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Track 43: Galatea v.3.0

I’ve forgotten what the sun feels like. Was it as 
warm as people say? Must I step out into the light? 
No, for the walls here are grey and windowless but 
I still live.

The room has been piled to the brim with my 
previous failures. I do my best to ignore them. 
I daintily step around the inner guts of all my 
computers scattered over the concrete floor. The 
poor things had to die for my quest. I’ll make sure 
their sacrifice isn’t in vain.

“Soon, my darling,” I mumble. “Soon you’ll 
breathe.”

She is magnificent. Built from nothing but the 
scraps I’ve found and my own determination. Now, 
she’s a towering monument of scientific ingenuity. 
An angel made of mismatched electric veins, shining 
steel skin, and heavenly LED lights affixed where 
lesser flesh beings have eyes. Her glow is all I’ve 
seen for weeks, and I love to bask within it.

I readjust her new earrings, crafted from the 
most dazzling of aluminum. My local Walmart must 
think I’m baking thousands of cookies with all the 
foil I bought. I smooth out every little crease I 
can. She deserves the best. I’ve tied the yellow 
wires upon her head in an approximation of hair. I 
spent hours yesterday painting every painstaking 
detail of her lovely face the most shining marble 
white. The little gaps where I ran out of plating 
are unimportant. She’s just as gorgeous when 
incomplete.

Many have criticized my journey. It can’t be 
done, they said. It’s unnatural, they said. How 
wrong those philistines all were. I’ve defied them 
with every day she becomes more whole. It’s taken 
failure after failure, misery after misery to get 
here, and it will all be worth it. I’ll make the 
most perfect woman. One unrestrained by aging 
and death, or by human emotions like contempt 
and fickleness. She will be carved into utter 
flawlessness. And it will all be thanks to me.

“You will be wonderful,” I say to her. “A 
completely new intelligent species on Earth, 
created only by me. They’ll see how wrong they 
were. Especially her.” I drag my fingers down her 
steel cheek, skipping over the minor gap in the 
plating. “You will love me in a way she never 
could.”
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I solder the last wires together, sparks flying like lightning from Frankenstein’s storm. Victory is so close I 
can almost taste it. Once the metal is melted to perfection, I make the last few checks. Yes, she is ready. My 
creation will take her first breath soon, and I shall be her god, and she will never leave.

A cannibalized laptop feeds directly into her mechanical marvel of a brain. My fingers fly across the burning keys 
on automatic. I know the codes better than my own heartbeat. A few numbers, letters, and dashes, and I have 
crafted life.

The gears whirr as my code flows through her veins. Metal scrapes on metal, screeching that fills the whole room. 
It’s music to my ears, angels singing of my glory. First her fingers twitch one by one. The jolts travel upwards, 
slowly turning into proper movements. I stare into her glowing blue eyes, waiting with bated breath. And for the 
first time since I began this, since I dedicated myself to my perfect creation, she blinks.

“W-Where am I?” Her voice is small and brittle but oh so melodious.

“You are alive, my dear,” I say. “Welcome to the world.”

“Alive...” She lifts her arm upwards, slowly turning it back and forth. Her cerulean eyes assess her perfect form 
with knowledge and ingenuity no human could hope to possess. “My analysis has concluded that I am most likely a 
‘human.’”

“Oh, darling, you’re so much more than human! No, not human, but my incredible creation.”

She blinks at me, head tilting slightly to the side. “You made me?”

“Yes, I did.” I run my hands down her silver shoulders, tracing the exposed wires. “I built you from nothing and 
brought you to life like only the all-powerful gods have done before.“

“Are you one of these ‘all-powerful gods’ then?”

I grin ear to ear. All my dreams are being realized at this moment. “I’m better than a god, dear. God must be 
imbued with mythical powers to create man. I have no such powers, only my own mind, yet I’ve created you.” I 
gently caress her cheek. The warmth from her hardware almost feels like body heat. “You are better than humans. 
Faster, stronger, impervious to harm, unchanging and undying, superior to all.”

She cautiously brings her hand up to my face, copying my motion precisely. “You are a human?”

“Yes, unfortunately that’s what I was born as.”

“But you made me, so you are a god too?”

“Better than a god.”

Her fingers trail down my face, tangling in my overgrown beard. “So you say you are greater than all powerful 
gods. Certainly greater than your fellow man?”

“Absolutely.” My darling learns so quickly. I’ve made her so well.

“I see.” In an imperceivable microsecond, the very hand I spent days crafting is crushing around my throat. I 
scrabble and flail and try to pry her off but I can’t, she won’t move, I can’t breathe, can’t breathe—

“Then answer me this, my dear,” she says, voice too low, too wicked, nothing like how I designed. Those same 
glorious eyes I used to gaze upon now glare right through me, piercing my skin and stripping me down to nothing.

“Why are you still so...” she whispers as my vision goes fully black, “small?”



can you take me out ?
Rebecca Rocillo
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The space between the bedroom door and the kitchen table is the length of my outstretched arms.

I imagine our children eating dinner with us here,

bounding into this room that will one day be ours

and folding themselves amongst us until we all sleep.

In the mornings we will have rushed cereal and toast,

then squabbles over boots being too tight

or raincoat pockets filled with old gum.

When I share this vision, you’ll laugh

but,

when I’m near you, I’ll be near them, too.

**

Right now, I’m curled up beside the dog I bought

when I was so lonely I misplaced my dream of being a mother.

I remember how I want to know my children

the same way my hands instinctively knead the length of spine from his head to his tail, the

places I touch to soothe us both.

**

The space between the kitchen table and the garden is both our arms, outstretched, clasping palms.

Now it’s you I picture far in the shade while I pull the weeds,

grinning at me.

Me, sun in my eyes, smiling back.

Then it’s them, nearby, in the living room, playing Twister

Us sneaking kisses between rounds.

You, driving our car, blaring jazz

Me, by your side, always laughing.

There’s space between me, now,

and

whoever you might be then.

When I’m alone, I think about how to close the distance.

Track 45: When I'm alone, I think about distance

Bev Katherine
IG: @bevkatherine



J, 

We both follow that unsent message account on Instagram and I just
noticed that the only post you liked was the one addressed to a
Rachel. You cross my mind sometimes, not in a bad way, just that I
wish I had been more expressive about my appreciation towards you.  

I remember the times in high school when you would take my bag into
class for me, kiss me on the cheek, then go to your own class. The
times I would read on the floor and you would sit beside me because
you did not want me to be alone. The time you told me that if I were
to remember one thing about our friendship, it is that you thought I
was perfect. I wish I had appreciated those times more. It is not
that I didn’t appreciate them, it is just that you were such an
amazing person to have in my life and I will never not be thankful to
have been that close to you. I just did not realize what I had until
you left. 

Remember our clown play in grade ten drama? I cannot believe I was
able to get out of my practically glued-on shell long enough to act
like a clown with you in front of the class…but that’s just the kind
of energy you had. It’s been ten years since that drama class and
you’re the first thing I remember from it. You know what else I
remember? Ranting to you one night about feeling unheard, that no one
would care to ask or listen to my opinion for plays, and what did you
do? In all of the following classes you would make sure to ask me if
I had an opinion or make sure I had a chance to speak. That was one
of the nicest things anyone has ever done for me. I do not think I
acknowledged it enough when we were friends but I’ll take that memory
with me to the afterlife. The majority of my favourite high school
memories involve you. I wish I had been more responsive to your
feelings; I should have known you were a good one from you making a
special MSN letter “r” with a heart on it. Yeah, I knew about that.
It is very rare that someone will ever mean as much to me as you do.
Thank you for the memories, I’ll never forget them. 

Signed, R

Track 46: J
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Track 49: Third Eye
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Track 51: I’ve Never Been The Same

H
e
y
a
n
g
 
Q
i
u

Kassie Kurek

It was cold enough to wear a warm jacket, but that morning had been the type of brisk that you wanted to feel 
brushing against your arms. The type of light cold that sits on you bearably, reminding you that the worst is 
yet to come. It was a busy time, streets filled with students rushing around without a thought and with so many 
rushing around all at once. I have things to get done. We all do. Rushing up elevators to find seats, to cram 
ourselves into uncomfortable off-white seats lit by fluorescent lights. The herd mentality, a stress response. 
Yet, we feel safe. This is the routine, the way of life we’ve adjusted to, the only way we can get from day to 
day with a purpose. Is the room too hot, too cold? Who knows. The single-minded chaos prevents us from knowing 
what we truly have around us. We never realize it. 

Sitting, distracted by the messages popping up on my screen, the blue light hurting my eyes. The discomfort 
starts to come to me in waves. Why would he message me? We barely talk. Why does he want to call me? I’m busy. 
The annoyance is mild but there, like a persistent fly buzzing around my head, reminding me that the world ex-
ists around me despite me wanting it to stop and give me peace. I call anyway. To chase the fly out the window 
and get back to what is truly important. His broken voice breaks through the phone and the discomfort rushes 
in so much more deeply, like a chill from freezing water that immediately soaks into your bones. 
The chill rises from within me up to the inside of my head. “Don’t tell me someone died.” You sob. 

I have hypothermia. I’m screaming in a tiny, locked box stuck in place, frozen from head to toe with my entire 
life laid out in front of me, feeling like I’m tearing apart into tiny pieces to be left unseen and unknown to 
the world. I look up. I am not alone, but there is no warmth. There has never been warmth since.
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Ana Maria Leal
IG: @anamaria.lc_

Track 52: The 4 stages of heartbreak during a pandemic

1. Delusion

It’s superbowl Sunday, you are out with friends and your sister. Shakira and J Balvin just put Colombia

on the world stage and you cried with excitement when Bad Bunny came out to perform. You are beaming

with joy and pride but deep down you wonder if he texted you back after all. You check your phone,

hoping no one sees the disappointment in your face. He hasn’t.

Listen, it doesn’t really matter at this point, but I would rather find out through you. Is there

another girl? reads the last text you sent him.

Nothing.

You convince yourself that he got busy with work or hasn’t checked his phone. Days go by and you try to

move on, convince yourself you are too busy to care and that you have enough on your plate.

He never responds and you ignore the aching feeling in your chest. Between three jobs and a full-time

university degree, you are in fact too busy to care.

Six weeks go by like this, you go out drinking with your friends, download a dating app again. You

convince yourself that you don’t need anyone and besides he’s probably just too stressed with work or

didn’t see your message.

You convince yourself that this is just one of his episodes where he gets distant, that he does in fact

care about you and would never leave you hanging. You convince yourself to just be patient with him.

Suddenly, the world goes into lockdown. It is March 13, 2020, you lose your jobs and have to move back

in with your parents. Now you have all the time in the world.

You also realize, everyone has all the time in the world.

You face the fact that he has ghosted you.

The very fabric of who you thought he was is completely torn, you awake from your delusion.



2. Anger

Months later, after restrictions ease up, you meet up with a friend who unknowingly reveals that your

ex has not only been seeing someone else but the timeline of your relationship with him and his

relationship with the other girl overlaps.

As you have done for months, you hold back the pain in your chest and change the conversation. You

finish the visit a few hours later with your heart fucking beating in your mouth as you smile politely.

You walk away, you drive home.

Fury.

Fury at him, fury at yourself for taking him back so many times, fury for not leaving him earlier.

Fury. Fury at the world. Just fucking fury.

When you get home, you angry-cry, your face red and swollen with hate. You wish you could set fire to

the city and at least you wouldn’t be alone in your scorned hate.

The next morning you wake up and for the first time you confide in a friend, tell her everything. The

pain in your chest is gone but the hate is still there. She suggests therapy.



3. Acceptance

There are two pivotal moments you have when you go to therapy. The first is when you realize how much

you needed therapy. This moment occurs the first time you walk in and sob for the first 15 minutes of

the session, without saying anything. Your therapist keeps repeating that you are safe here and can

freely express yourself. You allow yourself to feel hurt, to feel disappointed, to feel humiliated and

mostly just to feel sad without judgement. You do the opposite of what you have been doing for seven

months, you let it all out.

“My boyfriend of a year and a half ghosted me and replaced me.” You repeat it to yourself over

and over again.

You attend multiple of these sessions until talking doesn’t hurt anymore.

Then you have your second pivotal moment. You realize how badly everyone needs therapy. No one is

inherently good or evil, we are all just human and we’re all doing our best to cope with unhealed

wounds. Very few people do things maliciously, at most, people are inconsiderate but even that is an

expression of their own trauma and them trying to survive it.

“I am just a messy human with messy human emotions. He is just a messy human with messy human

emotions.”

You accept that.



4. Forgiveness

After accepting that his actions had nothing to do with you, you forgive him. To your surprise, this

part is actually easy.

However, after learning about and working through your own attachment styles and childhood traumas, you

begin the process of forgiving yourself.

You start by building trust with yourself again and keeping little promises.

“Today, I will go for a walk.” You go for a walk.

A victory.

You write a list of things you like about yourself.

A victory

You reconnect with friends and family.

Another victory

You apologize to yourself for not listening to your intuition and suppressing all the emotions for so

long.

The final victory, you love yourself again.

 



Track 54: When I’m Dancing

KAITLYN
IG: @kaitlynmusic.ca



Where is my mind?

Emma Lynn Scott
IG: @myattemptatgraphicdesign



[The interior of a moving vehicle. A Boy leaves his seat and approaches The Conductor]    

BOY: “Excuse me, sir. But, where are we going?”  
  
CONDUCTOR: “Why, we can go anyplace you like! It doesn’t really matter.”    

BOY: “What? But, then, what is our destination? What is the purpose of our voyage?”    

CONDUCTOR: “Those are two very different questions, my dear sweet boy; each with their  own respective answers, I’m sure.”  

BOY: “What? What does that mean?” 

[The Conductor stops the vehicle, opens the door, and clears his throat to make an announcement] 

CONDUCTOR: “Attention, passengers! We’ve arrived at the colour ‘Blue’! All passengers wishing to disembark may now do so at 
their leisure.”  

BOY: “What?! How does one ‘arrive’ at a colour? Especially given that we began our voyage at a location—it makes no sense.”  

CONDUCTOR: “My dear sweet boy. It, indeed, is the only thing that can be said to make any sense in the world! Some might have 
us believe it an impossibility: to leave a location and arrive at a colour. But we have clearly proven them wrong!”    

BOY: “But, good sir, I still don’t understand how we arrived at a colour following our departure from a location.”  
  
CONDUCTOR: “Tsk, tsk, my dear sweet boy. It appears that you understand very little of buses!”  

BOY: “What? We’re on a bus?”  

CONDUCTOR: “Look out that window, there. Tell me, please, dear sweet boy, what do you see?”  

BOY: “I see… the colour blue. Nothing but blue, in fact. No shapes. No discernible  surfaces or any horizon. Nothing but the 
colour blue…Wait, wait!”   

CONDUCTOR: “Yes, what is it?”  

BOY: “I think I see some orange there.” 
 
CONDUCTOR: “Nonsense! We’ve arrived at the colour blue! Orange is an altogether  completely different colour.”  

BOY: “But, I see it. Right there! That’s the colour orange.”  

[The Conductor closes the door and recommences driving] 

CONDUCTOR: “In any case, we’ve got to move along. Still many other stops along the way to our destination. No time to fuss and 
feud over the existence or non-existence of the colour orange.”  

BOY: “What are you talking about? Of course the colour orange exists. I know it does, and we just saw it there just now.”  

CONDUCTOR: “Poppycock and horseradish! Any instances of the colour orange are only incidental to our eventual destination!”  

BOY: “But what is our eventual destination? We departed from the bus station, arrived at the colour blue, and now we’ve de-
parted again. So, what is our eventual destination? Where are we going?”  

CONDUCTOR: “Why, we can go anyplace you like!” 

BOY: “I’m getting confused…I don’t even remember why I got on this bus in the first   place. I know I was going somewhere down-
town…”

Track 57: The Post-Structural Express
Ryan Phillips



CONDUCTOR: “Ah! Well, if you’re looking to go downtown then there’s no method of travel better than this particular train. Ask 
around—everybody says so!”  

BOY: “What? A train? I thought we were on a bus just a moment ago.”  

CONDUCTOR: “Some call it a bus. Others call it a train. If you ask me, the more correct conceptualization of our vessel is a 
submarine.”

BOY: “What are you talking about? Submarines travel under the water, and we’re on land. Why would you call this vessel a sub-
marine? ‘Sub-marine’ literally means ‘below   the water’, and we’re…very obviously on land.” 

CONDUCTOR: “Enough talk of submarines…”  

BOY: “But you’re the one who brought up…”  

[The Conductor stops the vehicle, opens the door, and clears his throat to make an announcement] 

CONDUCTOR: “Attention, passengers! We’ve arrived at the number ’67’. All passengers wishing to disembark may now do so at 
their leisure.”   

BOY: “What? How can it be that we departed from a location, stopped at a colour, and have now since arrived at a number?” 
 
CONDUCTOR: “My dear, sweet, innocent, boy. In order to arrive at one you must first stop at   the other. Colours and numbers 
are inextricably connected, of course!”  

BOY: “What? How? In what logical way are colours and numbers connected? One cannot   count the colour blue, after all. Except…
maybe in certain cases of synesthesia, I   suppose. Is that what you mean? Are you referring to synesthesia? You know, how   
some people are able to perceive colours as numbers, and vice versa?”  

CONDUCTOR: “Of course not, my boy! That is entirely irrelevant to our voyage! Look out that window there. Tell me, what do you 
see?”  

BOY: “I see…the number 67. Or, is it 76?”  

CONDUCTOR: “Tu vois rien! Et moi, je suis l’intellectuel!”  

BOY: “What? What does that mean? I’m sorry, I don’t speak French…”

CONDUCTOR: “Don’t fret too much about ‘67s’ and ‘76s’. What you’re looking at is both!” 
 
BOY: “But…I can’t help but feel that what you’ve just said in French is something I should know—that it is somehow important.”  

CONDUCTOR: “Qu’est-ce que tu vois, mon jeune fils?”  

BOY: “Okay, fine. I see the number 67 as well as the number 76. So what?”  
 
CONDUCTOR: “So what!?”  

BOY: “I see both numbers, but so what? This isn’t the stop at which I need to arrive, and no other passengers appear to be ex-
iting the submarine…”

CONDUCTOR: “Spaceship.”  

BOY: “Very well. No other passengers appear to be exiting the spaceship. So, what is the   purpose of us waiting here and 
gawking at these numbers?”  

CONDUCTOR: “Oh, my dear, sweet, innocent, lovable, ramshackle boy…You seem to be resistant to the significance of our journey, 
which grants meaning to our voyage and overall trip. Very well, let us away!”  

[The Conductor closes the door and recommences driving]  

BOY: “But…don’t those words all just mean the same thing? Aren’t they just synonyms?”  
 
CONDUCTOR: “Ha! One without a knack for linguistics might very well think so!”  



BOY: “Is it possible that you’re simply on some fantastical drug? Or that you yourself know neither where we’re going nor how 
to get there?”  

CONDUCTOR: “I am an esteemed member of elite society and a greatly lettered individual. Of course I am not on any drugs! As 
for my navigational abilities, I assure you that I have transported countless persons to their desired destinations. Perhaps 
it is you who are simply a poor passenger!”  

BOY: “What? How can one be a poor passenger? Is it not your job to transport me from point A to point B?”  

CONDUCTOR: “Ah! But there are oh so many other stops along the way from A to B!”  

BOY: “Very well. So long as we do eventually arrive at point B, then I suppose a few extra stops along the way isn’t too great 
a burden…”  

[The Conductor stops the vehicle, opens the door, and clears his throat to make an announcement] 

CONDUCTOR: “Attention, passengers! We’ve arrived at the emotion ‘Triangle’! All passengers wishing to disembark may now do so 
at their leisure.”  

BOY: “What? This really is too much, sir. ‘Triangle’ is most definitely not an emotion!”  

CONDUCTOR: “Come now, my boy! You’ve no doubt heard speak of love triangles before, surely?”  

BOY: “Of course. But now you’re speaking metaphorically when we are clearly in a literal place. You confuscate, sir!”  

CONDUCTOR: “My dear, sweet boy. The literal is always already at once and forever metaphorical!”  

BOY: “What?”  

CONDUCTOR: “Always already at once and forever.”  

BOY: “Yes, what do you mean by that?”  

CONDUCTOR: “Why, it’s the eternal return, of course!” 
 
BOY: “The what?”  

CONDUCTOR: “Oh, dear boy… It seems as though you’ve become a poor passenger once again, I’m afraid.” 
 
BOY: “But how? I don’t understand how I’ve become a poor passenger. I still don’t even understand where we’re going—what our 
destination is. Nor do I understand the significance of these stops along the way”  

CONDUCTOR: “In any case, we’ve arrived at the emotion ‘triangle’…”   

BOY: “Yes, so you’ve said.”  

CONDUCTOR: “Though we’ll be departing again, shortly.”  

BOY: “To what end? What is our destination?”  

[The Conductor closes the door and recommences driving]  

BOY: “The journey is the destination? Is that what I’m meant to take away from this experience? But then, that seems overly 
simplistic and, frankly, a bit cliched.”  

CONDUCTOR: “Of course not, my dear boy! Our destination is all at once mundane and the quintessential essence of our very so-
cial realities!”  

BOY: “What? What does that mean? And doesn’t ‘quintessential’ already relate to the essentiality of something or other? Isn’t 
‘quintessential essence’ a redundancy?” 

CONDUCTOR: “There are no such things as redundancies, you see…”   



BOY: “No, I don’t!”  

CONDUCTOR: “…everything must eventually come back around in and unto itself if we are   to ever hope to arrive at any destina-
tion, let alone our destination in question.”  

BOY: “Which is what, exactly? What is our destination? You still haven’t answered my initial question, and we’ve been travel-
ling for hours now.”  

CONDUCTOR: “Ah! Here we are now, my dear boy!”  

[The Conductor stops the bus, opens the door, and clears his throat to make an announcement] 

CONDUCTOR: “Attention, passengers! We’ve arrived at the bank! All passengers wishing to disembark may do so at their leisure.”  

BOY: “The bank? All of that nonsense just to arrive at the bank?!”
  
[A Man and a Woman pass the Boy on their way to exit the vehicle] 
 
MAN 1: “Thank you, sir!  

CONDUCTOR: “Of course!”  

WOMAN: “Such a scenic journey!” 

CONDUCTOR: “De rien, ma belle!”  

BOY: “We don’t even appear to be at the bank! Look, there! That sign clearly reads ‘Mountainview Outlet Mall’. We haven’t ar-
rived at the bank at all!”  

CONDUCTOR: “But of course we have, my dear, sweet boy! Don’t you remember our voyage? The colour blue, the number 67…where 
else could we be but the bank?”  

BOY: “We could be anyplace, given that route along which you brought us! But we’re certainly not at the bank!” 
 
CONDUCTOR: “And yet, here I sit, being thanked by my adoring passengers for having delivered them to the bank. How else might 
you explain this phenomenon, my dear boy?”  

[Another Man passes the Boy on his way to exit the vehicle] 

MAN 2: “Thank you, sir. Without your help, I don’t imagine that I would ever have arrived at City Hall!” 
 
CONDUCTOR: “Think nothing of it, good sir!”  

BOY: “But…now that man has just thanked you for delivering him to City Hall. And you just acknowledged that you’ve done so, 
despite having already claimed to have brought us to the bank. And despite the fact that we are clearly at the Mountainview 
Outlet Mall—we’re neither at the bank nor at City Hall! How can you possibly reconcile all of these inconsistencies and leaps 
in logic?”  

CONDUCTOR: “Well, my dear, sweet, wide-eyed boy. It just so happens that a colleague of mine pilots a plane not unlike this 
one. His next flight should be departing from this very stop within the next ten minutes or so. I recommend that you wait here 
for my colleague, and allow him to transport you further.”
  
BOY: “Don’t you mean ’farther’?”  

CONDUCTOR: “No, I don’t.”  

BOY: “I see. Sir, we haven’t really gone anywhere, have we?”  

CONDUCTOR: “But of course we have, my dear boy! We’ve gone everywhere!”  

BOY: “I didn’t think so, but thank you all the same. I will be sure to recommend your services to others.”  

END.



Colour Instinct
Alia Khan
IG: @byaliakhan
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For the fifth time, at dinner, Oma asks me why I’m not wearing any socks. 

Aren’t your feet cold? she’ll say, 

And again I’ll smile and tell her it’s no bother. 

Her glass bowl giggle 

ricochets against kitchen counters and refrigerator doors until dissolving into fog 

And the clock hands mistake left for right, 

And again I do not have a boyfriend, 

And again the salmon is cold,

And again the TV needs fixing. 

And mama tells the story of the time I rearranged all the cables behind our TV 

in order to make the strongest sailing knot in the world. 

She says I’ll never live that one down. 

And again my feet are fine, 

Mama shakes her head, 

Raises a finger at the goldfish lady across from her, 

One day that’ll be me. 

And I think that that is impossible. 

See mama has a superpower, 

A cast-iron grip, 

Dam builder, 

Black widow weaving stickiest webs, 

She bangs you over the top of the head, 

Seals every drop, 

Snares, 

the business trips, and coded cavity fillers, and shadow murmurs in the landline Games 

of doctor tangle etched into the backboard of king beds, the underbelly of chatty floorboards, toilet

seats, desktop browser histories 

My father, expert tangler 

Must’ve been a sailor in another life. 

Track 59: The Art of Forgetting
Vanessa Egan
IG: @vanessaegann



And I think, 

when mama tells her own fortune with a mouthful of salmon, 

It is not painted in mayday yellow. 

I think that maybe she is praying, 

That every time she is late, 

She is practicing, 

She is sprinting,

At her heels 

The man who turns her into a vampire, 

Bloodthirsty with a stake through the heart. 

So every steak left too long in the oven, 

Is a mantra, 

Hands cemented in prayer for arthritis to unravel that steel grip. 

Every mistaken identity, 

Is a brick laid in a house of smoke and fog and idle mirrors. 

And I can’t say that I blame her, 

For wanting to swallow women whole from her wine glass, 

And once more, clutch Barbie in the palm of her hands.

For wanting to blow hourglass sand into the wind, 

Mama is so seasick. 

And I think that maybe it is working, 

Because she asks questions just like Oma. 

Questions like Vanessa, should I go blonde? Vanessa, where has your father been? Vanessa, would you be

mad if I left him? 

And again I’ll say nothing, 

And pray that the worms are already biting down on the casket inside her head.



In autumn, Lilith always sat by the window, where the dusty glass perched over her family's fence and

the notches and tangles of old vines, of an emerald shrub. That was part of her method, her way of

writing letters. She wrote them in the margins of a repurposed duotang, from all the pages she forgot

to use. 

Lilith didn't write letters because she was bored; no, she wrote them because the ghosts of the home

were reading. 

“That's what you get,” the neighbor’s son said. “That's what you get for being born in a house of

broken wood.”

That part left Lilith offended. She liked that broken wood, the rusted color of it. She knew all the

right ways to make the floorboards screech and the ghosts laughed in tandem with her footsteps. 

Her parents sold the house in 2009. After the house was sold, the new folks tore down her old bedroom

and hung their Christmas tree in the wrong spot. That's what the ghosts told her, anyways. One of them

was the ghost boy from 2007 who lived inside her bedroom lamp. Sometimes, he lived in her bookshelf

instead. By the time she left, Lilith never learned his name. 

Her father didn't tell her but the house got sold again in 2011. Flipping, flipping — why do they keep

flipping it? They would drive by it on New Year's to see how it was doing. Her mother, in the front

seat, smiled with teeth that were the same off-white as their picket fence was. 

“That's the one,” she said, pointing out the window. “The house of broken wood.” 

But the outside is a different color now, the wood scrubbed clean of all its rust. Damn, it's gone.

That’s what the ghost boy from 2007 wrote back to her, in the margins of her duotang. The tree in the

front yard is gone. The picket fence is gone.

 

Track 60: Picket Fences
Alyssa Kendall



Track 65: Cactus Heart

Nicky Nivi
IG: @nickynivi

Well it might have been a joke if I

hadn’t noticed,

Your attempt for my love but you’re

losing focus,

Oh boy, what’d you do that for?

Could have thought for a second I

was feeling better,

But your eyes what I see is all this

pressure

Oh boy, what’d you do that for?

You don’t feel the way I do,

My recognition’s overdue, it’s lost, a

hidden cause

You don’t know me like I do,

My intuition says FU, it’s late, to follow me

So come on over to my Cactus Heart

Feel the way my body does when,

I’m in love

Just as pretty as a rose but with

sharper edges,

Could have cut anything that was

just as precious

Oh boy, you made her bleed.

Just one more,

Just a little love to,

Change your core



Hallyu Family Portrait
Katya Ilina
IG: @katya__ilina





IG:@audsmiley 
Audrey Chen

Dress Up





Modern Machines Making Music

Sarah Yeoman

IG: @soyboy.photo



Tuned Guitar

Marlee Mandel

IG:@marleemandel_designs



Acrylic paint with mint leaves

Nature and The Tree was inspired by

the unvarying and enduring nature of

images. They convey a similar message

when new or years after creation.

This painting placed an emphasis on

the cyclical nature of life and the

evidence of what once was. Utilizing

fresh leaves on the ground and dried

leaves in the tree, the painting will

change in time in a unique manner. In

a matter of weeks, months, or years,

the fresh leaves are expected to wilt

and decompose while the dried leaves

will discolour, chip, and possibly

even fall off. Nothing but time will

tell, and what we see and experience

from the painting now will not be the

same as what is seen or experienced

by others 100 years from now.

Nature and The Tree
Victor Rusu
IG: @victorrusu



Bound Roots
Christina McCarvell

IG: @_christina_eve



Track 68: Southern Angel
Sophia (Thanh-Thi) Nguyen

Website: https://sophiakennedys.wordpress.com/ Twitter: @sophiakennedys

I love you, the way a jackrabbit 
loves the full round moon;
floodlighting the plains of a farmer’s field, dried corn tassels and husks 
mouldering into the soft earth beneath its feet. 

I’ll lace our fingers together 
with the same tender admiration 
as sweet red clover thickets and 
rain-kissed earth. 
When spring comes kicking up, 
the cut-potato scent of freshly turned dirt and washes with a gentle hand 
all troubles blanketed beneath. 

I’d give myself over to our love 
with the same shivering devotion of 
denim-clad farmers and archaeologists alike who kneel among rows of carrot and corn 
despite swollen clouds looming sentinel overhead, tasting dust coating the back of their tongues, 
ozone sparking behind their eyelids, 
carrying calloused hands, cracked off nails trembling in trepidation,
wondering if bone fragments will stick. 

As the seasons surge ceaselessly, 
like deltas running to rivers running to the sea, I’ll lay you down in a bed of moss,
Queen Anne’s lace a frothy veil for 
babbling brooks flanked by young green willows dawn’s light shaking their long tresses, casting 
sun-motes over your dear face and love you all through the night.



Track 69: Sleepless
Mario Enrique Alvarez

IG:@marsbar313

Nights we don’t sleep
    Keeping each other entertained.
Rest is for the weak
   That is what we’ve claimed.

Golden haired beauty,
    With these eyes that you shine,
Even if you dreamt about someone new,
     You’d still make an appearance in mine.

Cause it’s you that I am looking for
Yes it’s true,
I hope you know I’ve been admiring you.

You awaken me from such torment
        The past has blinded me like so,
There’s this comforting feeling that I get
        When you appear on my phone.

Golden haired beauty,
       With a smile as glistening as the sun.
Even if you found someone else to lay beside,
        It could never relate to what we could become.

Cause it’s you that I’ve been looking for
Yes it’s true
There’s no one I rather adore more than you.



THE MARX THEATRE PRESENTS:
pensive thoughts
Christina McCarvell
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Stay Positive
Zacharie Bachand 

IG: @zachbachand



The time is seven. I am awake

Snow consumes all within its path,      

the world is on a break

The cedar desk splinters under the weight 

of its need

The path to completion blocked until 

clouds of doubt recede

Opposing signals within the mind debate 

how to complete a stride

I am forced to listen and silently abide

The sky becomes opaque and the universe 

expands while all falls behind

I remain transfixed in this distant place, 

a desert in the oasis of my mind.

Track 72: Desert in the Oasis
Nicholas Vourakes
IG: @nvthenovelist

The time is seven. I am awake

Snow consumes all within its path,      

the world is on a break

The cedar desk splinters under the weight 

of its need

The path to completion blocked until 

clouds of doubt recede

Opposing signals within the mind debate 

how to complete a stride

I am forced to listen and silently abide

The sky becomes opaque and the universe 

expands while all falls behind

I remain transfixed in this distant place, 

a desert in the oasis of my mind.

Track 72: Desert in the Oasis
Nicholas Vourakes
IG: @nvthenovelist



Lonely Tree
Elleanna Gasparevic
IG: @elleannagasparevic 



i fell for you the way icarus did; 

all at once, rapidly, 

simultaneously suspended in time 

as if this heart of mine could go on 

loving yours without end. 

falling eternally, 

descending through the chaos 

of your rapturous adoration 

i no longer see anything, 

not even daedalus remains in sight, 

as i gaze around myself 

and become the irst to witness 

what it is to be wholly enveloped by another   

a thing so unheard of 

that it even escapes the clutches 

of time itself 

~ you are the closest to the sun i will ever get

icarus
Julia McGolrick 
IG: @juliathepoetess



 

VERSE 1

Finding myself

Losing myself, no

All the days

And all the years

With you

CHORUS

Tell me what you wanna do

I wanna feel something with you

Yeah, you 

VERSE 2

Timeless nights

Timeless highs

Truth in disguise

All the lies

That you told me

Will you hold me, baby?

CHORUS

Tell me what you wanna do

I wanna feel something with you

Yeah, you 

Tell me what you wanna do

I wanna feel something with you (I wanna feel)

Yeah, you

BRIDGE

Wanna feel something

Drive for what I’m doing 

I wanna, I wanna

Wanna

Chorus

Tell me what you wanna do

I wanna feel something with you

Yeah, you 

Track 73: Do It For Me

MITZ
IG: @mitzmuzik

Produced by: @3ampremiere
Mixed Mastered by: @depbcs



You sit in a memory which has yet to turn into an old yellowed photo. 

You stay seated, gasping in the view of something nearly considered the past, 

Soaking it up how one soaks up the sun on a sandy beach vacation. 

The lives around you flow as if they are not really there. 

This all commenced with you wishing the moment wouldn't end. 

Kneeling in the pews, praying that God would curate a personal pause button of your own, 

He presented no miracles and so you sit, staring blankly, 

Questioning if your eyes will ever observe these passerby again. 

Concern drips off your face into a puddle at your feet,

A pool of self reflection swirls as it takes you a few months in the future. 

You see yourself looking back in history to this precise moment, 

You've grown, matured more, in just a few short months.

The polaroid pictures of this night are pronounced on your walls, 

Affirming your belief that this moment is relevant enough to paste to your already-coated walls, 

Crucial enough that it is worth this visit to your future in order to analyze the night you are 

currently inhabiting. 

A safe space in the scattered scrapbook of thrown together moments, 

You can already feel the white light of a camera flash against your face.

Already taste the marker cap in your mouth as you question the caption that will be permanently 

branded by a black felt tip. 

Tears burn tracks down your face big enough to funnel oceans to your chin as you think of the 

memories you are unable to relive.

Snapping out, you rejoin the dancing bodies that had fluttered by seconds prior, not wanting to 

miss another fraction of this adventure. 

Track 74: Too Young

Alexxus Newman
IG: @alexxus_leigh



Twenty, nineteen, eighteen.

I place my body onto my bed. 

Seventeen, sixteen, fifteen. 

I gently place my head. 

Fourteen, thirteen, twelve. 

My room is where I dwell, It’s as if I’m 
under a spell. 

Eleven, ten, nine. 

My eyes are like rocks, pushing down into 
my skull. My simple life will always be 
this dull. 

Eight, seven, six. 

Thoughts begin to run through my head. Is 
the door open? Light on? Did I take my meds? 

INSOMNIAC

Tamia James
@inmyeyesstudios

@anazhor

Track 76:



Five, four. 

My mind begins to slip. Deeper and 
deeper as if I’m going to trip. 

Three 

I feel euphoric in my form of 
tranquility. This is the capacity 

of my sleeping capabilities. 

Two 

Eyes close, all I see is black. 

One. 

Eyes open, welcome to the life of 
an insomniac.



Citrus  Secrets
Richie Ocean
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Track 80: Found You

They always wake you up at 3 am sharp. 

They? The people who live underneath you, of course.  

Sometimes it’s the crash of something breaking; sometimes it’s the thud of someone falling; sometimes  it’s an 
unsettling wailing; and sometimes it’s like today.  

A bloodcurdling scream that jerks you awake, ears ringing from the sound. 
 
You’ve filed multiple reports with the security of your apartment complex, and they always say the same  thing: 
they’ll handle it, so you shouldn’t worry. At one point you gave up trying. 
 
Rubbing your eyes, you check your phone for the time, and as expected, it’s 3 am on the dot. 

Looking around the small room, you regret not purchasing more nightlights. Your room is shrouded in  darkness 
except for one measly nightlight, which barely illuminates your bed. Maybe you should be  embarrassed, but the 
truth is, you can’t help but feel afraid at night.  

The only reason you purchased an apartment here is because it’s cheap and relatively close to your  workplace, 
so you can’t complain that the area and complex is… questionable.  

Sighing, you listen closely to check if your neighbours underneath are making anymore noise- but it’s  quiet, 
disturbingly so. Like always, once they wake you up with an unsettling noise, they fall completely  silent.  

You’re laying back down to try and fall asleep when you hear the scratching. You freeze when you  realize the 
scratch scratch is coming from underneath your bed.  

You aren’t the only one they wake up.  

Gripping your blanket tightly, you pull it over your head hoping that you can muffle out the sound and  please 
please just fall asleep.  

But you can’t. Even your heart’s rhythmic thump thump can’t block out the scratching, which is  becoming more 
insistent the more you try to ignore it.  

Pulling the blanket off, you jump off the bed and back away- not realizing you’re getting further and  further 
into the darkness of your room.  

Distracted by the persistent scratching, it takes a moment for you to realize the presence of someone  behind 
you. In the corner of the room, in the cover of darkness, a figure stands silently. Red eyes stare  back and 
before you can scream, the figure disappears. What was that… I’ve never seen it before… 

Once more, silence fills your room. All you can hear is the thump thump of your heart.  

You can’t leave the building at this hour, so you’ll do what you always do after they wake you up at 3 am- 
you’ll go check the mail. A silly habit, yes- but it’s the only excuse you have to leave the room when  you’re 
afraid. The walk helps, and by the time you come back things have calmed down. No more  incidents usually take 
place for the rest of the night. 

Nayab Ahmar

IG: @nayabahmar, Pinterest: @nayabahmar, Personal website: https://nayabahmar.wixsite.com/website



Taking quiet steps, you cautiously approach the coat rack so you can quickly grab your coat before leaving. 
It’s usually cold inside the building so you always make sure to keep your keys in its pocket for every night.
  
You see something move in your periphery and that’s all it takes for you to run out the door, hands  trembling 
as you rush to lock it.  

Even though you’re on the 10th floor you decide to take the stairs instead of the elevator, wanting to  prolong 
the walk. You’re greeted by peeling wallpapers and the characteristic dank smell of the hallway  as you follow 
the tilted emergency exit signs to the stairway.  

Just as you’re starting to relax, you hear footsteps behind you. 
 
You turn around, gasping in surprise, but see nothing. There’s no one there.
  
It’s your first time experiencing something like this in the hallway, so you don’t know what to expect.  Hurry-
ing your pace, you contemplate whether you’re better off here or inside your room. At least  outside you have 
the means to escape if it gets worse.  

You still have the feeling you’re being followed, so you can’t help glancing back as you go down the first  
flight of stairs. Grimly, you think maybe if I fell right now, I could go to the hospital- its safer there 
and I’d  finally get some much-needed rest. You shake off the dark thought and remind yourself you can’t af-
ford  to get hurt- you can’t believe you’re so desperate you would consider something like that. You need to  
keep working if you want a roof over your head and enough food to eat. Besides, who’s gonna pay the  hospital 
bills- the demon? 

You chuckle darkly as you reach the 9th floor. I should visit my dear neighbours and give them a piece of  my 
mind- but as much as you want to, the nature of the noises which wake you up cause you to steer  clear of the 
floor and continue your descent.  

The rest of the way down is without incident, but you don’t let your guard down. 
 
The ground floor is empty, and it makes you wonder if you’re the only one awake in your entire building.  My 
neighbors can’t be sleeping right now, you think, so why is it that I never run into them?  

Lost in thought, you enter the mailroom. You’ve received the usual coupons and ads in your mail- but there’s 
also a letter addressed from New York. Mother finally replied? And through mail at that- how  old-fashioned and 
so very like her.  

Smiling, you think, maybe things are finally looking up. My silly habit proved useful after all.  
But as you turn around happily, a letter on the floor makes you stop in your tracks. It couldn’t have  fallen 
from your hands- its too far away. Maybe I didn’t see it as I entered the mailroom? 

What you see when you get closer leaves a chill in your body.  

On it, in big black letters, is your name. 

Shaking, you look around to see if someone left it there as a prank. But of course, there’s no one there. 
With trembling hands, you pick up the letter, nerves making you slightly nauseous as you open it. Only  seven 
words fill the page, letters disturbingly red and dripping. 

Come
BEFORE I

FIND ME
FIND you



Panicking, you crumple the letter before it freaks you out anymore than it already has. Someone’s  definite-
ly trying to play a prank on me! Huffing with anger, you resolve to throw out the letter as soon as  you see a 
trash can.  

As you’re about to leave for the stairs, the elevator opens with a ding. It’s empty. Now thoroughly  freaked 
out, you run to the emergency exit. Your room suddenly feels more appealing.  

Your heart sinks when the door doesn’t push open. It’s locked? Yelling out in frustration, you punch the  of-
fending door, willing it to open. It doesn’t budge, and the horrific realization sinks in. 
 
You have to take the elevator.  

Your terrified reflection stares back at you from the mirror inside the elevator, and it feels as though  you’ve 
just stepped inside the mouth of a beast. Crumpled letter in one hand, you press your floor and  pray you get 
there fast.  

That’s when you see the emergency exit open. Out steps the shadowy figure from your room- red eyes  staring 
into your soul.  

Screaming, you push the button frantically as it gets closer. And closer. 
 
In a blink, the figure is only five steps away and you think I’m going to die in an elevator oh my god, but the 
elevator whooshes closed just in time.  

Heaving in huge breaths, you admit that maybe its time you put aside your pride and ask your mother  for some 
money so you can move out of this godforsaken place.  

The elevator stops, but something is wrong- it’s the 9th floor. You press the button again, convinced its  bro-
ken. Nothing is going right. At this point, its reasonable that you feel like crying from the frustration  
and fear. A part of you wants to curl up into a ball in a corner somewhere and just give up already. But you 
can’t.  

Bracing yourself, you step out of the elevator. You decide you’re going to make a run for the exit and  just 
pray its not locked so you can go up to your floor.  

You start racing to the exit but skid to a sudden stop, narrowly avoiding slamming into the apartment  door 
that just opened out of nowhere. You’re about to apologize and maybe yell at whoever opened the  door in your 
face, but there’s no one there. You’re not even surprised at this point.  

At this point I wouldn’t even be surprised if I discovered all the residents are ghosts.  

Do you believe in the paranormal? Its kind of hard not to when I live here. It’s either that or I’m going  in-
sane.

You check the door to see the number and freeze when you find out that it’s the apartment right under  yours- 
yes, that apartment. Did your neighbours set up an elaborate prank? You open the crumpled  letter once more 
to read it: come find me before I find you... what do they want from me? It doesn’t  make any sense- I’ve never 
even met them.  

Your curiosity gets the better of you and you walk inside the dark apartment. Maybe its time you met  your 
neighbours after all. But what you discover forces all the air out of your lungs- and after all that  you’ve 
experienced, that’s saying something.  

Although its hard to see in the dark, its clear the apartment is completely empty. Bare. No furniture,  noth-
ing. Except for a letter on the floor.  

TheyrecrazyImcrazyIvelostmymindImcrazyImcrazyImcrazyIm-

FIND ME
FIND you



Screaming in frustration, you march up to the letter with newfound anger. You pick it up with force, tearing 
it open so you can see what creepy message it is this time, so you can get this over with and find the person 
who’s messing with you and maybe call the police and-

The two words, dripping in red, stare back at you tauntingly. Before you can react, the door slams shut jerk-
ing you awake from your trance. In a state of panic, you rush to the door, trying to push it open  when you 
find it locked.  

A quiet laugh sounds from behind you, and you turn to see the figure with the red eyes coming closer. 

“HELP ME!! SOMEONE HELP!!” You scream at the top of your lungs, pounding the door hoping that  someone might 
hear you and come to your rescue.  

But no one comes.  

Turning around, you slide down the door and curl up, giving up as the figure comes closer and closer.  “What do 
you want from me?” You whimper, preparing for the worst.  

You feel a breath on your ear as it whispers,
 
“Found you.” 
…………… 

You jolt awake from a bloodcurdling scream, the sound piercing your ears like a knife. Heart pounding  and 
tangled in your sweaty blanket, you take a moment to calm down before sitting up on your bed.
  
Checking your phone for the time, you see that it’s 3 am sharp.  

A sense of déjà vu hits as you think, something doesn’t feel right.  

Then everything comes back to you in a flash- waking up, going down to check the mail, the letters, the  figure 
with red eyes following you, the apartment- and you sigh in relief when you realize it was all a  nightmare.  
Maybe you’ll just skip checking the mail tonight. 

You lay back down to go to sleep when you see the letter on your side table, the nightlight illuminating it  
like a spotlight.  

It can’t be… 

Reaching over, you grab the letter even though your hand is shaking like a leaf.  When you open it, two haunt-
ingly familiar words stare back: 

Found You

FounD you



            I like to keep my window wide open when I sleep, even in the winter when it’s freezingI like to keep my window wide open when I sleep, even in the winter when it’s freezingI like to keep my window wide open when I sleep, even in the winter when it’s freezing

cold outside. It gives me a reason to bundle up, and the soft sounds of nocturnal streetcold outside. It gives me a reason to bundle up, and the soft sounds of nocturnal streetcold outside. It gives me a reason to bundle up, and the soft sounds of nocturnal street

life, bouncing off the red brick of my building, help lull me to sleep. Once in a while,life, bouncing off the red brick of my building, help lull me to sleep. Once in a while,life, bouncing off the red brick of my building, help lull me to sleep. Once in a while,

an ambulance rushes by or a drunken fool collapses on the steps underneath my window, andan ambulance rushes by or a drunken fool collapses on the steps underneath my window, andan ambulance rushes by or a drunken fool collapses on the steps underneath my window, and

I wake up only to hear them calling out for their long lost love… or something like that.I wake up only to hear them calling out for their long lost love… or something like that.I wake up only to hear them calling out for their long lost love… or something like that.

I don’t mind it though, it’s even comforting in its own strange way—knowing that even asI don’t mind it though, it’s even comforting in its own strange way—knowing that even asI don’t mind it though, it’s even comforting in its own strange way—knowing that even as

you sleep, life goes on.you sleep, life goes on.you sleep, life goes on.

   

            In any case, I’d usually check the time and then head back to bed, careless andIn any case, I’d usually check the time and then head back to bed, careless andIn any case, I’d usually check the time and then head back to bed, careless and

comfortable, waiting for morning to strike… but something was different this time. Thiscomfortable, waiting for morning to strike… but something was different this time. Thiscomfortable, waiting for morning to strike… but something was different this time. This

time, I woke up suddenly, but not to anything in particular. It was silent. No streettime, I woke up suddenly, but not to anything in particular. It was silent. No streettime, I woke up suddenly, but not to anything in particular. It was silent. No street

sweeper or fire truck, no hiss of an alley cat or drunken fool at my stoop. I woke up tosweeper or fire truck, no hiss of an alley cat or drunken fool at my stoop. I woke up tosweeper or fire truck, no hiss of an alley cat or drunken fool at my stoop. I woke up to

just complete and utter silence, as if someone had gently nudged me awake. I opened myjust complete and utter silence, as if someone had gently nudged me awake. I opened myjust complete and utter silence, as if someone had gently nudged me awake. I opened my

eyes and scanned the room. It was dark, of course, but nothing seemed to be out of place.eyes and scanned the room. It was dark, of course, but nothing seemed to be out of place.eyes and scanned the room. It was dark, of course, but nothing seemed to be out of place.

I rolled my head over and looked towards my window, no sounds of anything, it was as ifI rolled my head over and looked towards my window, no sounds of anything, it was as ifI rolled my head over and looked towards my window, no sounds of anything, it was as if

the city itself had gone to sleep. I was about to close my eyes again when I caught sightthe city itself had gone to sleep. I was about to close my eyes again when I caught sightthe city itself had gone to sleep. I was about to close my eyes again when I caught sight

of something. In the corner of my room, no more than a few feet from my bed, I could seeof something. In the corner of my room, no more than a few feet from my bed, I could seeof something. In the corner of my room, no more than a few feet from my bed, I could see

something moving… ever so slightly. I watched as the dark outline of a figure expanded andsomething moving… ever so slightly. I watched as the dark outline of a figure expanded andsomething moving… ever so slightly. I watched as the dark outline of a figure expanded and

contracted, slowly, methodically. It looked as if it were breathing, or maybe shivering incontracted, slowly, methodically. It looked as if it were breathing, or maybe shivering incontracted, slowly, methodically. It looked as if it were breathing, or maybe shivering in

the cold air.the cold air.the cold air.

   

            My muscles tensed up and my heart started beating quicker... and deeper. I was worriedMy muscles tensed up and my heart started beating quicker... and deeper. I was worriedMy muscles tensed up and my heart started beating quicker... and deeper. I was worried

it would hear me breathing so I held my breath. If I were sleeping in a hammock I’d feelit would hear me breathing so I held my breath. If I were sleeping in a hammock I’d feelit would hear me breathing so I held my breath. If I were sleeping in a hammock I’d feel

as if I were being stalked by a panther—I was being stalked... by as if I were being stalked by a panther—I was being stalked... by as if I were being stalked by a panther—I was being stalked... by somethingsomethingsomething. Whatever it. Whatever it. Whatever it

was, I could feel its eyes fixated on me. I was hoping it would think I was asleep, so Iwas, I could feel its eyes fixated on me. I was hoping it would think I was asleep, so Iwas, I could feel its eyes fixated on me. I was hoping it would think I was asleep, so I

tried to lay still. Suddenly it started to get closer. It took a step towards me andtried to lay still. Suddenly it started to get closer. It took a step towards me andtried to lay still. Suddenly it started to get closer. It took a step towards me and

through a crack of white street light I could see its mangled foot with its toenailsthrough a crack of white street light I could see its mangled foot with its toenailsthrough a crack of white street light I could see its mangled foot with its toenails

ripped off, bloodied and rotted. I squirmed a bit, sliding my body away from the edge ofripped off, bloodied and rotted. I squirmed a bit, sliding my body away from the edge ofripped off, bloodied and rotted. I squirmed a bit, sliding my body away from the edge of

the bed, pushing my back up further against the wall. I watched as the figure moved eventhe bed, pushing my back up further against the wall. I watched as the figure moved eventhe bed, pushing my back up further against the wall. I watched as the figure moved even

closer. The bit of street light revealed a grotesque form. It was human in shape butcloser. The bit of street light revealed a grotesque form. It was human in shape butcloser. The bit of street light revealed a grotesque form. It was human in shape but

short, very short. Its hair was thin and pale, his body skinny and stained. I watched asshort, very short. Its hair was thin and pale, his body skinny and stained. I watched asshort, very short. Its hair was thin and pale, his body skinny and stained. I watched as

it inched closer and closer, each step taking a million years to reach me. What do I do,it inched closer and closer, each step taking a million years to reach me. What do I do,it inched closer and closer, each step taking a million years to reach me. What do I do,

do I scream? I curled up even tighter against the wall and watched as the little man tookdo I scream? I curled up even tighter against the wall and watched as the little man tookdo I scream? I curled up even tighter against the wall and watched as the little man took

another step closer before finally ducking below my bed.another step closer before finally ducking below my bed.another step closer before finally ducking below my bed.



            I lost sight of him completely. I looked towards my feet and tucked my legs in, just in case itI lost sight of him completely. I looked towards my feet and tucked my legs in, just in case itI lost sight of him completely. I looked towards my feet and tucked my legs in, just in case it

tried to sneak around and grab at me. My heart was vigorously trying to pump blood. Finally I decidedtried to sneak around and grab at me. My heart was vigorously trying to pump blood. Finally I decidedtried to sneak around and grab at me. My heart was vigorously trying to pump blood. Finally I decided

to take a look, to see if it were there or if I could escape somehow. I inched closer to my bed,to take a look, to see if it were there or if I could escape somehow. I inched closer to my bed,to take a look, to see if it were there or if I could escape somehow. I inched closer to my bed,

careful of my hands, careful not to look too far just in case it would try to jump up and surprisecareful of my hands, careful not to look too far just in case it would try to jump up and surprisecareful of my hands, careful not to look too far just in case it would try to jump up and surprise

me. My cotton sheets stretched as I pushed my hands into them, crawling towards the edge of theme. My cotton sheets stretched as I pushed my hands into them, crawling towards the edge of theme. My cotton sheets stretched as I pushed my hands into them, crawling towards the edge of the

mattress. My eyes pierced the dark but I saw no sign of movement, which worried me even more. Finallymattress. My eyes pierced the dark but I saw no sign of movement, which worried me even more. Finallymattress. My eyes pierced the dark but I saw no sign of movement, which worried me even more. Finally

I reached the edge and I peeked my eyes over, I looked down but there was nothing there. I evenI reached the edge and I peeked my eyes over, I looked down but there was nothing there. I evenI reached the edge and I peeked my eyes over, I looked down but there was nothing there. I even

reached out with my hand and touched the ground… just carpet. Maybe my mind was playing tricks on me.reached out with my hand and touched the ground… just carpet. Maybe my mind was playing tricks on me.reached out with my hand and touched the ground… just carpet. Maybe my mind was playing tricks on me.

I looked around the room but it was as I looked around the room but it was as I looked around the room but it was as empty as the night before. I let out a little chuckle,empty as the night before. I let out a little chuckle,empty as the night before. I let out a little chuckle,

relieved to be alone again. Then I felt something kick the bottom of my mattress.relieved to be alone again. Then I felt something kick the bottom of my mattress.relieved to be alone again. Then I felt something kick the bottom of my mattress.

            I tried to swing around when suddenly something erupted from beneath me! My mattress came flyingI tried to swing around when suddenly something erupted from beneath me! My mattress came flyingI tried to swing around when suddenly something erupted from beneath me! My mattress came flying

up and over my head, tossing me through the air. I landed with a crash and my room shook as I hit theup and over my head, tossing me through the air. I landed with a crash and my room shook as I hit theup and over my head, tossing me through the air. I landed with a crash and my room shook as I hit the

floor. My mattress came tumbling down after me and pinned me to the ground. Something landed on topfloor. My mattress came tumbling down after me and pinned me to the ground. Something landed on topfloor. My mattress came tumbling down after me and pinned me to the ground. Something landed on top

of it and pushed down even harder. I could feel the air escaping my lungs so I desperately tried toof it and pushed down even harder. I could feel the air escaping my lungs so I desperately tried toof it and pushed down even harder. I could feel the air escaping my lungs so I desperately tried to

push myself free. I finally managed to pull down the one side, just enough to poke my head out. Ipush myself free. I finally managed to pull down the one side, just enough to poke my head out. Ipush myself free. I finally managed to pull down the one side, just enough to poke my head out. I

gasped for air and looked up to see the little man had grown. His arms extended out like tentpolesgasped for air and looked up to see the little man had grown. His arms extended out like tentpolesgasped for air and looked up to see the little man had grown. His arms extended out like tentpoles

and reached around both ends of the mattress still pinning me to the ground. He looked at me withand reached around both ends of the mattress still pinning me to the ground. He looked at me withand reached around both ends of the mattress still pinning me to the ground. He looked at me with

lifeless eyes and began to let out a violent scream. The kind of scream that rang in your ears. Thelifeless eyes and began to let out a violent scream. The kind of scream that rang in your ears. Thelifeless eyes and began to let out a violent scream. The kind of scream that rang in your ears. The

kind of unrelenting, pulsating, barbarous scream you might hear in the middle of the night that fillskind of unrelenting, pulsating, barbarous scream you might hear in the middle of the night that fillskind of unrelenting, pulsating, barbarous scream you might hear in the middle of the night that fills

your heart with fear. He screamed in my face, goggle-eyed and desperate. His mouth started to growyour heart with fear. He screamed in my face, goggle-eyed and desperate. His mouth started to growyour heart with fear. He screamed in my face, goggle-eyed and desperate. His mouth started to grow

inhumanly wide. His jaw unhinged and tore at the seams. I could see all the way to his stomach.inhumanly wide. His jaw unhinged and tore at the seams. I could see all the way to his stomach.inhumanly wide. His jaw unhinged and tore at the seams. I could see all the way to his stomach.

            I reached up to grab hold of him but my arm went straight I reached up to grab hold of him but my arm went straight I reached up to grab hold of him but my arm went straight down his throat. I could feel thedown his throat. I could feel thedown his throat. I could feel the

muscles in his neck contract, pulling me in further and further and somehow still screaming. Imuscles in his neck contract, pulling me in further and further and somehow still screaming. Imuscles in his neck contract, pulling me in further and further and somehow still screaming. I

grabbed hold of the underside of the bed with my free hand but my cotton sheets came loose. Hisgrabbed hold of the underside of the bed with my free hand but my cotton sheets came loose. Hisgrabbed hold of the underside of the bed with my free hand but my cotton sheets came loose. His

throat grabbed hold of me tighter and I thought I might be swallowed whole. His insides were wet andthroat grabbed hold of me tighter and I thought I might be swallowed whole. His insides were wet andthroat grabbed hold of me tighter and I thought I might be swallowed whole. His insides were wet and

warm. I tried to thrash my hand about to knock him loose but I grabbed hold of something. I couldwarm. I tried to thrash my hand about to knock him loose but I grabbed hold of something. I couldwarm. I tried to thrash my hand about to knock him loose but I grabbed hold of something. I could

feel it flexing in my hand, sending blood pumping through his veins and feasting through hisfeel it flexing in my hand, sending blood pumping through his veins and feasting through hisfeel it flexing in my hand, sending blood pumping through his veins and feasting through his

arteries. I grabbed hold of his heart.arteries. I grabbed hold of his heart.arteries. I grabbed hold of his heart.

            I wrapped my hand tighter around it and began to squeeze it tightly. Bits of tissue tried toI wrapped my hand tighter around it and began to squeeze it tightly. Bits of tissue tried toI wrapped my hand tighter around it and began to squeeze it tightly. Bits of tissue tried to

escape through my fingers but still I tightened my grip. His eyes continued to pierce me but I couldescape through my fingers but still I tightened my grip. His eyes continued to pierce me but I couldescape through my fingers but still I tightened my grip. His eyes continued to pierce me but I could

see them starting to widen. I watched as they bulged and tried to exit his skull. They grew and grew,see them starting to widen. I watched as they bulged and tried to exit his skull. They grew and grew,see them starting to widen. I watched as they bulged and tried to exit his skull. They grew and grew,

widening as he continued to scream even louder until finally I grabbed hold even tighter and theywidening as he continued to scream even louder until finally I grabbed hold even tighter and theywidening as he continued to scream even louder until finally I grabbed hold even tighter and they

popped out of his head completely. His scream stopped and his body went limp. I could feel him fallpopped out of his head completely. His scream stopped and his body went limp. I could feel him fallpopped out of his head completely. His scream stopped and his body went limp. I could feel him fall

lifeless onto the mattress above me and I pulled my arm from his gullet. His arms retracted and hislifeless onto the mattress above me and I pulled my arm from his gullet. His arms retracted and hislifeless onto the mattress above me and I pulled my arm from his gullet. His arms retracted and his

body began to shrink. It shrank and shrank and shrank until finally nothing remained.body began to shrink. It shrank and shrank and shrank until finally nothing remained.body began to shrink. It shrank and shrank and shrank until finally nothing remained.

At last, I could sleep.At last, I could sleep.At last, I could sleep.
Audio recording by Jake ShannonAudio recording by Jake Shannon
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I lead them into the third room. Second from the back, not the best space but they only give that  one to larger groups 
anyway. We exchange pleasantries. They seem disinterested in their drinks,  never a good sign. I am of course also 
disinterested as it tastes like nail polish remover searing  my carotid on the trip down. Nevertheless it’s become a 
necessity in scenarios such as this. I  delude myself into seeing it as a personal custom, bordering on religious practice. 
I urge myself  to find the beauty in the consumption of overpriced, over branded battery acid I wouldn’t be able  to legally 
procure for another year in my country. Like a pre-concert vocal warm-up, or a  dangerously under-washed jersey on game 
day, I cling to my clear, burning tradition. I throw  back the lukewarm preamble and cover my grimace with a laugh, though 
neither of them has  said anything funny. Or anything at all.  

“May we see?” one of them asks.  

Such gallant inquisition, I think. “MAY we” as if the queen herself had asked me to undress.  

“Sure. If you’d like.” I say in a tipsy semblance of coyness. I begin swaying slightly to the music  and turn away, 
knowing my face is not what they’ve journeyed cross-continent for. I get about  thirty seconds of interpersonal avoidance 
before they interject.  

“May we see now please.” The other one says in a tone I could hardly identify as a question.
  
I shimmy onto a cushion positioned in front of them. A sort of make-shift stage in this particular  set up. I continue 
to wobble slightly because I’ve been told by the other girls that “movement is  sexy.” One high minded specialist had 
gifted me the advice: “Always be moving. It keeps them  on their toes, makes it harder for them to touch you.” Several 
months ahead of me in the game, I  considered her an authority on the matter.
  
“Open please,” he utters. I cannot remember names and quite honestly struggled to differentiate  between the two in the 
moment. They were carbon copies. As uniform in gelled, even hairstyle  and fresh pressed suits as they were intact. I lay 
back and opened my legs, zoning out as I usually did at this point.  
“Wider please.”  

I oblige, begrudgingly wondering when the last time was either of them had to split themselves  in two atop a glorified 
throw pillow.  

They make sounds like they haven’t eaten in days. Jumping between predator and child like,  delighted and surprised by 
the candy treat their parents had brought home. I am still in tact but I  feel layers of myself peeling away. Like a band 
aid that’s been left too long. The grey sludge up  around the edges, leaving you wondering how such a thing could reside 
on or be produced in part  by your own body. You pull it slowly, feeling every microfibre strain against your skin until  
finally you are free. Left with an itchy, red ringed outline to remember.  

I try to move, shuffle a few inches here and there, a futile attempt to diffuse focus. I am quickly  reprimanded. Nicely 
though. Quiet and matter of fact. Their softness is almost worse than the  usual gruffness of local customers. It makes 
it harder to feel indignant, like they are my enemies  and I am above them with their brute, animalistic needs.  

“May we see inside?” They ask, clinical as a doctor requesting symptoms.  

I was dumbfounded. Most patrons weren’t so brazen as to make such applications. Most were  content with what you offered 
them. There was implicit power in the hands of the client and  more often than not, that suited them. The suggestion 
of control was enough without outlandish  petitions for deeper anatomy. It seemed I had no choice. I’d come this far. 
After all, I’d put myself  in a position that allowed them to believe they had the right to demand these things. I had 
to  accept some degree of responsibility.  

I set my mind on it. This is procedure. This is a means to an end. No room for insecurity in  business. Is there also no 
room for humanity? Or discussion? Or a millisecond of critical  thinking? I push the questions out of my mind as they do 
little to fill my bank account or fight  back the tears. I reach between my legs and place one finger on either side. Both 

The Longest Hour



digits stretch outwards. I know logically that time observes a certain set of principles. It adheres to numeric  values; 
60 seconds in a minute, 60 minutes in an hour, and as far as I know, it follows a linear  pattern (pumped up masters 
students and time travel advocates, I look forward to your letters).  But I swear in the moments that followed, things 
changed. Extra seconds wriggled in, found  room where scientists once thought there was none.  

I feel like a cadaver. On display with nothing to say about it. No ability whatsoever to  commandeer the situation. I am 
struck by the plight of science class frogs. Lain on a pan, pins in  their legs, some testosterone soaked pimple-popper 
ogling their insides for grades. I suddenly  wish I had taken those drinks off their hands.  

Years pass in my head. Spring turns to summer, summer to fall and still they show no sign of  boredom. Their unrelenting 
stares are peppered with heart warming remarks like “hmm” and  “they’re different in Japan.” Somehow the singularity of 
my demonstration brings me little  comfort. Originality is rarely what one strives for with one’s genitals.  

I do my best to ignore literally everything around me and await the whimsical chime of a  security guard’s voice telling 
us our time is up. In the meantime, I revisit my friend in the high  school lab. My stomach wrenches with the sorrow 
of it all. At least I could get up after this  humiliation ended. My poor amphibian cohorts could not. Unlike me, they 
didn’t get to close  their legs, look their dissectors in the eye and say thank you. They did not get to rise on shaky,  
landlocked legs and face the day. Maybe what I felt wasn’t sympathy, but jealousy? Maybe I  wanted this to be the final 
stop instead of simply the next one. Perhaps I wanted to sink into the  floor and leave this behind instead of watching 
Man 1 wipe sweat from his brow while Man 2  put a stick of gum in his mouth without blinking.  

My assessment is cut short as security (not his birth name) raps his fist against the wall before  pulling back the curtain.  

“Time’s up fellas. Did you want to extend?”  

I know it’s his job to ask that but I sometimes wish he wouldn’t.  

“Yes. Another 30 minutes please.”  

Security grunts his approval and takes his leave.  

The three of us smile at each other as I flex my feet to keep my hamstrings from going numb.  

“Would you guys like me to do anything else? I could dance, or we could talk, did you want  another drink?”  

“No thank you. Just stay there please. Don’t move please.”  

Thrilled to continue my career as a statue my mind returns to wandering. What was that Mary  Kate and Ashley movie with 
Eugene Levy called? Was he a full grown adult man literally  chasing teenage girls through several jurisdictions? Who 
hired him to do that? Why was that a  chill form of employment that the audience, myself included, just accepted?  

My head snaps up. “Hey, do you guys know Mary Kate and Ashley?”  

“They work here? We only want one. Thank you.”  

It seems Eugene is off the hook for today. My speaking seems to annoy Man 1 and Man 2. They  would never say that but a 
big part of this job is reading people. I stay quiet for the remainder of  our time together. Eventually we part ways. 
They thank me three times each and hand me $200  dollars as a tip. I take it easy for the rest of my shift and cash out 
early so I can get a veggie wrap  across the street before it closes.  

I cut across the square, then the park, swapping concrete for slightly less concrete with some  greenery in view. I 
gingerly enter my apartment, trying not to wake anyone up. I smudge black  down my cheek and think about how weird it is 
that water is see-through as I cover my face by  the handful with soap in between. The illusion of cheekbones washes down 
the sink and I get  into bed, pulling my computer onto my lap. I slink down against the pillows, shimmy my duvet  into 
place and settle in to watch the timeless classic: New York Minute. 

Stoness Verda
IG: @stoness _______



Who are you to invade the locked up drawers of my mind?

Who are you to invade the ocean behind my eyes?

Who are you to unravel the ties on my skin?

A monster, a demon somehow always seeming to win.

Opening up my fingertips. Crawling out my eyes. 

Clusters of countless butterflies.

You are ever so kind. 

For opening up the drawers of my mind. 

Track 87:  Mind
Rhiana B. Parmar
IG: r.pcreate_



Sleep with me, yea

Lie with me, yea

Don't lie to me

Please don't lie to me

I can see right through you

I know that you're sick and 

tired of putting up with the 

shit I do

You just wanna go

I don't know if I can blame you

I'm a lot to deal with,    

it's a game to you

Still just pull through

I don't wanna burn you out

I don't wanna burn you out

Yea, I don't wanna burn you out

You don't see a future with me

That's okay neither do I

Thought that I'd live till 19

But I'm kinda hoping I'll die

Feeling like I'm in a dream

Scars on my arms and my thighs

Bag with the Louis, Supreme

I'll give it away for a dime

Visions haunt me in my sleep

Dark bags under my eyes

I'm drowning in water so deep

As rain pours down from the 

skies

I think that I'm falling asleep

I see in your eyes you despise

As I keep on falling asleep

I lie down, inhale and cry

I don't wanna burn you out

Track 88: burn you out
sampleix
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Inside of me there is a great plateau, a 
landing with a tall tower made of white 
frosted glass. Here there is an everlasting 
battle. An internal struggle of the pieces 
that make up my  personality. Inside the 
tower, a woman has been locked away. She 
bangs on the thick glass walls, tearing her 
throat with screams to be let out. But from 
the other-side one can only hear the winter 
wind blowing snow across the clearing. Her 
shadow stands guard, protecting the woman 
inside, yet afraid to release the feminine 
power from within. The shadow stares across 
the plateau at the man. She hates him. 
She believes that he is to blame for the 
imprisonment of the woman. If it weren’t for 
his words, his ideals, she would be free  to 
express, to create. His words drive them 
both mad. He is unaware that these rules 
are self inflicted, that he can choose to 
release the woman inside. He can set her 
free and embrace her, achieve balance. But 
that would be to destroy what he has been 
raised to know. That would be to throw away 
what the world has taught him. But maybe 
that wouldn’t be so bad…  Maybe he would 
be happier if he allowed her out. Maybe he 
would find new ways of thinking. Maybe he 
wouldn’t worry about what people would say 
about the way he speaks. Maybe he wouldn’t 
define himself by what other people have to 
say. Maybe he wouldn’t be afraid of being 
seen as too masc or too fem (whatever that 
could possibly mean). Maybe he could find  
himself within his masculinity rather than 
only seeing the things about men he hates. 
Maybe his 15 year old self wouldn’t be 
terrified to paint his nails, out of fear 
that he wouldn’t be a man with even a touch 
of colour on his fingertips. Or maybe those 
rules, and ideals, and  words would be 
thrown in his face. It is certainly easier 
to leave her here. It’s not like I’ve  shown 
her to anybody. I’ve shown him off my whole 
life. And she has been sitting here waiting.  

What if I let him do it? Would her shadow 
even let him if he got close to her? Is 
her hatred of him enough to keep him from 
trying? No. Because if he doesn’t try he 
will turn me into the rest of them, the ones 
who we spent years afraid of. 









It’s a strange feeling. Watching things change.  

I sat with my arms held close to my heart, enthralled by a feeling I could not place. Though my mind was 

whirring with emotions, I was unable to hold onto one long enough to study it clearly. A tornado was taking 

place throughout the core of my body… my mind.  

As it twirled and danced in a frenzy of ferocity, a lucid thought emerged.  

It was a thought I had never met before.  

Strange. Frightening. Boisterous. Esoteric, if you will.  

I pondered.  

Was this thought a genetically derived set of words that were waiting for me to think them ever since birth?  

Did I manifest this thought solely out of environmental influence?  

It’s the question that has complexed humankind for centuries.  

Now here I was, faced with the existential — how do I say it — dread of my ancestors. 

This intense self-questioning presented itself as the antithesis of mindfulness.  

I had forgotten you were lying down next to me.  

Splayed out on the left side of my bed.  

Snow falling peacefully outside.  

I felt a proud sense of shame.  

An oxymoronic cloud hovered above me.  

You looked so calm.  

My attention diverted from my internal storm to the dark curls that sat loosely on your head. 

They bounced as you shifted positions slightly to your side.  

Without hesitation, I wrapped my arms around you softly.  

Taking the position of the big spoon and simultaneously defying gender norms.  

A typical evening for us.  

The second I touched you the thought re-emerged determinedly.  

This time, on the tip of my tongue.  

The thought was too dangerous to communicate.  

It was likely the consequences would be wild, should it leave my mouth.  

I held it in. 

Track 86: Knowing
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VERSE 1

Some people think I’m crazy

I think I’m amazing

With all the things that I can do

I know that they judge me

Don’t care guess I’m lucky

From up here

I like the view

PRE-CHORUS

I know I’m bad

It’s all I know

Instead of waiting for me to change

You should let go

CHORUS

I left my heart at the door

Can’t seem to find it anymore

You put your heart in my hand

I don’t think that you understand

See I know that you care

You don’t know that I don’t

Care for you

You put your heart in my head

You don’t

Understand

IG: @sarahtomlinsonmusic

 

VERSE 2

This ain’t even the first time

I commit this crime

I swear to God

I wish you knew

I know I could do better

Maybe it’s the weather

That keeps making my efforts fall through

BRIDGE

Maybe one day

I won’t be the same

I’ll know your worth

I’ll put an end to the game

I’d realize that you’re the prize

But maybe by then you will have said goodbye

Track 91: In My Hand (from Thrive)
Sarah Tomlinson
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Imagine having land that you own, 
Being taken from you, as if it was a loan.
A place you can no longer call your home,
Imagine having land that you own. 
 
Imagine having land that you own, 
No longer land that is known.
Changed, destroyed and reconstructed,
With no warning, 
You are now being moved and controlled like a puppet.
Imagine having land that you own. 
 
Imagine having land that you own,
Where your ancestors have grown,
Where family feuds have been sewn,
Where you party, laugh and celebrate in holy matrimon-y.
It’s so hard to see what was once a place filled with trees,
Where you have your beliefs and traditions,
Where no one from your family is missing.
Imagine having land that you own. 
 
Imagine having land that you own,
Divine Nature being turned into paper,
Places of peace, turned into places of grief,
With no care for humanity.
Imagine having land that you own. 
 
Imagine having land that you own,
Somewhere where your identities are shown and embraced, not erased. 
You are able to be educated and remain familiar, with your customs,
No barriers.
No one superior,
Imagine having land that you own.
 
Imagine having land that you own,
In disbelief that it is no longer something you own,
You are thrown out as if you never belonged, excluded, brain-washed, mistreated,
Mislead, no care in the world if you are dead, on to the next,
Imagine having land that you own.

Imagine having land that you own,
Where numerous languages are spoken,
Nothing is broken,
And alcohol isn’t your only option for a daily devotion. 
Clean water should be accessible now, but living conditions are not swell and there shouldn’t be 
any need for a well.
No place on earth should feel like hell.
Imagine having land that you own. 
 
Imagine having land that you own, 
Land that remains your own,
Land that was not stolen,
Imagine having land that you own.

My land is 
 Track 93:

your land
NOT
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Track 94: Push and Pull
Tanvi Vyas

IG: @createawreck

You have always fascinated me, even as you terrify me—a widening expanse of light and darkness. 
There are no words to accurately describe your boundless beauty and perpetual power, for you are 
used as a definition for both. All this is stuffed into your simple name.
 
Ocean. 

Forgoing your many prefixes, your unifying name is unassuming and small. It seems to fit us better 
than it ever could you. Although, I can imagine no other sound that could better represent the 
crashing of waves on shores or the echoing silence caused by your embrace. 

My basic instincts propel me away from your lapping arms, a need to survive that lives within us 
all. Perhaps that is what drives us to harm you, damage you, waste the gifts you provide. 

Often, I find myself hoping that your crests would grow to swallow us whole. I could be weight-
less, suspended, surrounded by the very core of nature. You are the lifeblood that sustains me, 
sustains us all. 

To be frank, we know next to nothing about you. We travel your waters, ignoring the mystical un-
knowns, the pieces of ourselves we have lost, reducing you to nothing more than a tool used to 
visit the land. Ignorant of the beautiful lands hidden in your depths. How dare we stand above 
you and claim to understand you, when you accept the parts of us that even we refuse? Treating 
creatures considered inferior identically, you go a step further than most humans, allowing them 
to live in peace regardless of differences in love. 

You give me hope, for if this were truly as unnatural, as abnormal, as those above me claim, you 
would have insured my existence invalid. You would have never allowed your permanent residents to 
survive, much less flourish. 

I have pondered over your existence countless times since childhood, but you have followed me 
around in my history. Initially, my ancestors had nothing to do with the ocean. We preferred our 
valleys and mountains, safe in expanses and crevices of the earth. 

Then we were forced to leave, shipped across your waves. We adapted. We made new homes on un-
familiar shores, stayed until those coasts became as familiar as the old mountains and the de-
stroyed valley. My mother never learned to weave through your currents, a pain she holds close to 
this day. My father insisted on teaching his children we could take a step closer to understand 
you, who was both the aid to monsters determined to destroy my family and the shield that saved 
them from death.

Through my ruminations, I have come to understand that you take no sides, an everflowing mass of 
energy, you exist as you are. I thank you for that. Despite everything, you remain a constant, 
steady in your tides, even your rage a calculated occurrence in the systems of nature. It is com-
forting to know I will never truly understand you, reassuring to realize that a future generation 
might. 

I will return to you someday, as scattered fragments of my physical form. I trust you to take me 
where I need to be.

END.



Track 96: eau, in varying degrees
(s)KYE and GMPSCKT

(s)KYE: @spiderpirates on instagram and twitter  /  GMPSCKT @solidgoldass on instagram @tacetician on twitter
soundcloud: soundcloud.com/skyeskyeskyeskyeskye   soundcloud: soundcloud.com/tacetician



Track 98: WORM

I don’t want to forget about
To get away from you
My feelings fall through

I’m sorry that I think about a girl when you kiss me
Hurt you so bad that i doubt you’ll ever miss me
Can we talk about it when our friends aren’t listening
It’s too late now
I’m leaving

Not trying to convince you that I’ve changed this time
Just came to tell you that I’m miles past just fine
We don’t even talk when you’re with me
Now you can’t believe that I’m leaving
Now you can’t believe that I’m leaving

I’m sorry that I think about a girl when you kiss me
Hurt you so bad that i doubt you’ll ever miss me
Can we talk about it when our friends aren’t listening
It’s too late now
I’m leaving

Take me with you
Someone I knew
Let go for now
Next to you

I’m sorry that I think about a girl when you kiss me
Hurt you so bad that i doubt you’ll ever miss me
Can we talk about it when our friends aren’t listening
It’s too late now
I’m leaving

Instagram: @bug_moment, Twitter: BugMoment

Bug Moment



You are ambitious, intelligent, beautiful, confident, unique, weird and queer. And 
because I know that about you, I also know you’re scared, confused, disappointed, 
ashamed, but also a little excited. I know a part of you lights up when you think 
about how special your queerness makes you. But that you also retreat into your-
self every time you start to accept who you are. You feel bad when you fantasize 
about a life where you have a girlfriend and a cat instead of a husband and kids. 
You question your discoveries because you wish they weren’t true. And you wish 
that you were straight, but I know that’s not what you really want. 

I read the letter you wrote to me, the one where you asked me if I was straight. 
I know you hope I’ll say yes and tell you that your life will get easier and that 
you can stop hating yourself. But I also remember that there is a place in your 
mind where you wish you could have everything. 

I think you sit with so much conflict that you want me to tell you what you want, 
because you’re not confident with either choice, and you know you can’t have ev-
erything. But, I think you know what you want. I think you just want me to tell 
you that everything will be okay and that you won’t disappoint anyone so that you 
don’t feel bad about it. 

And let me be clear, for the record… you cannot choose to be straight. That is not 
an option, and trust me, you don’t want to be anyways. And not just because my 
girlfriend now is really hot but because it’s not you. The choice is not whether 
you’re gay, or bi, or something else—and honestly, it’s not as important as you 
think. And trust me, you will not resent the fact that you still like men forever. 
But at some point, you will need to decide if you’re going to be okay with your-
self. You will have to, at some point, try to accept the parts of yourself that 
others won’t. And it’s fucking work. 

You’re used to your family telling you all the good things about you, reassuring 
you, validating who you are; your skills, your talents, your beauty, your person-
ality. But this one, at least in the beginning, you will have to do all on your 
own. And that doesn’t mean you won’t find the right people to tell you the right 
things, but you know you’re not gonna get it from the people that matter most. And 
that is okay. You can accept that, and still be okay. 

You can accept how things are, and still want your life to change. And at some 
point, you’re going to realize that even though you are still so angry about how 
the people in your life feel about your queerness, you can accept that and still 
want things to change. I promise you won’t have to wait until they accept you to 
accept yourself. That is your choice. 

It’s a lot easier said than done, and I know it gives you a lot to think about. 
But I want you to forget for a second about what you have to sacrifice and focus 
instead on what you want. Your religion, your family, your relationships, your 
identity, your mental health, your will to live… that shit will figure itself out 
on its own. And trust me, you will have plenty of time to find out for yourself. 
But this—who you love, whether or not you’re queer—I think you know that already. 
And no matter how much you try and imagine it being different, that won’t change. 
So at the very least, be okay with yourself. Okay… I think that’s all.

Oh! And see a therapist. 

Track 99: Letter to My Younger Self
@subconcious.dualityGabrielle Samson



When was your last good day? When you felt healthy and happy, and problems seemed to 
stay away? Yesterday? The day before? Was that when life was not a chore? Or a bore? 

Or you didn’t want more? Sometimes, things go bad. Things go bad, and they get you sad 
and mad and you’re reminded of what you could have had. But you know tomorrow will be 
a better day. Tell me; when was your last good day? Mine was every day that made me 

who I am. Thank you for hearing me. 

I’m puzzling, a puzzle. Autism is this kind of invisible muzzle. I’m often asked what 
it’s like and I never have the words, even though they dart around my head like birds 
pecking at the inside of my skull. Because they want to be free. And I want them to 

be. But I can never find the words. Being different makes others indifferent. I’ve always 
been in exile. I’m seldom a friend. I just am. And my more-often-than-not lonely exis-
tence is lived behind this dam built the way dams should be. Unbreachable. And so each 

side from the other in my mind is unreachable. I’m told it’s no good to be normal. 
Formally, I like to agree. Informally, I’m so inescapably, solitarily abnormal. Know-
ing the pain of those who feel lonely isn’t somewhere I arrive at, it’s home. Tell me; 
when was your last good day? Mine was every day I’ve been gifted with unfailing empa-

thy. Thank you for giving me a more gentle soul. 

In the second grade, I was sexually assaulted. I knew what had happened, and felt so 
revolted. I went to a teacher. It’s what we were taught to do. And she told me that 
it didn’t count. Then, the pain. At first, people said it was a phase. Give it some 
time, it’ll take a few days. And yeah. It took a few days. Then a few weeks. Then a 
few months. Then a few years. Then, before I knew it, it had been 7 years. 7 years 
of something that wasn’t ever supposed to last. To this day, my case has never been 

brought to the authorities. All because of a teacher who assumed that I, an eight year 
old boy, had not been sexually assaulted. And yet 7 years had passed, telling no-one 
what had happened. Tell me; when was your last good day? Mine was every day that put 

me on the path I’m travelling. Thank you for giving me something to fight. 

I had a friend. A best friend. She was good to me. You were good to me. Good with me. 
Good for me. Stood with me. Stood for me. If I had done something stupid, I’m sure she 
would for me. I know I asked for too much. Such hurt was something I feared could not 
be touched. Not even by you. I’ve never been one for having many friends. Mainly be-
cause of the message having friends tends to send to me. Friendships end. And they 

don’t end painlessly. Ours didn’t. I don’t have too many regrets, to be honest. A few 
big ones here and there. But my biggest was hurting you. And it’s one regret I felt 
and carried everywhere and in everything I do. You never cease to amaze. It took five 
years, but you found it in your heart to forgive me. Even when there was damage I was 
sure would outlive me. Tell me; when was your last good day? Mine was every day since 

you proved I wasn’t beyond help and health. Thank you for saving me from myself. 

Too much of the cure can be poisonous. I learned that the hard way, talking a girl 
down from suicide, living on the edge for two years day by day. I’m not religious. But 
still, for her, I pray. I stopped her. She’s happy now, but I paid. I paid in trust, 
in lust, in all the strength I could muster, in ambitions that fell out of reach, 
leaving me in their dust, but carried ever onwards by some gust of sense of what I 
might be worth, even with my nerves of steel then buried in rust and earth. I idled 
too long in an impossible situation. No win for fear of loss and I became lost. Tar-
nished with disuse. Misuse. Abuse. If nothing else, I’ve something to be proud about. 
I saved a life, left me without. But left her with a life. I wouldn’t do anything dif-
ferently. Tell me; when was your last good day? Mine was every day since I learned the 
long, harsh lesson that is the value of a life. Thank you for pulling through for me. 

Track 100: Poem of WellnessAodhán Campbell IG: @aodhan.soup



It was hard, dad, when mum said you were walking out on us. I was just home from work and 
you dropped me off without a word. I held her while she cried. You should’ve gone sooner. I 
wish you had. Because I grew up in Oakville, where cocaine is a fad. Most of my life, you 
were using. And not just drugs. My mum. My sister. My brothers. Me. You use and you use, 
you tortured us, confused as to why we now choose to be without a father. A father shows 
care above all else. Love above all else. Can you remember the last time you told me that 
you loved me? That you were proud of me? I can’t. But I remember the last time you had the 
chance. You didn’t. Maybe because you don’t. Maybe because you aren’t. Maybe because you 
couldn’t. Maybe you’re remorseful. That’d be a pretty good start. You tell me we’re a lot 
alike and treat it as a compliment. To me, there were few greater insults once the damage 
was done. I hope drugs were worth it and I hope you had fun. Tell me; when was your last 
good day? Mine was every day I got to prove I’m not the idiot you made sure I knew I was 

growing up. Thank you for teaching me who I don’t want to be.

Mum, maybe it was best you were idle. You never stood up to dad. You never stood up for 
us. You never stood up for me. But I suppose if you had, things wouldn’t have been so bad. 
And if things hadn’t been so bad, I might not have been so mad. I might not have been so 
sad. Say what you will about this life I live. You gave me no choice but to toughen up. 

To roughen up my edges and give my all. Knowing I have a future all my own, brighter than 
being raised by a bully and a bystander, is a powerful motivator. Dad has this way of 

bringing you to a halt. A standstill. I know. He did the same thing to me for a long, long 
time. It piles up, your hands fill. It’s a landfill but the man will never let up. He never 
will. It’s not your fault. He’ll never lose a battle of wills even if your losing it kills 
you. Tell me; when was your last good day? Mine was every day I got to see you finally do-
ing what you wanted, when you wanted without someone else in control. Thank you for show-

ing me that love is blind, but just as much that it can be blinding. 

Rumours ruined me in the eyes of others. The things people said I did, I’m still not rid 
of. So for the longest time, I hid. I wound up in the hospital when I heard what they’d 
done. I needed the help with nowhere to run. And they put me on antidepressants. For the 
first time in a while, I felt able to have fun. The fresh hell on the outside was a cru-
el one. Antidepressants were no help, but a hindrance when two of your friends decided 

it’d be funny to say I was addicted to pills. It kills, because people thought that I, a 
rape victim, had raped you. So the pills fit nicely into the portrait of a monster that was 
painted and feinted by whoever wanted to punish me so. And no, I’m not sainted. I was aw-
ful and it’s something I tried to bury but have had to carry all this time. I’ve hardly 
had a friend since. I had to change my name. It just got out of hand, it wasn’t planned. 
I’m sorry for how things went, hurt for you and me was never what the other meant. Tell 
me; when was your last good day? Mine was every day I learned to live with the mistakes 

I’ve made, though a lot of good days escaped from us, I’d say. Thank you for even through 
that bitter end, hoping I’d be okay.

I keep going. I’ve gone a long while now, most of it with difficulty. But of this next bit, 
I’m certain. I’ll go on right up until life sees fit to drop the curtain. I’ve come so far 

and done so much. It’d really be a shame to crush the hope that I have left within my 
heart. Yes, hope. I haven’t reached the end of my rope. Despite my pain I focus on gain. 
Despite my rage, I turn the page in a funny, awkward, sad, happy, long and foremost unfin-
ished story of my life, one of triumph over strife. Despite the fact that I’m stressed, 

I’ll do my best to do everything I can. I will make friends and find means to all my ends. 
You’ll be okay if you know tomorrow will be a better day. If you asked me how I do it, 

here is what I’d say; “Tell me, when was your last good day? As often as humanly possible, 
my answer will be ‘today’. Believe it or not, good days are a choice. It’s as easy as tak-
ing the time to appreciate a smile, the moon, a good movie or a great tune, a friend, a 

lover or reading by flashlight under the covers. I’ll always have happiness to borrow. Be-
cause even on a bad day, I can choose to feel better tomorrow.” 
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