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You knew 
what would become 
of you.

Harlot,
Traitor,
Woman,
bartering your God 
for a single human moment
of disobedience. 

But, oh, what a moment it was.
The taste of salt on my tongue, 
the gentle twist of my neck. 

Oh, how glorious all that light looked 
as it burned everything 
I thought I loved.

Lot’s Wife
(or, I Would Trade The Heavens Again If You Asked Me To)
Hannah Jenkins
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The origin of blood is not violence.
It did not come into this world angry.
It did not drip from broken noses, 
or scraped knee caps,
or cut up wrists.
 
The origin of blood was internal. 
It flowed amid arteries, 
between sparking metaphors.
Tore itself slowly 
from the womb, 
trickled out, 
congealed in Eve’s hair. 

It lived in the swelling of bellies.
When it ripped through
the vaginal opening,
all chaos and birth, 
not even then was it cold.
This blessing of a punishment
ran like a river down Eve’s legs, 
washed away her sorrowed past.

She looked at Cain’s face, 
covered in red, 
and thanked God
there was enough blood to go around.
Thanked God he was birthed in flesh,
that no dust made him,
that he was human and ready 
for vengeance. 

When Cain murdered his brother,

Eve (or, The History of Blood)
Hannah Jenkins
______________________
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amongst the wheat, 
when God looked down 
and did not stop it,
proving he is but a man 
after all,
when they let the river 
split in two, 
let it rush past 
a mourning Eve 
who held the ghosts
of both her babes
do you think she thought, then, that the blood was worth it?
Do you think she cut open her cheek just to feel it bleed?
Do you think she put her fingers to her face 
and felt the difference?
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Evening Water, Griquet
Charlotte Jones
Type: Watercolour and carving on birch
______________________
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Marsh Grass of Parnassus
Charlotte Jones
Type: Traditional Japanese Woodblock
______________________
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The Rock Tumbler
Davis Fowlow
______________________

The girth of caramelized saucepans
and molasses dripping toutons
consumes the welcoming ambience,
leaving room for just one
at nan’s kitchen table.

I fit between the cracks
in the overcrowded cupboards
filled with miscellaneous trinkets,
mismatched teacups,
and twentyyearold copies of the Evening Telegram.

Empty streets bathed in neon light
feel narrow.
A deluge of salt sea spray
ventures
to christen my head,
and baptize my neoteric temple.
I turn away,
frizzy,
tangled
braids and farewells.

There is no place for coloured identities
where the fog rolls in
and paints the landscape
in charcoal greys.

The fishermen return home
after a day on the glistening waters,
reeking of cod and archaic incense.
Pop’s supper
oxidizes on the table
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for his return.

My weary chair weeps
neglect.

Nan sighs.
A dinner for one.

in anticipation
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To the Trailblazers
Davis Fowlow
______________________

Big bluestem rustles
through communal gales
of the tempest
cloaked in suits and ties.

The squall
scratches
its throat
raw,
acquiring
a leave of absence.

Muzzled weeping
escapes
on days free
from ripples
in virile
tainted waters
that cast a hue of red.

Cries synthesize.
One fell swoop
steamrolls
the legislative sod.

Ruby,
a touch of tattered satin,
interlaced
with callused flesh,
wedges stones
on the trampled grass:
relics of antiquity.
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A linear array
of scuffmarked strength.
A tiny thousand voices
escaping
through indestructible stones,
“Welcome, Kamala.”

Through hopeful tomorrows
that escort the morning sun,
shadows of the trailblazers
linger on.
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Growing up my mother always told me, “When you get older you will 
understand that what I am doing right now, and the advice I give you, was 
never to hurt you, but to protect you and help you.” Being a child, I used to 
think she was wrong and that no matter what advice she gave me, it was to 
make me think she is just controlling and a strict parent. It was not until I 
turned twenty that I realized my mom was right.

To say I was rebellious against my mother growing up would be a fact. 
I wanted to be just like my friends and have her understand that. I wanted my 
mother to be a ‘cool mom’ like my friends’ mothers were. So, I would go 
along with the girls and join in on their misdeeds. I started skipping school, 
smoking, and ultimately being the kid I knew my mother was not raising me to 
be. In the eighth grade, I got caught smoking cigarettes and skipping off my 
classes with my friends. I was brought to the doctor by my mother and got 
tested for nicotine and drugs in my system. I had previously admitted to her 
that yes, I was smoking cigarettes at school, but I was not doing drugs. Sure 
enough, my tests came back. Positive for nicotine in my system and negative 
for any trace of drugs. That year I ended up grounded from the beginning of 
Christmas break until my birthday in January. It was the worst Christmas break 
ever, and it really taught me a lesson.

By grade nine I was back to my old self, no skipping and no cigarettes. 
I constantly had my mother’s stern words on repeat in the back of my head 
during any decision making. I did not want to go through a repeat of grade 
eight and be stuck in my room until I had learned my lesson. I still thought my 
mother was strict and unfair with some of her silly rules, but I chose to live by 
them, just so I would not end up in any trouble.

As I transitioned into high school life, I met a boy. And let me tell you, 
I thought the sun shined out of his behind. We started texting a lot and getting 
to know each other. He was a year older than me and was friends with some of 
the girls I was also friends with. After a short amount of time of getting to 
know him, he popped the “will you go out with me” question, and of course, I 
said yes. I kept the new relationship from my mom for the first three weeks, 
only because I was not sure if it would last longer than that. I soon found out 
that this boy would punch holes in his walls whenever he got angry. He was

Mother's Advice
Janelle Park
______________________
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also semicontrolling, which I had never seen as a problem because I was in 
love. My mother, being the protective woman she is, saw a text on my phone 
from my boyfriend, and read it. Invasion of privacy, I know. She sat me down 
and told me that I needed to break up with him immediately. Of course, little 
me thought I was in love and began to cry and tell her she was being 
unreasonable. She told me plain and plump, “If he is punching holes in walls 
when he is angry now, imagine what he would punch next. First, it is walls, 
and next, it could be you!” I then thought long and hard about what she said 
and broke up with him not long after. I was not ready to potentially turn into a 
human punching bag. My mother liked to point out how “You should always 
listen to your mom. She knows right!”

Let’s fast forward to the end of grade eleven. For the last three weeks 
of the eleventh grade, I was talking to this boy. He was a year younger than 
me, but oh was he ever handsome. He made me feel on top of the world. But 
that world would come crashing down in due time. We made two and a half 
trips around the sun together, and oh what rocky trips they were. Things went 
from looking amazing — waiting to see what the future would hold for us — 
to being worse than a nightmare. As much as I tried to hold on to what we had 
made for ourselves, he called it quits the day of our twentytwomonth 
anniversary. My bright and beautiful world crashed and burned.

To say I took that breakup hard would be an understatement. I just lost 
my best friend, a partner in crime, and a hole was left in my heart that was 
supposed to be forever reserved for him. I spent days crying, unable to 
stomach the thought of food, and in a horrible state of depression. If his name 
was mentioned, I would spontaneously burst into a fit of tears. I felt 
incomplete.

I like to now think — a whole year and four months later — that I am 
over him. What we had was ‘puppy love’ as most adults would describe it, or a 
‘learning experience’ as my peers would say. I like to believe that it was 
genuine love. Yes, it was a learning experience, and it has taught me 
particularly important lessons, but he was my person. But once again, my 
mother was right.
— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —

It has taken me four months to finish this. Four months of constant 
thinking and trying to figure out how I want to end this piece. But I believe I 
finally figured out how to bring this to an end. My mother has always told me 
that when I get older, I would figure out that she has always known best and 
that she only acts the way she does to teach me right from wrong. And guess
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what, she is one hundred percent right. If you can take away one thing from 
reading this piece, I hope you take away the fact that your mother isn’t a 
horrible mother for treating you the way that she does. She loves you and only 
wants to protect you. As much as you would hate to admit it, your mother is 
always right.
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Red Hand
Kent Jones
Type: Colour Drawing
______________________
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In the midseventies I lived in West Hollywood in The Lotus 
Apartments, a heritage building that looked like a Chinese temple with 
dragons on the roof and fancy carved woodwork on the entry gates, windows 
and doors. It was nestled in mature gardens and, although it was built in 1928, 
there was underground parking for each tenant who occupied the 14 one 
bedroom apartments. Located at 1216 North La Cienega Blvd, not fifty feet 
from Sunset Blvd., its location and character have made it a desirable place to 
set up camp in the Los Angeles area for many people over the years, but 
certainly for aspiring actors and the like. It was and still is a folly, like many 
landmark apartment buildings in West HollywoodThe Ronda is another one 
just a block away and El Palacio sits next to The Lotus on the corner of La 
Cienega and Fountain Avenue. Although I hated Los Angeles, I really enjoyed 
living in that amazing building with its views all the way past the Fairfax 
district almost to the airport, and the perpetual cooling breeze that blew up La 
Cienega from the Pacific to the Hollywood Hills meant you didn’t need air 
conditioning, even in August. My apartmentB2had eight foot bay windows 
flanking a twelvefoot arched main window in the living room to take in the 
view.

I also liked the other tenants I got to know at The Lotus. A friend of a 
friend, interior designer Jay Steffy, the originator of the ultracomfy potato 
chair, lived there and was responsible for helping me secure an apartment 
largely to prevent his rival, who was next in the queue for an apartment at The 
Lotus, from moving in. Jacques Cousteau’s secretary for his TV series lived 
downstairs. Joe Saushay, a clothes designer, lived across from Cousteau’s 
secretary. And Carole Mallory, actress, super model, author, interviewer and 
friend of the stars, lived directly above Joe and across the hall from me. A set 
of huge entrance doors led to two apartments on the ground floor and two 
apartments on the second floor, separated by a generous landing. This 
“entrance door to apartments” arrangement was repeated for access to two 
more sets of four apartments each at two other places in the front of the 
building. 

Carole was a character. Originally from small town Pennsylvania, I 
think she took a liking to me since I was from small town Ohio, right next 
door to Pennsylvania, so we could communicate and understood things that

Art Intimidation
Kent Jones
______________________
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midwesterners do. People from those places didn’t turn up often in West 
Hollywood. 

She had earned a degree in art education and taught in Pennsylvania 
for a couple of years before becoming a stewardess for Pan Am Airways, 
where she soon found herself on routes that took her to exciting destinations in 
Europe, including Paris. In Paris she began a modeling career while still 
employed with Pan Am and appeared on the cover of many fashion magazines 
beginning with French Vogue, as well as Parade, New York Magazine, Time, 
Newsweek, Cosmopolitan, and so on. She was famous as the model in the 
English Leather cologne campaign “All my men wear English Leather or they 
wear nothing at all”, and Faberge’s “Tigress” campaign. She appeared in 
several films and TV programs including Looking for Mr. Goodbar and as Kit 
Sunderson in the original 1975 version of The Stepford Wives. Carole was 
romantically involved with Claude Picasso, son of Pablo, for seven years in 
New York City after a brief marriage to kinetic sculpture pioneer Ronald 
Mallory.

In Hollywood, Carole knew everybody. I met Andy Warhol at a party 
in her apartment, and Polly Bergen, Rod Stewart, Peter Finch, Faye Dunaway 
and others. She knew everybody but was never stuck up about any of it. Small 
town Pennsylvania had left a mark.

When I lived in England and worked at Petersburg Press as an artist’s 
Master Printer, I met a young woman named Karen Amiel. She worked at 
Marlborough Gallery on Cork Street. I remember her telling me once that, at 
Marlborough, the sales peopleall femaleused what they called “the 
intimidation factor” to get foreigners to buy art. According to Karen it worked 
best on Americans. They would wander into the gallery and start to look 
around only to be ignored by the sales staffcertainly not an American sales 
technique. After a period of time they would get so insulted and cranky an 
exchange with the staff would ensue and to make their point, they’d buy a 
whole wall of art, or more, and feel vindicated since they were so important, 
and had been so ignored. Some psychology and tricky sales techniques were 
combined there.

I also remember Karen saying that no matter how important you were, 
or famous, or richwhateverthe scariest place for anyone to go, particularly 
by yourself, was an art gallery, and one that involved the display or sale of 
contemporary art was the scariest of all. Think about ityou would be entering 
unknown territory and someone might think, or realize, you were unable to 
understand what you were encountering, hence you could look
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pretty dumb, pretty insignificant. The sales people at Marlborough worked that 
aspect of human nature to manipulate buyers as well.

One afternoon I got a phone call from Carole asking me to come over 
to her apartment right away as there were two people she wanted me to meet. I 
put the phone down and went across the landing and knocked on her door.

Carole opened it, grabbed my hand and dragged me into the apartment. 
There she introduced me to an elderly couplea very elegantly dressed older 
woman and a rather plain, sheepish older man. The woman was gracious and 
all smiles. Her eyes sparkled as she held out her hand to shake mine. I didn’t 
quite catch her name or the older man’s name but Carole’s introduction went 
something like this:

“Kent, this is so and so (the woman) and so and so (the man)”, and 
looking at the couple, “This is Kent. He’s an artist and there’s one of his 
prints,” pointing to a framed artwork on the wall.

Carole had a lithograph of mine hanging there, a black and white 
abstract thing that looked sort of like clouds.

The older woman smiled and nodded. The older man looked down at 
the floor, blinked and looked up, smiling sheepishly, fidgeting a bit, not 
knowing what to say. I found it odd, and didn’t want anyone to feel 
uncomfortable so before too long managed to remove myself from the 
situation and went back to my apartment. I mean, they didn’t know me, and it 
was clear that they were making a flying visit to see Carole anyway, so I 
thought it best to leave them so they could talk privately.

The next day I saw Carole coming up the stairs with two bags of 
groceries and offered to help. I asked her to clarify again who I met the 
previous afternoon since I couldn’t quite hear what she had said during her 
quick intro.

“You met Francoise Gilot, my exboyfriend’s mother. She was Pablo 
Picasso’s mistress for ten years and is the mother of Claudemy exand his 
sister, Paloma.”

“The guy is her husband, Jonas Salk, who invented the polio vaccine.”
I stared at Carole for some time, then turned and walked into my 

apartment, and closed the door quietly behind me.
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Lightning
Kent Jones
Type: Colour Drawing
______________________
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Fearless
Mohammed Mustufa
______________________
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Mount Pearl Movie Carpet
Kate Fudge
______________________
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Roses
Lindsay Bird
______________________

Love, for a limited time 

The roses arrived on February 15 like soldiers
so late for battle they simply unshouldered 
their rifles and bloomed armistice.
Store managers threw up their hands 
and marked each flower down to a dollar.
Word of the steal swept
through the small town. I lived there. The steal swept
through me too. Wives bought roses for wives,
students bought roses for textbooks,
janitors bought roses for mop buckets. 
Roses in beer bottles, chipped mugs, jam jars.
One in a rubber boot, lovelier than a leg. 
Roses behind the service counter as I renewed 
my driver’s licence, my photograph taken in fragrance. 
The roses made the news. I was on the news,
holding a rose. We made headlines,
there was so much love going around.



Tamaracks in November
Cheri Wilson
______________________

They stand, lined 
in spinal perfection 
brilliant gold 
against dreary November.

The hardwoods are bare
their opulence  
fallen,
the smell of dank earth. 

Coniferous boughs hang 
thick, secretive 
their darkest forest green 
waiting for the weight of snow.

The lake lies flat, thwarted 
by a collection of grays 
a somber sky, a recollection of ice, 
a dispute abandoned.

Sounds are sparse, a lone caw, 
current passing rocks in the stream.
Cicadas, White Throated Sparrows, Honey Bees
would be strangers here. 
Disruptive. Unacceptable.

But the color of honey shines 
rich and voluptuous
as a summer love  
surprising the muted landscape.

Vigilant, stalwart
alone 
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in this stillness
Tamarack, (Hackmatack, Larch) 
stand, 
tall masts unfazed by the cold,
needles delicate as wishbones
wispy as an old woman’s hair.

These last soldiers of autumn,
guard the remnants of the fallen, 

even as their 
needles break away. 
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A Late November Walk at Bottle Cove
Cheri Wilson
______________________

The wilderness is a fading tapestry of
sky, forest, mountains, and sea
woven with approaching snow.

Wind drives 
across the spit of land
dividing ocean from cove,
pushes us off balance as we approach.
Gripping with curled toes, we gaze
far below
waves slam,
climb ancient rock faces,
the roar constant. 

Wind buffets
our human boundaries 
the lure of wilderness
lifting us. 
Birds riding the current.
 
In from the clifftop
protected by tuckamore and fir
a field spreads 
undisturbed
a refuge from roaring.

Snow falls 
softening the distance 
between us, 
faded grasses accepting their sleep.
Mountains surround
watching
woods darken.
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Filled with sea spells
and the camphor of evergreen
we head home. 
The comfort of lights in houses 
along the road.
The storm already upon us.

26
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Nothing Remains
Laura Flight
______________________

Nothing remains 
Of the castle at the end of the trail. 
Nothing remains 
But crumbling, tortured, vine covered walls,
Met with a lonely and winding stair case 
Collapsing from brink to base, step by step.  

The trees, both old and new, cover the trail 
With soft red, orange and bright yellow leaves 
Marking the road to nothing at all. 
That old castle at the end of the trail 
Sits and waits; it waits to be found again. 
Abandoned in darkness, it stands in the light.

Nothing remains
Only the beauty that was left behind
To be discovered by her curious eyes. 
The air, crisp and cool on her rosy cheeks, 
She walks with amazement in the warm sun
To the castle at the end of the trail. 

Her rubber boots full of mud, her black pants 
Now grey with the dust of longfallen stone. 
Stepping through holes in walls, overgrown paths.
Climbing the old, trembling stairs in awe 
Of the vast wonders before her that rise. 
The nothingness of everything left behind. 

Nothing remains 
Only the tall cascades of stone that loom 
And tower, casting the unforgiving
Shadows that creep over her gazing eyes. 
Even still, she walks into the unknown
In search of everything disguised as nothing.



28

She calls to me through the echoing stone
To see the grandeur of nothing at all.
Far at the edge of the still crumbled wall, 
Three stories high she closes her blue eyes. 
The feeling of wind that blows around her; 
Through the holes in the stone, the vines that cling 

From the gaping facade, gusting up from
Trees underneath, lifting all the small hairs
That fall around her face from her loose bun. 
The carefree, unbotheredness about her 
Mirroring the overgrown grass, the vines, 
Undisrupted peace and tranquility. 

Nothing remains 
Of the castle at the end of the trail. 
Nothing remains 
But crumbling, tortured, vine covered walls.
I always knew that she was everything;
She was everything disguised as nothing.
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Winter Berries
Kaitlyn Walsh
______________________
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The Cry of a Woman Against 21stCentury Oppression
Laura Flight
______________________

To the women who fought the long hard brutal battles for the rights of women 
through the opaque fog of privileged male supremacy. Fighting for me so that 
I could feel like I was important and that I mattered and that I could make a 
difference fighting for equality. This is my emblem, my battle cry, for the 

generations of women to come and who stand up against the beast of injustice

For the women who continue to be paid less than men for doing exactly the 
same job but under more scrutiny for simply being a woman

For the women who are denied the right to education and employment in a 
purely capitalist society where the only means of survival is through financial 

stability dependent on the development of cultivated intelligence
For the women who are stripped of medical care the bare necessity of physical 

wellness, care against assault, violence and rape
For the women who are accused of civil disturbance when they express their 
creativity, individuality, sexuality. Because acting on female autonomy is an 

offensive crime deserving of social punishment
For the women who are hurting from emotional abuse and verbal attacks from 

the oppressive
beast holding them hostage in a cage of maliciously articulated assaults. Who 

feel trapped and can’t see an escape or light through the crack in the wall 
For the women who do not love themselves because they have been told over 

and over and over and over how unworthy how ugly how stupid how 
insignificant they are 

For the women who choose to stand up and fight this battle with their sisters 
because they need support they need more help

For the millions of women who can't get help. who live impoverished and 
hopeless lives malnourished and unloved. Who deserve shelter and love and 

help and hope 
For the women who are just trying their best but their best feels like the worst 

in a world that demands excellence and flawlessness 
For the women who weren’t assigned female at birth and may not have a 

biological female anatomy. Who are women because they feel it in their soul,  
at the very core of their being because “one is not born, but rather becomes, a 

woman”
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For the one out of every six women who are sexually assaulted, forced without 
consent and attacked by lusting selfish sickening monsters then left behind 

battered and bruised and violated and empty 
For the women who can't see past the imperfections detected by the critical 
male gaze, being looked up and down analyzing and categorizing what is 

misinterpreted as a “flaw” what is a flaw? What does this word mean when all 
bodies are made different and unique and no body is wrong or worth less than 

another. Who don't see that they are perfectly imperfect with the lumps and 
bumps and curves and lines and marks and scars and hair and complete beauty

I am fighting for the girl who feels like she has to hide behind expectations 
and stereotypes out of appeasement for people who’s opinions do not matter 

The girl who bullies herself because she is different from those models on 
social media who set unrealistic and unattainable expectations of perfection in 

a world that already expects superficial perfection from ordinary women 
The girl who doesn’t realize her worth because magazines and movies and 
everyone with an internet opinion tells her that she isn’t pretty enough or 

strong enough or cool enough or tough enough but she needs to know that she. 
is. enough. 

The girl who dreams of a world where she doesn’t have to be afraid to walk 
home alone because her friend was chased and pinned to the ground while her 

purse was stolen and her body was defiled 
The girl who sits on the street corner begging for scraps from the lives around 
her; the victim of corporate marginalization and discrimination because she 

wouldn’t have sex with him to get the job 
The girl who cries herself to sleep because some shit bag sixteen year old boy 
doesn’t know his head from his ass and it feels like he broke her heart but she 

doesn’t know that she doesn’t need a man to make her whole 
The girl who left home in search of herself only to be eaten alive by the 

gargoyles and goblins who lurk in the dark waiting to tear her to shreds for her 
bravery 

The girl who is confused about her femininity because she was taught that 
girls like pink and boys like blue. Who doesn’t know that she can like blue 
and still be feminine that blue can give her power that she didn’t know she 

had 
The girl who was told that she would never achieve, amount or succeed, that 

she was stupid and unintelligent. She doesn’t know that she could rule the 
world
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The girl who is thriving and climbing every ladder standing in her way 
because she knows that she isn’t going to stop until she reaches the top 

The girl that lost her mother when she was only little. Who was robbed of the 
privilege of maternal love and has to fight for herself. She doesn’t know that 

she has an army standing behind her 
The girl who doesn’t know her brilliance, importance, invaluable skill and 

strength. Who can eradicate any mountain that stands in her way

This is for every person. For the people who fight tooth and nail for equality. 
For the people allied with women in this battle. We are here, standing together 

in combat against the oppressors, those who ridicule and discriminate and 
strive to tear us apart. This is a song of the victories we have won, the triumph 
and jubilee. This is a battle cry for the fights not yet conquered, the struggles 

and defeats that persist
We are resilient 
We are women
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Part One: The Expedition
Zachary Green
______________________

No one knew the man who built it. The fortress upon Bouvet Island was an intimidating thing to 

behold, a testament to the power of mankind and one’s will to subjugate nature. For surely, to 

construct such a marvel on top of that god forsaken rock is a display of ego and meant to 

cement one’s name into this world.

Part One: The Expedition

The island of Bouvet is located in the frigid southern oceans near 
Antarctica and is as horrible a place to live as any I could imagine. It is a 
slumbering titan, a volcano, that erupted from the earth, forming a small rocky 
piece of hell in the middle of nowhere. The island is surrounded by cliffs that 
tower over the wretched waters of the South Atlantic Ocean, constantly 
thrashing upon the jagged shoreline.

For its entire life, the isle was completely cut off from human 
interaction, as no one could brave the cliffs and make it to the top. It wasn’t 
until a volcanic eruption leveled a portion of the walls, carving a plateau, and 
allowing for some attempt to access. Even still, it was a treacherous trip that 
took many lives, as soul after soul attempted to claim the island for themselves 
but instead succumbed to the accursed journey and cold sea.

However, on one perfect yet unassuming day, the odds were on the side 
of a small expedition team set out from South Africa. The weather cleared and 
the waters calmed, taming the sea for their arrival upon that prehistoric land. 
The atmosphere came to a perfect stillness, with no clouds in the sky or waves 
in the sea. Absolutely perfect. 

So, they set off with a moderate company of varying levels of 
experience. Young men and old sailors, degenerates and addicts. A crew of the 
downtrodden and forgotten, outcasts of society who could be bought with a 
pittance of a sum. The only people who would even dare attempt such a 
journey. 

After months of sailing the men were beaten and broken. The weather
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was unnaturally calm for the entire trip yet the journey took three times as long 
as it should have. Supplies ran out quickly. They stared distantly outwards 
towards the horizon, as if there was a God, beckoning them with some sort of 
divine purpose. They looked like a crew from hell, maddened from their 
expedition across the river Styx, diving deep into the layers of Pandemonium. 

After 173 days of seemingly aimless sailing, they saw a darkness on the 
horizon. This darkness would turn to land and they would finally find 
themselves staring up at their prize, Bouvet Island. The namesake came from 
the first explorer to chart these waters and find the island. A French sailor who 
happened upon it during one of his expeditions. His accounts were of an 
impregnable barrier of rocky cliffs that bordered a tall volcano. He would write 
in his journal that it was a remarkable and horrifying beauty. Surely, this was a 
house of God and not meant for mortal kind. 

Sailors are a superstitious bunch and of course many rumors, stories 
and tall tales erupted over Bouvet Island. Some would say it was simply a 
volcano, empty and barren with nothing worth exploring. Others theorized that 
it was haunted by the ghosts of a long dead civilization that rose up out of the 
sea. And others suggested it was the Garden of Eden itself, tainted and cursed, 
permeated with evil. 

Without hesitation, the crew began their climb up the rock face. Using 
iron hooks, they attacked the cliff with an intense determination. There was no 
sense of tiring from their trip. Their bodies moved as if propelled by some 
unknown force. The rock was harsh and unforgiving, any mistake would surely 
be fatal.

The air began to shift and the weather darkened. The perfect stillness 
that greeted them was turning to dark stormy skies and cold winds. The change 
came on suddenly as if governed by the Devil itself, and yet the crew 
continued climbing with an unwavering resilience. They did not seem to even 
notice the clouds that were building in the east nor the harsh wind as it bit 
down on their flesh. Their eyes remained fixed on their goal.

The storm continued to build and batter the men. Winds cut through 
their bodies like cold steel and freezing rain pelted their skin. Rain turned to
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hail and then to snow, and then back to rain. Thunder boomed louder than 
anything they had ever heard before and lightning lit up the sky. The weather 
was in turmoil. It was almost as if their journey had angered the gods of the sea 
and sky themselves.

One of the crew, a young man no more than seventeen years of age, 
slipped on a rockface and plummeted down. His body smashed against the 
rocks and was swallowed by the ocean. Another member of the crew, old and 
weathered, succumbed to the freezing temperature and followed the young 
man into sea. Seemingly unphased by the unceremonious demise of their 
comrades, the remaining men continued on. 

Finally, they reached the top of the cliff and found themselves looking 
out upon a flat patch of rock. Before them they saw a landscape consisting of 
pure black rock. It was an obsidian table that stretched out for many miles 
ahead of them. It was a perfect sort of black, polished and clean, and it 
mirrored seemingly everything above it. Ahead, could be seen the great 
volcano that gave birth to this wretched place, towering over the island.

Time seemed to stop then. The storm that greeted the crew upon their 
arrival, the sudden and terrible shift in weather, was now completely gone. The 
air was dry and salty, and the sun hung high in the sky. There was a powerful 
odor of Sulphur and it burned to breathe. 

The crew began walking forward and their reflections moved beneath 
them, perfect in every way. It was a remarkable sight. It was other worldly and 
beyond anything they could have imagined upon first setting out from Cape 
Town. Versions of themselves continued to walk with them, in the darkened 
mirror image. What failed to reflect however, was the sun. In fact, it seemed to 
absorb all light entirely.  

Everyone was silent. They did not look at each other nor did they 
survey the rest of their surroundings. They looked ragged and starved, the 
journey had taken its toll, yet they did not show signs of hunger or pain. 
Whatever it was that motivated them had now taken complete control. The 
men who set sail from South Africa were no more. Their minds were gone and 
replaced with something else, something dark and old. There was only one 
thought dominating their minds. Build.
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Abstract Blue
Ann Oxford
______________________
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Girl in Purple
Ann Oxford
______________________
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1936
Kaitlyn Walsh
______________________
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Freeze Frame
Mohammed Mustufa
______________________
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All is Fair
Ann Oxford
______________________

There's ink wet on the pages
Of her journal leatherbound
There's ash white in her hair
From the city burning down
There are bodies on her conscience
She chokes back tears and starts to drown
She rips the pages from the journal
She can't think about that now

She licks the envelope
And tastes metal on her tongue
The ink will be smeared but legible
And that will be enough.

It's hard to write love letters 
To a man who doesn't know
About the secrets that you carry
About the blood that stains the snow,
It's even harder when you're dying
To sign X's and O's.
It's hard to kiss the enemy
And pretend that you don't care
But this is love and this is war
This is when all is fair

To win the war and save the people
If this is what it takes
Both her and her opponent
Can handle the heartbreak.
One day he'll have to know
Everything she's done
But by then the war will be over
By then she will have won,
And he may still be alive
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Or he may be dead
Perhaps she will have killed him
Poisoned him with lead
Perhaps she may have shot him
While he slept in her own bed. . .

This is love, this is war
This is when all is fair
She dries her tears, caps her pen,
And brushes ash out of her hair.
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The Happiest Day of My Life
Ann Oxford
______________________

June 21 (6:00AM)

I marry Jason today. Oh I have butterflies! I don't know how well our 
families are going to get along though. Of course, he's met my parents 
(they were fascinated) and I've met his (they were stunned) but our 
extended family… might overreact. I mean, our wedding is a little 
unconventional. Fairies rarely wed humans after all.

~~♥~~

I set my diary down on my bedside table and went to the vanity across 
the room. My friends would be here soon to help me get ready. I sat at the 
vanity and stared at my turquoiseblue skin and lavender hair in the mirror 
while I drank my coffee. The beverage wasn't like anything I'd known back 
home, but I'd grown to like it. I fingered my pointy ears and thought  not for 
the first time  that my life would've been easier if I'd been born human. That 
way Jason and I could have a normal wedding and a normal life with normal 
kids. But no. Instead, we'd have to balance two cultures, and two worlds, for 
the rest of our lives.

My thoughts were interrupted by a group of three young women 
bustling into my room. I stood up and hugged each of them. Two of them, 
Echo and Ambrosia, were fairies like me; the third was Jason's sister Leah. 
Leah and I had become very close over the past few years, and I was so 
thankful. She helped me understand her society and was one of my few human 
friends. 
 

"What's wrong, Acacia?" Echo asked, seeing the expression on my 
face.

"Oh nothing," I replied, "just thinking about species." 

I was met with quizzical looks from my friends.
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"Species! And fate! And... birthright!" I said, throwing my hands in the air and 
beginning to pace, "By the accident of birth, or some alignment of the stars, I 
was lucky enough to be born in the same century as Jason. Not just the same 
century but the same decade as the man I've fallen in love with. By chance we 
were lucky enough to meet. But the  the cosmos or, whatever, didn't decide to 
make me a human or to make him a fairy." Sighing with exasperation, I fell 
backwards onto my bed, "And if we really are soul mates, if such a thing 
exists, was our story made intentionally difficult or is it all one big string of 
coincidences? Is it for a reason we were given this burden or… is that just our 
lot in life?" 

"For the last time, you love each other, and that should be all that 
matters," said Ambrosia. "You and Jason are doing something beautiful here. 
Now let's do something with that hair."

A few hours later my hair was pinned up in a simple classy bun, my 
makeup was done with shimmery metallic tones of purple and silver, and I 
was in my wedding dress.

"Oh Acacia you're so beautiful," Leah breathed. "The dress really is 
perfect."

I had to agree. I'd put a lot of effort into finding a dress that merged our 
two cultures so well. The colour was just white enough to satisfy human 
tradition and just silver enough to satisfy fairy tradition. The bottom of the 
skirt was silverwhite mesh with lacy green vines and leaves. It was simple but 
breathtaking. It had a halter neck, and was backless, of course, for my wings. A 
couple shades darker than my skin, my wings were very large with black 
outlined panels.

I opted not to wear a veil or carry a bouquet, and instead, in keeping 
with fairy tradition, would walk down the aisle with my hands in front of my 
face. I wore a silver circlet that had been masterfully weaved into my hairdo by 
Ambrosia.

Suddenly my mother came in, bringing some breakfast items. She 
looked like a shorter, rounder version of me, with tired eyes and greyer hair. 
This morning though, her eyes were shining with pride and joy, "Oh darling
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you look stunning!" She said as she laid down the breakfast tray, "I have 
something for you." She produced two small, wooden, heartshaped earrings. 
"For your tradition," she said, "I wore them on my wedding day."

"Something borrowed," I hugged her, "Thank you mom!"

"I know how important that human tradition is to you," she smiled.

She was right, that was one human tradition I simply loved: Something 
old, something new, something borrowed, something blue.
 

The circlet was old; I had inherited it from my grandmother. The dress, 
of course, was new. The earrings were borrowed, and I was blue!

~~♥~~

When we arrived at the venue it took my breath away. It was just last 
night that we decorated, but I couldn't believe how beautiful it was in the 
morning sun. The clearing in the woods was perfect. We'd set up two rows of 
wooden benches with an aisle in between. At the front there was a large, 
flowing, weeping willow tree that we'd hung a tire swing from. We could even 
hear a river babbling nearby. As everyone arrived and took their seats, I found 
a rock near the river to sit on. I was deep in thought when I was approached by 
my great aunt Yasmine. "Hello dear," she said. "Oh you look beautiful  but so 
white, and so long," she said, gesturing to my dress. It was customary for fairy 
brides to wear skimpy dresses in silver or green.

"I thought Jason would like it," I said as way of explanation.

"Now dearie, if you make all your decisions in marriage based on what 
your husband will like, very soon you'll have no life of your own at all you 
know," she tutted.

I sighed. I was already tired of living between two worlds  could I 
really handle a lifetime of this?

"Don't worry Aunt Yasmine," I said, trying to smile as if she'd told a 
joke. "Are they ready for me soon?" I asked, hoping to change the subject.
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"Oh I have no idea love," she said dismissively, "I came to ask, what exactly is 
that...thing, hanging from that tree in the front?" She seemed mildly appalled.

"It's "

"Acacia, there you are! Come on!" Leah helped me up from the rock 
and hurried me back to where everyone  including my future husband  was 
waiting.

~~♥~~

As the bridesmaids and groomsmen walked down the aisle in front of 
me, the worries in my head were louder than ever. Both Jason and I 
desperately wanted children, but how would we raise them? All the 
possibilities and questions rushed through my head. Education, bullying  
what kind of future would our children have? Who would want to hire some 
blue chick with no wings? Who would want to date some peach guy with 
wings?

What about our ancestors, our relatives, our future children  were we 
letting them all down? Was I letting them all down? By marrying a human and 
adopting human culture, was I assimilating? Was I making the human race 
think it was okay to march into our villages and ransack them, killing the men 
and violating the women like they did hundreds of years ago? Would mankind 
feel threatened by us, as more and more of us married into their race? Would 
they enslave us again? In my mind at that moment, history was repeating itself 
 and I was at fault.

"Acacia, you're up," my mother whispered. "Hey, are you okay?"

I smiled tightly, "I'm fine mom." Then I held my hands in front of my 
face and began walking, barefoot, down the aisle. I couldn't help noticing that 
everyone on my left was a shade of blue or purple, while everyone on my right 
was peach, beige, and brown. I was walking between two worlds, towards my 
eternity with Jason. I caught a glimpse of him through my fingers, and my 
eyes welled up with tears. I wanted to be with him so badly, but could we do 
it? If I wanted to back out, it had to be now. I felt my legs shaking as I
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made the last few steps towards the altar. Two more paces and we'd be saying 
our vows. The wars and destruction of the past flashed through my mind, the 
difficulties our children would face, the hostility and prejudice we'd be subject  
to. One more step. I thought of my life with Jason, and how difficult it would 
be. I thought of my life without him, and couldn't bear it.

As I turned to face him, he took my hands from in front of my face and 
held them in his. When he saw the expression on my face, he looked worried.

"How?" I whispered with tears in my eyes, "How can we possibly pull 
this off?"

He squeezed my hands a little tighter. "Together," he said with a 
reassuring smile.

For the rest of the ceremony, all I could think about was that moment, 
that smile, that word: together. We would work this out  together. We could 
face the world  together. As I said my vows I meant every word. I filled each 
syllable with my love for Jason and felt each promise more deeply than I ever 
had. For better or worse  we'd be together. Till death do us part  we'd be 
together. We would spend the rest of our lives together! The thought made me 
giddy, and I remembered all the reasons I was marrying Jason.

~~♥~~

There would be times during our marriage that I would look back on 
that day, the worries that I had, the anxiety, and how Jason had stilled all of it 
with a smile and a word. Like when our first child was born, a beautiful little 
boy named Fable. His skin was a much paler tint of blue than mine, and he had 
black hair and the cutest pointy ears. From the moment I saw him I loved him 
so much, and I knew he would have no trouble making a place for himself in 
the world. As he learned to walk and fly  even without wings  I scolded 
myself for ever having any doubts about his success in life. And on his 
graduation day, when he received his high school diploma, I cried and looked 
over at Jason who was beaming with pride. That evening Fable told us that 
instead of going to a conventional university, he wanted to move to the forest 
and learn the ways of the fairies. He had grown up to be a remarkable young 
man; he had my stubborn determination and Jason's ability to see and believe
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in the good in the world  he never let anything stop him from achieving his 
dreams.

One day, decades after our wedding, Jason and I were sitting on the 
veranda of our retirement home, looking over the lake and drinking our 
morning coffee. We were both older and wiser, with grey hair and frail joints. I 
sighed with contentment as I felt the cool breeze on my wings. "How did we 
manage it all?" I said, looking back on the life we led, the people we met, the 
difference we made, and the moments we shared.

Jason grinned and winked playfully, sending my heart aflutter like we 
were young again, "Together."
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Jeremy Wills (2020)
Jeremy Wills
Type: Ink
______________________
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Self Portrait as a Clown
Jeremy Wills
Type: Ink
______________________
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End of the World
Herbert Breath
______________________

It takes a
village to
burn itself
to the ground.
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Calm Your Dogs
Herbert Breath
______________________

You there in
the future,
thinking you
know my thoughts,
read my words,
and say I
mean this or
my life meant
that, but I 
don’t know what
I believe. You
don’t tell a
dog what its
barking means,
you don’t crack
open a 
cactus and
pronounce that
the clear juice
is gospel
music, I
won’t become
what you say
I am just
because you
say what I 
am. I am
a streak of
noise that cracks
all meaning
and refuses
to allow
so much as
an echo.
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Bottom Fishing
Herbert Breath
______________________

One hundred
dead flowers
floating by
our dory,
lure drops to
rock floor and 
bobs, fake fish
hopping, so
alluring
a red fish
bites the hook,
and I haul
it up, the
lungs bursting
with air, and
so we toss
it on the
water where
it sits like
a balloon
target for
an eagle
swooping down.
I am the
red fish in
your poem.
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Words to Live By
Herbert Breath
______________________

Even the
most perfect
ass has a
crack in it.
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Untitled Photo
Minahil Khan
______________________
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To say I love you is an understatement.

When you love somebody, it is like everything revolves around you and that 
one person. I have never felt that kind of love before. But with you, the word 
love has a deeper meaning than the dictionary defines it. With you my world 
stops, time disappears, and our moments together get stuck in time. 

Needing you is an understatement. 

When you need someone, you will learn to wait infinite amounts of time for 
them to need you, just how you need them. I have never needed someone as 
much as I need you. With you, the amount of need we have for each other is 
riding the same wave. Bobbing up and down, slowly but surely. 

Wanting you in my life forever is an understatement. 

I went through seventeen years of life without you. I went through life without 
knowing how great life could be. Now a year later I gave seen the greater side 
of life with you by my side. I cannot begin to imagine a life without you now. 
You are my future. 

Loving you, needing you, and believing we had a future was my greatest 
mistake. 

It has been twelve months, three hundred and sixtyfive days since you left. At 
first, I wanted you to come back. I wanted to love you, need you, and have a 
future with you. I wanted us forever. As time slowly passed and the seasons 
came and go. I moved through life without you and continued to focus on 
myself. I grew out of loving you. I grew out of needing you. I grew out of 
wanting you in my life forever. 

Life was an understatement, but that is the before and after effect of loving and 
losing.

The Before and After Effect
Janelle Park
______________________
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Waxwing
Kaitlyn Walsh
______________________
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Leaf Catching the Sun
Mohammed Mustufa
______________________
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