by Loch Baillie

Chance Encounters: Collage Two
by Kathleen Taylor
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illicited
by Yuhuan “Albert” Xie
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I am the creak underneath your � oorboards
by Freya Riches

I am the creak underneath your � oorboards
I call out to you

With each stamp of your feet
I sing

I am the dust at the bottom of your lungs
Constant and nagging

With each inhale, I fall deeper
Darker and tighter

I am the dirt underneath your nails
Sleeping so� ly in your bed –

We both know I shouldn’t be here
What would your mother say?

I am the spider bite on your leg
Raised, regal and ripe

Reddening wryly
I wait for your hands to touch mine

I wait in vain

I am the dandru�  that holds in your hair,
the saliva on your tongue,

the marching drum in your ear,
the pit in your stomach,

I am eternity on your eyelashes
the burnt blush of your checks,

I wait for you
I have spent my whole life waiting,

but you never come.
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Washcloths
by Alisha Winter

Were the washcloths stored on the le� or the right side of the linen closet?
I can't remember and I won't ever be able to travel back to that second �oor bathroom to check.
�e washcloths will never be washed, dried, folded, and placed back in that closet.

In our apartment,
�ree hours East,
We keep the washcloths on the le�.

Was I the one that unpacked them and placed them beside the hand towels in the cabinet,
In our bathroom,
In our second �oor apartment,
In the bathroom I remember now as walls, door frames, yellowed linoleum, and a panel of three light switches?

�e bathroom in our apartment has grey tile, a corner shower, a separate bathtub, and ample space to set up the 
drying rack.
We hang almost all of our clothes to dry.

In the bathroom,
�ree hours West,
And almost a decade distanced,
Clothes also hung to dry.
Not on a rack,
But over the curtain rod or the nozzle of the showerhead.

Four doors,
�ree hours West,
On the second �oor,
Is one bathroom.

One door led out to the hallway,
�e second led out to my parents’ room,
�e third separated the toilet and the bathtub from the sink and medicine cabinet,
�e last closed in the washcloths and towels.

I remember the mornings, the doors swinging in symphony.

�ere is one door to the bathroom in our apartment, three hours East.
�ere is one light switch.
�ere is one drying rack, and I know on which side of the cabinet the washcloths are stored.
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Chance Encounters: Collage Five
by Kathleen Taylor
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oh you're goth? name three abandoned Irish 
churches
by Luke Munro ��������������
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Chance Encounters: Collage Six
by Kathleen Taylor
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Rock, Paper, Moon
by Carella Keil
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NOCTURNE
by Steve Luxton

November night and rain storms the roof—the start
of a drenching that the on-line weather site warned of.
Wind lashes the bedroom panes with small limbs of trees.
Woken by the clatter, I recall the great Elizabethan
Bard’s meteorological choruses:
the endearing: “When that I was and a little tiny boy,
With a hey, ho, the wind and the rain.”
And, of course, the more fraught: “Blow, blow, thou winter wind…”
—along with its bite being nothing compared
to Man’s ingratitude….

A harsh conclusion!
Age’s unsparing lesson?
Lying wide-eyed beside my sleeping wife, rearranging
on its cushion my trick knee
(memento from my now distant youth), and
a�er weighing whether to lie on my back or
my front will be more sleep inducing (my back…),
I commence to ponder my own personal
Weathering—where sti� winds and the chilling
�ood of years have fetched me.

—Into what wayside, thin-roofed, leaky abode?
(Actually, thanks to my dear, practical wife, it’s pretty tight.)
Certainly not the splendiferous spot, brimming with acquisitions and
trophies that Youthful Ambition dreamed and schemed a�er.
You know: fame, power, riches, etc.
No, this erstwhile aspirant �nds his cloak frayed and thin.
It seems the grand marshals of the big parade
—or harlequinade—
apologetic but �rm, found no room on
a festive �oat for him/me. –All seats were
already booked in the jamboree….

Of course, the Simple Life, much blessed
and ballyhooed, has its own pitfalls,
and requires practice—its ten thousand hours!
But it does provide kind shelter and
compensations: forthright, humble souls
who’ll share their umbrella with you in a storm,
or, if both lack them, the storm.
—Who’ll help clear a blown-down tree from your lawn,
or assist in �xing the �ashing in the leaking roof.
—And by the sounds of the tempest, morning
may bring just such chores.

—So, I’d best get me back to sleep.
Outside, it’s still pouring cats and dogs,
sluicing hopes, remedies and restorations
through my slowly settling brain.
Pitter patter, patter pitter.
“With a hey, ho, since when that I was and a tiny little boy!”

Morning at Lac Croche
by Frank Willdig

Sunlight gleams on the lake,
re�ects on the water

and through the island’s trees

small ripples �icker, playful,
behind the spindled wall of spruces.

�e dawn’s mists burn away.

A raven calls from the fog-bound cove,
and a thrush sings in the darkest wood;

my son and I sit on the porch
and talk music.
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Apparently �ey Shot Game of �rones 
Here (I Haven’t Seen it)

by Luke Munro
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Tree Bark Bite
by Heather Davis

1.
I am growing two dogs
named Bark and Bite.
�ey grew from buds,
in secret,
but now are
visible to all

2.
instinct
intact
in tree

3.
I sit under the tree
heart beating
feel so much
feel so deep

call out lonely wolf wail
danger anger danger
free leg from trap

from culture
free self
protect self

be wilder
be wilder

4.
Tree
Bark
Bite

rough bark
tough bite

free free free

to bite and bark
if needed if
unsafe

5.
the wise woman
sits on the bench
a long, luscious life
and now she is safe

with bite and bark
in her tree

gi�s to give
her children

6.
once I was frozen,
but now
I bark with joy.
I bite with passion.
solid in my tree bark
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Red Cap Chorus 
by Emerald MacIsaac

My soul lays lavish
In woods and rust.
�e Red Caps ravish
�e natural bust.

In grid-like forests;
Cruel de�ections,
Sung from chorused
Red infections.

�ey slaughter and steal
Our blood for hats. 
�eir ideals reveal
�e autocrats. 

�ey’re infallible, 
Our blood runs wrong,
Incompatible
Hormonal songs. 

Not chants, but discord
Of body and brain. 
Our poison is poured
By Red Capped Cains. 

My soul sings music
Of rot and sludge. 
�e mind acoustic,
A silent trudge. 

I’m empty, hollow,
I’m eaten whole,
Spat out, swallowed,
Dyed red from coal.

Con�icting ideals
Of red, white, and blues,
But nothing appeals
To the pastel hues

�rough sanguine promise,
I shall survive. 
For hatred’s psalm is
To cull alive. 

under the bridge
by Andrew Hutchins
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A bear’s point of view:

By Gianna Staicu

�e berries beyond the river look ravishing.

But they are  picked by a hand with rocks that are dazzling.

Maybe if I roar, the hand will stop picking.

But the thought of the pretty lady leaving is sickening.

I’ve decided: twenty more picked berries will do.

But as twenty pass another dozen do too.

One edge of the bush le� to scavenge.

I suppose tonight will be a feast of cabbage.

�en she spots me, with her darkened eyes.

�isis the point where I always say my goodbyes.

Slowly turning, my empty stomach on my mind.

I see the girl has placed her basket to the side.

She takes three steps back, watching me.

I cann’t help but wonder what possibilities she might see.

I know my hands are clawed and brown like a tree.

But she doesn’t know that I am so� above the knee.

I don’t move.

I am too big too.

I don’t speak.

I am too shy too.

Because the pretty lady stares at me as she takes another three steps back.
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White Phillip
by Luke Munro
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SPOTTED
by Andrew HutchinsH  U   N   T    I   N  G

H  U   N   T    I   N  G
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by Claudia Colati

�e waves gnash, a restless maw, 
tearing at cli�s with salt-stained teeth. 
Above, wings carve so� de�ance, 
unbowed by the lash of the wind. 

�e sun, a �eeting ember, 
burns between fury and calm, 
as sky and sea meet, 
both striking, 
both yielding. �
�
�

�
�
�

�
�
�
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PST
by Judy Tang
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Wind rustled through the chilled pines as the sun peeked over the horizon. � e woods slowly awoke, 
small animals stirring from their nests and burrows.
 � e man shivered, sticking his hands into the pockets of his bright orange jacket. He forgot his toque, 
which he realized only when he could feel the tips of his ears � ushing red in the bite of the cold. From the com-
fort of his tree stand, he looked across at the clearing. � e winter had already set in. A few short months ago, it 
had been  fertile with purple and yellow wild� owers poking out from between the grasses, standing tall to meet 
the warm rays of the sun. Now, it was stomped grass and caked mud, the few bits of greenery picked away by 
small rodents and hungry deer.
 � e herd of deer moved from the pines into the clearing, picking at the last of the grasses. � ere was one 
buck – well, only one that the hunter could even consider. � e others looked more like does; frail, meek, weak, 
their crowns barely large enough to be considered masculine. � e older deer huddled together as they grazed, 
their thin bodies shivering in the cold.
 His gun was already loaded, propped against his body as he stared through the scope lined up on the 
herd. His � ngers waited patiently on the trigger, inching closer and closer to pressing his full grip onto it. � e 
large buck just had to move into the line of the scope so that the hunter could get a good angle, and proper bullet 
placement.
 Straining his eyes, he saw a quick � ash of silver dart through the pines near the clearing. Its fur was 
thick. It had a long tail that could wrap around its body, a wide set muzzle and pointed, furred ears. It was a wolf, 
slender-built, a she-wolf if he had to guess. She was petite, only around the size of a  German Shepherd. � e rest 
of her pack, pelts charcoal black and tawny brown, came into sight and she seemed even smaller. Her head was 
barely at shoulder height with most of the other wolves, yet they all bowed their heads to her and moved out of 
her way.
 She crept towards one of the deer. It was scrawnier than the others, grazing with the elderly, but an easy 
kill for a small predator like her. Her footsteps were careful and deliberate as she stalked, completely silent, her 
body hunched low at her haunches. Her pack had dispersed, hiding behind trees as they worked to corral the 
herd.
 � e deer stirred. His head snapped around, gusts of cold air blasting from his � ared nostrils. His body 
sti� ened, prepared to bolt. 
 � e hunter’s hands hovered over the trigger as the she-wolf sprang, the rest of her pack in pursuit. � e 
deer screamed as they took o� . 
 A blast rang out around the forest. Birds took o�  into the sky, � apping their wings with fury and fear. 
White tails disappeared into the pines. Staining the yellow tu� s of grass, the deer lay there, the bullet in its head.

 � e she-wolf retreated back into the forest at the sound of gun� re. � e hunter could see that her silver 
coat had been stained with blood, yet her muzzle was clean. She stood between the trees, her amber eyes meeting 
the hunter from across the clearing. She broke his gaze � rst and she turned, her tail � icking as she trotted into 
the forest to meet her pack.
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small animals stirring from their nests and burrows.
 � e man shivered, sticking his hands into the pockets of his bright orange jacket. He forgot his toque, 
which he realized only when he could feel the tips of his ears � ushing red in the bite of the cold. From the com-
fort of his tree stand, he looked across at the clearing. � e winter had already set in. A few short months ago, it 
had been  fertile with purple and yellow wild� owers poking out from between the grasses, standing tall to meet 
the warm rays of the sun. Now, it was stomped grass and caked mud, the few bits of greenery picked away by 
small rodents and hungry deer.
 � e herd of deer moved from the pines into the clearing, picking at the last of the grasses. � ere was one 
buck – well, only one that the hunter could even consider. � e others looked more like does; frail, meek, weak, 
their crowns barely large enough to be considered masculine. � e older deer huddled together as they grazed, 
their thin bodies shivering in the cold.
 His gun was already loaded, propped against his body as he stared through the scope lined up on the 
herd. His � ngers waited patiently on the trigger, inching closer and closer to pressing his full grip onto it. � e 
large buck just had to move into the line of the scope so that the hunter could get a good angle, and proper bullet 
placement.
 Straining his eyes, he saw a quick � ash of silver dart through the pines near the clearing. Its fur was 
thick. It had a long tail that could wrap around its body, a wide set muzzle and pointed, furred ears. It was a wolf, 
slender-built, a she-wolf if he had to guess. She was petite, only around the size of a  German Shepherd. � e rest 
of her pack, pelts charcoal black and tawny brown, came into sight and she seemed even smaller. Her head was 
barely at shoulder height with most of the other wolves, yet they all bowed their heads to her and moved out of 
her way.
 She crept towards one of the deer. It was scrawnier than the others, grazing with the elderly, but an easy 
kill for a small predator like her. Her footsteps were careful and deliberate as she stalked, completely silent, her 
body hunched low at her haunches. Her pack had dispersed, hiding behind trees as they worked to corral the 
herd.
 � e deer stirred. His head snapped around, gusts of cold air blasting from his � ared nostrils. His body 
sti� ened, prepared to bolt. 
 � e hunter’s hands hovered over the trigger as the she-wolf sprang, the rest of her pack in pursuit. � e 
deer screamed as they took o� . 
 A blast rang out around the forest. Birds took o�  into the sky, � apping their wings with fury and fear. 
White tails disappeared into the pines. Staining the yellow tu� s of grass, the deer lay there, the bullet in its head.

 � e she-wolf retreated back into the forest at the sound of gun� re. � e hunter could see that her silver 
coat had been stained with blood, yet her muzzle was clean. She stood between the trees, her amber eyes meeting 
the hunter from across the clearing. She broke his gaze � rst and she turned, her tail � icking as she trotted into 
the forest to meet her pack.
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Groaning as he stood up from his tree-stand, the hunter climbed down the rungs of the
ladder. His joints and the soles of his feet screamed as he hit the cold soil. He shu�ed over to the
deer. He was de�nitely dead, and a waste of a bullet. �ere wasn’t enough meat on him to even bother bleeding it, 
just a sack of skin and bones.

�e wolves wouldn’t have been able to eat much, anyways.

Scaling his tree-stand again, days later with the snow �nally �uttering to the forest �oor, the hunter 
looked for the small she-wolf. He had gotten to the woods early, before the sun had even kissed the horizon. �e 
deer had been grazing in the clearing for a while now, the bloodstains from the previous kill washed away by the 
elements.

�ere was the small �ash of silver, darting in between the trees. She dropped to the ground, her muscles 
moving slowly over the forest �oor as she approached the clearing. Her pack �anked her and divided, circling 
and caging the clearing.

�e deer stood more alert. �ey raised their heads, mid-chew, their bodies going tense. �eir heads be-
gan to swivel, checking around for their nearest escape as the wolves worked hurriedly to trap them.

A deer was tackled to the ground and the others �ed, their white tails �ashing as they
dodged the other wolves who were now focused on the struggling deer. �e she-wolf held it by its hips, her teeth 
sunk into its �esh as it shrieked.

He pulled the trigger and the deer collapsed once again, the she-wolf yelping and scurrying away at the 
sound of the shot. She had angrily shook her body, trying to rid the stress from her bones, but with no use. �e 
rest of the wolves scrambled into the pines once again, regrouping and staring back towards the clearing. �ey 
touched noses before turning and chasing in the direction of where the deer had �ed, howls echoing around the 
forest.

�e hunter once again descended from tree-stand and despite the wolves’ howls slowly fading, he could 
feel an amber gaze on his back as he grabbed the worthless deer and started dragging it across the snow. Deep 
red blood spilled all along the snow, leaving a streak through the forest like a line for no-man’s land.

�is happened again and again. �e wolves would be ready, the small she-wolf pouncing
and �ghting and scrapping with the deer, her teeth and claws piercing skin and �esh, only for a
gunshot to erupt the forest in chaos.

�e hunter once again sat in the tree-stand. �e sun was up and beaming, the snow
glistening as the deer foraged for the last remaining bits of green. His body ached from sitting there all day, yet 
the she-wolf hadn’t approached. He remembered that her pelt blended in well with the snow, so he �gured she 
had just been camou�aged, but as he looked for her, he started to believe that maybe she just wasn’t there, lurk-
ing in the woods.

She must have died. She had gotten so small, so light, she wouldn't have made it through
the winter. He probably did the rest of the pack a favour. �ey wouldn't have to go on with her dead weight, 
struggling to feed themselves and get her back to a healthy weight.
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With a sigh, the hunter began to climb down the ladder. He already had deer. His old chest-freezer was 
fully stocked with venison. He had more deer than he had tags, but he came to see the wolf. It was funny the way 
she fought. She was so small, yet so driven and motivated, it made it all the more worthwhile when she would 
angrily shake her body when her prey sat there dead by someone else’s hand.

She was too small to survive, the hunter knew that much. Her pack would be better o� without a wolf as 
light as her. She was so light that he couldn't hear her pad over the dried leaves and fallen snow, her steps deliber-
ate, slow and motivated. He had started shu�ing back down the trail in the direction of his ATV, parked about a 
mile away. He couldn’t park too closely or the forest would know he was there and the deer wouldn’t venture into 
the clearing.

�e hair on his neck stood up despite the warmth of his balaclava. He shook o� the feeling,
stomping in his boots and gripping his shotgun.

A quick glimmer of black shot in front of him, and then brown movement in his peripheral. He grabbed 
the stock of his gun, raising it. His movements halted and he checked around him.

Another footstep and she sprang, her small build and her sheer drive knocking him o� his feet. His face 
met the snow and he barked in pain as her pack piled on top of him. Teeth punctured his loose �esh, tearing at 
his bright orange clothing and body. He rolled over, teeth and claws digging into his �esh as he tried to aim the 
gun with no use.

�e she-wolf was the last thing he saw as she lunged for his throat, his blood dripping from her muzzle 
and massive canine teeth.

She didn’t look small anymore.

crossing paths by Andrew Hutchins

53



54

Your presence lingers, a quiet echo in the air. I carry you in the rhythm of my breath, 
In the steady beat of my heart,
In the way the light �lters through the trees, In the quiet stillness of the morning, 
And the way the ocean moves without end. 

You are everywhere, yet I miss you, 
As if the world has lost it’s hue 
And when the sun rises, painting the sky with gold And in the echoes of laughter carried by the wind, 
I �nd pieces of you where the silence begins. 

As the night settles around me like a familiar song 
Each star, a fragment of you, shining where you 
belong. 

No matter where you are, you are my guiding light. 
Leading me home, through the day and the night.

Beneath the same sky 
By Sara Di Girolamo

You came into this world and eclipsed my heart: Your eyes sparkle with wonder 
And your laugh leads me home.

I o�en look at the moon 
And like to imagine that you’re looking too
As if there’s an invisible line that connects you and I 

When the day comes where we don’t share the same sky,  �e stars will hear the 
echoes of my cries 
But even through the distance, I will feel you near In the rustle of the leaves, in the 
quiet of the night 
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Autumn Ocean
by Luke Munro
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by Alysha Goudreau
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Panic
By Alisha Winter

Stomped on,
My heart is pounding, out of reach.

My �ngers cannot wrap the ventricles to squeeze the circulation.

I begin drowning.
My throat is nailed to a board.

My mouth opens, to cry for help, but no noise escapes my lips.
I am silenced, the screams locked away, the key lost in my adolescence.

Tears begin to pull from my eyes.

From the outside, in a dimly lit room, I am an image of relaxation.

Hiding my worn out rubber band tendons.
Hiding my locked teeth and set jaw.

Hiding my �attened lungs.
�ey beg for air, but no relief comes.

�en, all at once the �ngers compressing my heart, the board sti�ening my throat, and the
blanket weighing me down, li�.

Only momentarily.
I feel the world again.

I surface from the drowning.
I gasp.
I toss.

But the next wave hastily approaches.

�ere is vengeance in their return, like a scold for breathing.

Deep breaths feed the panic, I savour the few free breaths.
If only for a moment.

� � � � �� � ���
� � � � ��� � � ����
������� � � � � � � � �����
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INNATE / CONSTRUCT
by Journey Bardati
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Chance Encounters: Collage Seven
by Kathleen Taylor
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�e Doorman Called Phoenix by Harry W. Brown
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By Abigail Epstein

“Poor Ophelia,

Divided from herself and her fair judgment, 
Without the which we are pictures, or mere beasts.”

William Shakespeare, Hamlet, 4.5.81-82
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Meraki
(Greek for creating with passion, devotion and creativity, putting your soul and yourself into something)

Since the dawn of time, man has felt the need to communicate
Words have the power to elevate or to abate

When we must atone for the tone of our voices
When we raise our discourse instead of whispering our choices.

When we listen but choose not to hear
�e cries of a neighbor living in fear

We express ourselves with our mouths, our eyes and our souls
We sing our own virtues, and their merits extol

When words are not enough to attain our goals
We resort to violence and smile as it unfolds 

When we use our arms to displace and not to embrace
When we ignore birthright and exploit birthplace

When our only aim is to dominate the race
When we cross the street or look away, just in case.

If the soul communicates through art
Should we create with a keyboard or with our heart?

When music �nds its rhythm
Should it be with an algorithm?

If we replace �nesse and due process with progress
Do we allow the programming of art to go unaddressed?

When our soul calls to us to speak out
Do we press ‘Enter’, and wait for a printout?

Should emotions be shared or fabricated?
Should they be experienced or created?

Sharing your feelings through art is genuine and real
It's a state of being and the way we feel.

If art is to reach you and make you laugh, sing and cry
Should it be created by the soul or by A.I.?

by Michel Gagné
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Iron Lung
by Eva Rachert

Before I steal Canadian Classics from 
strangers outside bars
watch spiders climb the telephone poles
and wait for you in the street, 
and before I walk home with aching feet 
and sore eyes,
before the taste of soot on my teeth
I wake up in a bed I used to think I would 
outgrow. 
I learned myself from mimicking you — 
I am loud when I need to be. 
I am dreaming about getting lost. 
Let me slide into your skin and wear you,
let me be tall enough to see the tops of 
picture frames
and I can check for the accumulated dust 
of the last twenty years. 
We will never part.
We will have a heart with arteries springing 
forth like spider’s legs,
creeping through our chest, veins twitch-
ing through our bodies. 
Have we not always been interwoven? 
� at dust has a home here too.

lanes chapelyard, hebden bridge
by Eva Rachert
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god made � esh
by Eva Rachert

our house is god made manifest;
I see It in the sets of keys hanging on the hook by the door-

way,
in the twin sheets in the linen chest 

in the towels in the laundry.
god is curling up to die in the drywall,

and god is � breglass in my hands.
god is a cranberry scented candle dripping wax onto your 

nightstand.
god has three wicks.

god is a pile of unwashed dinner pans, 
It is � oating in the scum of the sink.

I make an altar of the kitchen table at night —
spilled noodles and drops of red wine.

we eat by moonlight.
come say grace with me, our hands entwined.

our house is god made manifest
and you are god made � esh.
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Growth in Abstract
by Aeryn Angelique Ben Youssef Chappellier
acrylic painting
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Chance Encounters: Collage One
by Kathleen Taylor
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Dandelion
by Aeryn Angelique Ben Youssef Chappellier

acrylic painting
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Houseplants
by Oksana Boisclair

We took them from across the street
And showered them with pretenses of love,
Watered down lies and golden spray paint

Found at the nearest thri� store for a dollar or so.

We watched them bloom, we watched them wither
(It doesn’t hurt like life should hurt)
We said goodbye without ceremony,
Plastic bags and no care for origins.

It starts when the sun warms the atmosphere,
And I hope a glance will warm my soul for the summer

But when fall comes, too soon, they fall too - 
�e cycle of life in a museum.

We trapped their roots in a book to house the divine,
Now we trap them in our backyards, for our own minds.

We keep nature in pots of gold,
Because we do not want to feel the cold.

In the �eld ten dandelions sigh with relief
Because weeds are not taken as prisoners.

In a cage the bugs can’t reach,
�e walls drown out the others’ screams

Most of them have never felt the rain.
Fed by the same water that gives me life;
Sel�shly, I decided our needs are alike.
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Dip your pen. Spill my ink. 

"You can't, because I'm not a poem."

She is born blind to the present, he with a mouth unable to respond to his lover's voice. Between cli�s of 
shoulder-blades, the waterfall down her back never stops �owing. 

Take a sip. Others will. 

You might as well have erasers for eyes, if you expect to get out of here intact. 

Not that you came in that way.

"It's ok, I'm a poet," he says, and this makes you hate him a little more.

�����������������������������
�����
�	����	������

Midnight Scars
by Carella Keil

"I want to turn your face into poetry," he says.

�e raven at the writing desk o�ers its quill. Sixteen staples to the back of the head and a paper-weight for your 
heart. 

�e page is blank until you begin reading it. �e pitcher empty until you turn it upside-down. 

Pour me a glass, I want to be �lled to the brim with you.

"Can you help me," asks Love, "I've lost Desire." Her blue eyes like wishing-wells you've thrown sparkling coins at 
beneath the stillborn sun. 

�e girl with clipped wings, the snake with forked tongue; these are all creatures you expect to meet. But here in 
the garden are untread paths, barely a foot-print deep.

A girl who prays for one eye to see the past, the other eye to see the future. A boy who longs to hear only a siren's 
song.
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Fishbowl Economics
by Jennifer Harvey

I went to the spa to escape my thoughts
and over a bowl of hot smoked trout with caviar
overlooking the hot tubs,
I looked over potential microloans to � sher people
a world away
who could not escape their situation,
much like their daily catch.

� is food chain we create of microloans
to the � sher people only lasts
while there are � sh
to seize from the seas,
but winds and tides shi�  more easily
than we.

Eventually there will be nowhere le�  to hide,
since we’re all on the hook for this common crime,
as the drum beats out the time.
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Hawaiian Flowers 
by Aeryn Angelique Ben Youssef Chappellier
acrylic painting
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Human Face in Infrared
by Aeryn Angelique Ben Youssef Chappellier
coloured pencils
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Flaming June
by Lucie Casinghino

It is June and everything is on �re
I expect blood, the sudden
Calamitous sound of thunder in the dark
�e world is an opulent orange
Which I peel mercilessly in my hands,
Ripping apart the rind.

Like a merry-go-round, I’m all capering and carnival
But what supreme loneliness
Lives in those carousel horses.
Stung by the phantom pain of memory,
I toss out old photos and notebooks
Refusing remembrance, I take a match to my past

I sicken myself with terror
Fear lives in my house, eats my bread
She causes a ruckus, breaks plates
Moves my things, berates my mother
Only death separates dread from the body

�e neighbor’s chickens scream,
Wander into our yard
We keep the dog inside,
Imagining her tender snout stained red.
I open the window, adri� and awestruck,
And taste ash on my tongue
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Where the Last Light Meets the Worn Hands of Winter 
by Claudia Colati
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Iron Typhoon 

by Emerald MacIsaac

Hear my jaw’s unholy iron 

In the wind sweeps of Orion. 

Shambled curses mark the scion 

Of the vile iron typhoon. 

Striking blows to all that’s sacred.

Rusted armour not created

By this husk I’ve fueled with hatred.

Broken form, but soul immune.

Tenacious spirit of the East!

Born-blown from I, a rust-bound beast,

My rotted eyes desire feast

To rend my lusterless cocoon. 

Curse the rasp, cathartic creakings,

And my perforated leakings!

I must rush a � urry, weeping 

For a thunderous monsoon.

Damn the night! And morrow scornful! 

Wicked morning unremorseful! 

Why tonight must I be mournful 

for ambitions lost forenoon? 

I may be weak, alone, withdrawn 

In the � eshless shell of dawn.

I’m a disabled paragon:

� e broken winds of the typhoon.
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Chrom
by Abigail Epstein
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Chrom
by Abigail Epstein

Winestain
by Jillian French

My mother is a poet 
of hidden mysteries
She sits below the willow
to write of intertwining roots
Which cage the bones of rotting souls
Emitting ghoulish glow
See their decrepit hands outstretched
with o� erings of wrinkled leaves,
laden with the heavy cling of bitter voices, sultry winds, guttural 
pleas
to wither quickly.

I watch her sometimes when she writes
� e ink seeps into her skin and lies
in carved dark valleys beneath her eyes.
Where red veins knit rivers in the whites, 
I can tell the wine has gone to her head,
and stained her � ngers: watch them twitch
when paper sticks to blushing � ngertips.

When I rest under the willow,
I try to picture it as she does.
But my eyes are young,
And their gaze is slow
so I sit
Inebriated in the shallow wisdom
Of warm sunlight and easy wit,
snd write of wilted silken willows,
river beds with so�  rock pillows

My � ngers reach for wine and bread
� e wine has stained my smile red
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twilight by Andrew Hutchins
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SCI-FI VISION IN HARSH MOONLIGHT
by Steve Luxton

I
My blanched hand’s back seems
nobbed by knolls and
dug by dark valleys
–a phosphoring lava �eld cooling
on an unstable, �re-centered planet.

II
I fashion a �st.
A second scene:
Folded in a row and gripped,
my �ngers are the torsos
of sweating space thralls,
their knuckle down backs
gleaming as they oar
a Star-galley towards
Andromeda’s looming whip-coil.

III
Flipping my hand over to show my palm:
A further eerie vision....
A wrinkled waste
scored by routes
of traders and fugitives
to some alien Hole-in-the-Wall
or o�-world Timbuctoo,
past bandits like Saharan Taureg
ominously tattooed,
levying silver specie
(anaerobic blue).

IV
My hand waves back and forth
to dispel such outlandishness.
I stare hard at the moon.
But from my eye’s corner I see
my �ngers tracing weird
bright motion trails.
–Deep magma
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THE NIGHT HAS TEETH
by Samiya Bouziane Merceron

�e room is white hot. �e warmth of the heaters bounces against the eggshell-coloured walls. 
She licks her lips, holds back from chewing the �aked skin o�, and shi�s her feet to the beat of the mon-
itors. �e string of the cheap balloon gripped in her numb, sweaty palms nearly slips. It’s one of those 
generic yellow ones with the cheesy smile and the poorly dotted eyes. Its grin is crooked no matter the 
angle, leering at Alma and her silent baby with a smile stretched by overblown plastic, eyes crinkled and 
peeling at the corners. 

Mack’s voice cracks when she speaks. “Is she alright?”
Alma shi�s, gently jerking a crick in her neck like the sound of Mack’s voice was enough to get 

it to ache again. Her forehead is sweaty, brown hair sticking to her temple in beautiful waves. She used 
to style it that way, back in high school. �e gel smelled like maraschino cherries. �e room smells like 
citrus cleaning solution and antiseptic, and Mack’s shoes squeak when she  takes a hesitant step toward 
the hospital bed, just like they would in those sticky school hallways.

“She’s �ne,” Alma responds dryly. Mack doesn’t think to o�er her more water. Instead, she looks 
out the frosty window, to the thick �urries of snow and gray sky. �e clouds are plump and wide; their 
entrails look like elderly hands reaching out for the buildings. Alma shi�s again, clutching her baby 
closer to her breast, its face tucked into the crook of her body. 

“She’s six whole pounds.” Alma looks at Mack for the �rst time. “Six,” she says again, like the 
number has already turned into a ghost. 

Her eyes are red but still beautiful, the doe brown of her iris so dark that it pools into her pupils. 
Mack doesn’t try to step forward again, but she spots Alma’s smudged eyeliner and the veins underneath 
her eyes. �ey are thin and pulsing, matching the protruding periwinkle blue on the baby’s naked fore-
head. �e eye contact burns di�erently than the radiators. Alma’s pupils are pieces of coal burning at the 
bottom of a �re pit. Mack feels the soot of her gaze coat her from head to toe, ashening her with guilt. 
She looks away. 

�ere’s nowhere for her to tie this damn balloon. Everything seems too important to tamper 
with. Mack imagines herself tying the string to the wrong tube or wire, cutting o� some vital resource 
from reaching the person she’s supposed to love the most. �e monitors would scream and spike and 
Mack would stand there with her hands empty.

“�at’s a good weight.” She decides on tying the string to her belt hoop. Pausing to nudge it 
away, keeping it from grazing her shoulder. 

Alma rolls her eyes, the �rst smooth movement Mack has seen her make all a�ernoon. Ev-
ery other action seems to break disjointedly, cut short by the foreign weight planted on her sternum. 
Mack hears a wet little babble over the whirring of all the machinery. �e baby wiggles helplessly in the 
blanket she’s swaddled in. �e charcoal gray fabric is speckled in white polka dots. If it cried the stains 
would be obvious. Alma would turn it around and the angry wet splotches would ruin the playful pat-
tern of its short existence. 

“Like you care,” Alma sneered. 
Mack remembers the �ve pound �our baby Alma was forced to take care of for a week in her 

eighth grade class. Part of the grading criteria was buying clothes for it to wear, attaching cotton stu�ed 
pantyhose to its sides for arms, and making sure it had a paci�er. Despite the preening, the main idea 
was keeping the thing “alive”. Alma carried it on her hip when she walked the halls, bounced it on her
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knees during lunch to make the boys around her laugh, and when she needed someone to “babysit”, 
Mack was the only ninth grader who would sit alone during free period with a dressed-up bag of �our 
by her side.

On the last day of the project, the bell rang and Alma was one of the students to climb up three 
�ights of stairs and push the �our babies over the railing. �e weight of their falls almost made them 
feel alive. �e impact echoed up and through the corridors. Mack was standing on the �rst �oor with 
her head tilted up to watch the show. Nelson Malroy, a boy from her geometry class, was hidden under 
the arch of the stairs with his bright red backpack hung over his stomach. She saw him swallow air, Ad-
am's apple bobbing like a toad’s, before squealing out “����!”. �e noise wormed out of his gut, and so 
did his whiny laugh. 

“Why would—” Her mouth hangs open, brows creased into high arches. She almost pushes 
herself o� the bed, brie�y forgetting about the little head resting on her collarbone. Her hands hover 
around the so�, new skin, like the slightest touch would burn if she dared to get too close. Alma’s shoul-
ders meld back into the pillows and sheets, urgently shu�ing the blanket back up to her shoulders. She 
never settles her hands on the newborn, but her palms and �ngertips linger, tracing circles around the 
baby’s ears, tiny torso, and all the way back up to the pruned nape.

“I don’t even know why you’re here,” Alma settles. She hangsher head gently onto the baby’s 
crown, taking a deep breath in before smiling at its invisible face. Her loose hair dangles over the baby’s 
head. Mack wonders if she gave birth that way, with it perfectly combed and straightened. It falls like a 
curtain. 

“Did your roommate kick you out? Were you �red? Or did you just get �����?”
“You just had a delivery,” Mack says desperately, redundantly. �e balloon bumps the back of her 

head, its banana-yellow face smacking right into her. She whacks it, quickly untying the string with her 
clammy �ngers and letting it �oat up to the short ceiling. Right back to how she found it. 

“You needed me,” she says. �e words feel foreign on her tongue, like her teeth are too large to 
let them out. It takes three steps to get to the lip of the bed. �e balloon �oats above her languidly, like 
a distorted halo. �e static around it glows and electri�es the air, itching at Mack’s skin. �e cold sheets 
underneath her palms brie�y soothe the humming. 

“You can’t deal with this alone.”
Alma’s lips are downturned and warbling at the corners. Her lashes are clumped together by old 

mascara; it makes her pupils look like a spider's abdomen. 
“������ the one who le� ��,” she hisses. 
Mack expects a hard punch to her shoulder, but Alma’s hands are stuck in a cradle, bringing the 

baby even further into her chest. She tilts it away from the room and the world, smothering it.
�e baby stirs, writhing in its dotted swaddle. Mack freezes, doesn’t breath until it stops. 

“Hold her,” Alma demands wetly. Her eyes scuttle around the room. 
“What?”
“I want you to prove it to me. If you really cared—if you really came back to help me—you’d be 

able to.” 
Dirty tears stream down Alma’s face, polluted by her concealer and foundation. �e drying 

streaks leave trails behind them. She looks younger this way, her age closer to the one Mack remembers 
taking care of. Salty drops gather at Alma’s chin and Mack wills for the hospital walls to disappear. Her 
hands dig into the scratchy bedding, wishing she could grip onto the memory of blowing gentle air onto 
her sister’s bloody knee a�er they both fell o� their bikes with the same force. 
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 “Fine,” Mack replies. “Fine—yes.” She’ll hold the damn baby.
 Alma sni�  es, struggles to catch her breath, yet her voice is steadier than Mack expects it to be. 
“Go wash your hands.” 
 � e bathroom is small and the lightbulb is dim. Mack clutches onto the curve of the sink until 
the cold porcelain is too painful to keep pressed into her skin. � e water trickles out of the faucet frigid 
and without much pressure. She tries to practice cradling her arms as she would to hold the baby, but her 
limbs are crooked and jagged, untethered from her body. She washes her hands twice more before step-
ping back out. 
 Alma doesn’t look like she should be standing. Peeled out of the bed, her legs tremble under her 
weight. She passes the � oating string of the balloon and shakily meets Mack in the middle of the room. 
� e baby’s face is still shielded, but this angle forces Mack to realize just how small the thing really is 
while it sleeps in her sister’s arms. Six pounds. Six whole pounds and Alma is teetering between dropping 
it or squeezing it too close. 
 “Hold out your arms,” Alma instructs. Her breathing is shallow. 
 Mack tries to do better than she did in the mirror, resisting the urge to wipe her hands dry by 
dragging them down her stained jeans. If Alma has any complaints, she doesn’t voice them. Her mouth is 
tied tight at the corners. � e newborn is out of her hands in seconds. 
 � e baby’s face is the plainest thing Mack’s ever seen. � ere isn’t much of a resemblance to her sis-
ter. Her tiny features are bu� ed out by the smell of baby powder. It’s almost like Mack’s holding a toy doll, 
the ones kids draw messy, demented faces onto with permanent markers. 
 “Do you have a name for her?” Mack asks. 
 “No.”
 Mack frowns. Something about that felt wrong. Alma had even named the � our baby. She can’t 
remember it clearly now, but it was cute and dainty. A name as so�  as this baby’s cheek. Without thinking, 
Mack reaches up to lightly brush the skin with the back of her pointer � nger. Her niece � inches, babbles, 
and then chases the warmth. Mack almost smiles. She looks up to � nd one on Alma’s face despite her 
wringing hands. 
 “I’m sorry,” Mack blurts. “I couldn't—"
 A sharp pain shoots out from the tip of Mack’s � nger. 
 She yelps before she can think of dropping down to a whisper. Her shriek crescendos across the 
room along with the explosive pop of the balloon. It had � oated toward the ceiling light, not built to 
withstand the arti� cial heat and warmth. A shredded piece of its crooked smile � oats down to the pristine 
� oor, next to the shiny drops of blood trickling from Mack’s � nger. 
 Alma’s face has gone cold, her eyes are iced over by the lighting. It’s only then that Mack notices 
the small bite on her sister’s le�  shoulder. � e wound is bruised pink and dusted by dried drool. 
 � e baby is crying. Mack watches it lick her blood into its mouth. � e glint of blunt, white teeth 
peeks out from its pouting lips. 
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Silent Keepers
by Claudia Colati
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Photo
by Jolène Lessard
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I imagine the women of Atlantis
About to meet their watery end
Still laughing, having brunch
Some of them squinting in the sunlight
Exiting movie theaters, having sex
With each other, with their men

Those women, with their empires, insolence, and families
Who were subject to kings and conquest
And went under with the rest of their people
Becoming a faceless horde,
Plato's imaginary playthings

Did they know they were doomed?
I go to the forest and picture it underwater
Mosquitoes and gnats replaced with bountiful fish
Carp and bass, pike and perch

Stuck still in limp horror
I know the statistics, the facts and figures of injustice
I know what we are doing overseas,
To children, to men and women,
To cultures and whole nations
I have seen the photos. I have read the op-eds.
I have swallowed down
The words of my politicians, my representatives.
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Maybe the Atlantian women played ultimate Frisbee
Or golfed on the weekends.
Impious women, painting their nails
Laughing and chatting on the subway
As their nation sent out drones, killed thousands
They slept fitfully
Then sheltered in basements,
Waiting for the earthquakes to pass

What did they dream of?
I think of them wearing togas or some other Grecian get up
And ache for something larger than my body
But nothing is unnameable here, not my desire,
Not the end of empire
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STORIES FROM ITALY
by Kat Mulligan

I fall back into my pity, and the leaves fall from the trees
and reestablish themselves in spring sweat
to tell me it is another year of declaring o�and
that I have never been in love—like a rebuttal
to the stories he shares from Italy. A defense
against his assumption that he could try it on me.
You can appropriate images from anyone
and not be in love, I want to say. We are both �ne poets.
Once, an Italian kissed me in a church on the Keizersgracht—
we both have our gut-wrenching verse, our Italy,
though what he had is an eight-year head start.
I want him to tell me the di�erence between all the others
and the one he thought about this morning, �ve years later,
and between them and me, to whom he recommends
Mendelssohn concertos and spends all night inhaling.
And could he write me his psalms of forgiveness
as I    pin our laundry to the clothesline?
           He has an aptitude for hands, for stone fruit, for observation.
            And will I remember him longer than this week?
            Another year will fester in the boughs, and he—
            brunette, depraved—is not unlike the rest
            I have wasted autumns pleading with.
            And if I, despite this, could not manage to love them either,
            then what should Italy mean to me?
            We are both �ne poets.

�is is Derry Girls Propaganda
by Luke Munro
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Promenade of the Poet
by Lucie Casinghino

How do I break the bad news, tell the bees
� ere is no real me, just this husk
Whispering into the buzzing hive,
All honeyed and heavy with grief
With my lips sticky from syrup

A litany of empty promises follow me through the streets
Pollen � oats through the air
Like icing sugar si� ed through a sieve
� e cacophony of bird song makes me tremble
I maneuver around daily violences,
� e knife steady against my throat

What to do in this apocalypse of distance and feeling?
I become a mausoleum
For the clean and happy things of the past
Absorbent as an old sponge and just as sad

� e � urry of grammar and form overwhelms me
Snowblind in summer, I stumble through structure
O sentences, O syntax,
How I search for your clarity

As a � ock of birds rises into the air,
I open the front door
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THE BLUES
by Angela Leuck

When life’s going well,
it’s hard to appreciate the blues.

Contentment in this context
is a veritable blight.

What’s there to sing about

when you have clean water,
food, clothing and heat,

money in the bank, adequate health,
and own your own home,

when your husband is faithful,
your son is at last is � nding his way,

and your friends are pursuing their own
forms of enlightenment;

when you’ve got a right to a seat on the bus,
you’re not beaten or shot at by police,

no bombs are falling and
you’re not huddled in a shelter;

when spring has followed winter, and
bees are plentiful in your garden again,

so that when you open your mouth,
all that comes out are butter� ies.

A Summer Day in Oslo
by Luke Munro
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