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C O N T R I B U T O R S
K E L S E Y  N I C H O L E  B R O O K S 
(DRUNK, p.28) is just a writer. An individual who 
found herself through pen ink and countless sheets 
of writing paper. If it’s a biography you came for 
then you will have to continue to read her stories, 
as they will tell you all you need to know about her. 
She is simply a writer.

A N E E K  C H A T T E R J E E  (poem, p.11) is an 
Indian poet, currently living in Kolkata. He has been 
published / accepted  in ‘Ann Arbor Review’, ‘The 
Stray Branch’, ‘Ariel Chart’, ‘Eskimo Pie’, ‘The Scryp-
tic Magazine of Alternative Art and Literature’, ‘Chi-
cago Record Magazine’, ‘The Pangolin Review’, ‘Taj 
Mahal Review’ and in eight anthologies. He is a col-
lege teacher with a Ph.D. in International Relations. 

C H R I S T O P H E R  W .  D I X  (Concert, p.18),  
after obtaining his BA degree, was first a journalist 
in South Wales. He later became a teacher, then a 
high school principal, and finally, a Secular Cele-
brant, before stopping work at age 65. He is now 71.

A N G E L A  H A N N A  G O U L E N E  (poem, 
p.10) is a difficult to live with French, biracial intel-
lectual with a love and adoration for children and 
cats, who hates pretty much everything else. She 
spends most of her time watching horror films and 
cartoons, as well as drawing, writing, singing, and 
just binge-watching anime. When she isn’t busy do-
ing that, she loves to spend her budget on books that 
are thousands of pages long which she won’t have 
the time to read. The loves of her life are undoubted-
ly her Siamese cat Clea, storytelling, and traditional 
animation. She currently resides in Montreal where 
she spends most of her time writing or working on 
various show projects.

K I M B E R L Y  K I N G  (poem, p.17)  is an 
avid fan of dark fiction and poetry, has been

a writer and artist for the past five years, and 
was born and raised in Montreal, Quebec. 

R O S I E  L O N G  D E C T E R  (poem, p.6) 
is a musician and writer based in Montreal. She 
works as Marketing and Publicity Assistant at Val-
lum: Contemporary Poetry and performs regular-
ly in local band Bodywash. She graduated from 
McGill University with Joint Honours in English 
and Political Science and was a 2017 recipient of 
the Lionel Shapiro Award for Creative Writing.

M A T T H E W  M A R T I N O
(Pink Lipstick and Face Tattoos, p.8) was born 
and raised in Montreal, and is currently pur-
suing a Bachelor of Arts with a Major in Com-
munication Studies at Concordia University. 

S H A N N O N  N E E L E Y  (Our Hero, p.12)  
hails from Quebec’s beautiful Eastern Townships, 
and recently graduated from Bishop’s University. 
As a freelance writer she contributes to online mu-
sic publications in her spare time. Shannon loves to 
surround herself with music, writing, fashion and 
art and stays busy by working on her creative proj-
ects. Her heart lies in all-day breakfast joints and 
she also happens to be mildly obsessed with pugs!

T R A C Y  O S T E R T A G  (poems , p.14)  is a 
writer, painter and academic who lives and works 
in Montréal.  She has a Ph.D in Sociology from the 
University of Edinburgh where she learned to love 
whisky, things that are haunted and things that are 
green.  This is her first attempt at writing poetry to 
an audience. 

M I C H A E L  D O M I N I C  R O T O N -
D O  (poem , p.29) was born and raised in Montre-
al, Quebec. He received a B.A from Concordia Uni-
versity, completed a Bachelors in Primary & Junior 



Education from Ottawa University, and is currently 
enrolled in a Graduate program at McGill Universi-
ty. He currently works as a special education teacher 
for children with autism at the primary level. He has 
always had a fascination with poetry and has been 
writing since the age of 16 years old, primarily as a 
hobby.

S T E F A N O S  S I N G E L A K I S  (Dirve , p.25)  
is a graduate student at Concordia University. He is 
interested in writing fiction and creative non-fiction. 
He is currently working on a novella.

D A N I C A  S M I T H  (poem , p.7) is a writer 
based in upstate New York and Montreal, where she 
is studying political science and history at McGill 
University. She has been writing poetry for several 
years, as well as fiction.

G E R V A N N A  S T E P H E N S  (poem , p.27) is 
a Jamaican poet and proud Slytherin with congen-
ital amputation living in Canada. Her work has ap-
peared/forthcoming in Empty Mirror, The /tƐmz/, 
Bone & Ink, TERSE, & WusGood.black,. She hates 
public speaking, has two sisters who are better writ-
ers than her & thinks unicorns laugh when we say 
they aren’t real. Tweets @ gravitystephens.

A N T O I N E  V A N D E N B O R R E  (poem, 
p.24) was born in Paris, but his family is from Bel-
gium. When he was an infant, he moved to Singa-
pore, where his brother was born and where he 
grew up until he came to Montreal to attend uni-
versity. He has introduced himself like that so many 
times that it’s begun to sound simplistic and jaded. 
But writing gives longevity to the things he’s experi-
enced, from planting trees in Northern Ontario to, 
yes, being heartbroken. Writing bats away nostal-
gia and keeps memories honest. It’s also a chance 
to keep the banal and the all-too-common, beauti-
ful. In his poetry, he’s found an aesthetic of his own, 
which he hopes begins to do this, and he’d like to 
share some with you.
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P O E T R Y  by Rosie Long Decter
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I’m sorry about the sketches in your skin
Shapes of numbers
And shapeless things,
Things you only see in the way they touch,
Like the distance between beds.

I’m sorry you can’t trust a man 
Who asks your name and seems to want only company
-It happened, so it can happen
Again.
Years cover like tape.

I’m sorry you see no future 
Without sketches and slabs,
And that you can’t stop scratching 
The skin behind your ear,
Searching for decay.

On a cool afternoon
You sit with sunlight 
Hitting stones,
Under a sky of tombs and leaves.
Tuning out laughter 
You tuck sketches between feet, 
Fold numbers into shapes to take with you,
The next cut breathing. 
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B U D  F R O M 
M A R R O W

This is not the feeling
you uncurl from so easily;
it knocks your bones into shivers
and swallows the skin,
curves ever further into your ribs
until you cannot open up again.

You will crack for all the ways 
your spine has shifted itself in spirals,
for the fingers furled into fists,
the tapping along your collarbone 
that will guide your shoulders back 
into the hunch over your sternum
every few pulls of an aching tendon.

But you will learn to stretch,
bud from marrow
into a flowering of limbs
someday,
 someday.

P O E T R Y  by Danica Smith



N O N - F I C T I O N  by Matthew Martino

P I N K  L I P S T I C K 
A N D 

F A C E  T A T T O O S
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My father likes to joke that he and 
my mother have known each oth-
er since the womb. It certainly 
feels that way. My parents met in 

summer school when they were just sixteen. He’d 
failed English and she’d failed math. Who would’ve 
known that English would become my best subject, 
and math would become my brother’s? 

It was the summer before their senior year of 
high school. How Grease of them –– but Danny and 
Sandy have got nothin’ on my parents. One morn-
ing, my dad asked my mom if he could borrow her 
lipstick to draw something funny on the back of his 
friend’s t-shirt in class. No one remembers exact-
ly what he drew, but knowing my father’s sense of 
humour, “something funny” probably means “a gi-
ant penis.” A few days later, he mustered the cour-
age to ask my mother out on a date, and he bought 
her some new makeup. They’ve been together ever 
since. 

If either one of them would have done just slight-
ly better in school, I wouldn’t be here today. 

“Thank God I never showed up to class,” my fa-
ther likes to tell my brother and I. “Or I would never 
have had you two idiots.” 

I’ve never been in a relationship, but I always 
think of my parents whenever my friends have trou-
ble in their love lives. When my best friend Rose had 
a hard time dealing with the fact that the cute guy in 
her Western Civ class liked country music, I thought 
of the countless car rides with my parents switching 
back and forth between the classic rock radio sta-
tion and the pop station. When my neighbour was 
about to leave on a three-month service trip to Ec-
uador, unsure if his relationship would last through 
the summer, I thought about my father’s endless

business travels. And when my driving instructor—
who didn’t quite understand the concept of bound-
aries— would babble on about her boyfriend’s fear 
of commitment, I thought about how my parents 
dated for nine years before they finally got hitched. 
But I only told her that to shut her up — my parents’ 
extended engagement was due to being broke rather 
than a fear of settling down.  

Now, as I sit facing a middle-aged couple in a 
crowed metro cart making its way down the orange 
line, I can’t help but think of my parents. The man 
and woman in front of me are nothing like my moth-
er and father. My parents don’t reek of weed at 10 
in the morning, but I suppose some days are hard-
er to go into work than others. The man has a buzz 
cut, day-old stubble on his chin, and a large spider 
web tattoo covering his left cheek. He turns his head 
to reveal a series of Chinese symbols imprinted on 
his neck. I’m sure they have a lot of meaning for 
him. He’s wearing a stained black hoodie with the 
drawstrings missing, and a pair of oversized Levi’s 
jeans. The woman sitting next to him is wearing a 
one-sleeve tank top and grey leggings, while her 
long, black hair looks like it hasn’t been touched by 
a comb in months. 

Just then, the man whispers something into her 
ear and she begins to laugh. That’s when I see that 
the woman has no teeth. Her four front incisors are 
completely missing. 

“You’re so bad.” Her voice echoes throughout the 
subway cart. 

He takes his finger and gently rubs the dried mas-
cara from under her eye. “You look better without 
all this shit anyway.”  

I’ve always loved to people-watch. As a small 
child, I wanted nothing more than to sit at the grown
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ups’ table, not because I wanted to feel like an adult, 
but so I could to listen in on their conversations. My 
parents never had any trouble taking me to upscale 
restaurants as a toddler because I always sat silently 
in my highchair, observing the commotion around 
me. When I began taking the train at the beginning 
of high school, I wouldn’t listen to music to pass the 
time— overhearing the gossip of nearby passengers 
was more than enough entertainment. My parents 
taught me good manners –– I know better than to 
stare at strangers. But on this particular morning, 
my eyes remain fixed on the couple giggling in front 
of me. 

Part of me is so captivated by them because they 
look just like the two lovers sitting in the diner at 
the beginning of Pulp Fiction. I gently place my hand 
into my pocket to clutch my phone, as I recall that 
the opening scene of my favourite movie ended in a 
robbery and a few murders.

The other part of me is fascinated by this couple 
because of the way that they look at each other. For 
almost the entire ride now, she’s been leaning her 
head on his shoulder while he’s been twirling her 
hair. Every so often he stops to whisper in her left 
ear, or to kiss her forehead, and she runs her fin-
gers over the black and grey stubble sprouting from 
his chin. He looks at her as though she is the most 
beautiful woman in the world: a Greek goddess in 
the flesh, more striking than the most beautiful Vic-
toria’s Secret model. She likewise gazes lovingly up 
at him as if he’s Brad Pitt in his mid-nineties prime. 
But most of all, they are looking at each other in a 
way that my parents haven’t in years. 

All my life, I’ve thought of my mother and fa-
ther’s relationship as the perfect example of what a 
long-lasting marriage should be— even though my 
parents are far from perfect. My father is stubborn. 
My mother overreacts. Yet for some reason when 
they are together, she makes him that much less of 
an ass, and he makes her just a little bit calmer. I’ve 
always been convinced that the kind of love that my 
parents have can only be found in summer school. 
The kind of love that my parents have can only come 
about after nine years of dating. And yet the couple 
in front of me looks like they’ve never stepped foot 
inside a school, let alone have known each other for 
nine years, and I think they’re doing just fine.

I know my parents are happy, and although I

wouldn’t wish a face tattoo on my worst enemy, I’d like 
to think that even after 24 years of marriage my moth-
er and father could still learn something from the 
couple sitting in front of me. After all, if a woman with 
no teeth can find her prince charming, then there’s 
certainly hope for the rest of us. Maybe we all can.



P O E T R Y  by Angela Hanna Goulene

10

M A K E U P
Feel terrible. 

Trauma behind the mask
Grinning, wonderfully pretty doll,

Outwardly charming

Tantalizing child.

But when the Lord’s hand descends upon the ground,

Blocking the sky and all above,

What remains but an upside-down clown?

The seas they part
They break through the dust,

Illusions destroyed
Revealing dirty secrets to the  

Eye

Outcast and shunned,

Sociologically impaired, 

An egoistic approach to the game’s finales
Tempts the child. 

But instead the clown reverts its position,

And as the moon leaves in shame of what it’s witnessed, 

The dust dries out the ocean once more.

Another false analogy begins.
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P O E T R Y  by Aneek Chatterjee

D I N N E R  T A B L E
Snakes, boulevards, mountains, 
dead relatives smiling 
with a bouquet of flowers. 
Struggle in deep blue waters

Smashed cars 
Red ants overtaking 
in a systematic line 
Tears of a fourteen-year-old 

It’s like a dinner table 
All food - wine, dessert, 
spoons forks water & porcelain
carefully organized; but 
finally wiped clean 
The lonely wooden frame watches 
red ants silently overtaking 
one another 

Snakes boulevards & smashed cars 
shining under the sun 
hidden in misty clouds 

& you call it surreal 
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N O N - F I C T I O N  by Shannon Neeley

O U R  H E R O

Stories of legends and mythic creatures 
fighting against all the evils that dare 
come our way filled our ears. The impor-
tance of these battles and these warriors 

gliding over the ice embeds itself into our identities 
just as the crest they bear on their suits of armour 
becomes marked on to them. 

He had been one of the golden few, a legend who 
had helped to bring glories of yore that now hung 
high above in the rafters. Over the clattering of idle 
chatter, the clinking of spoons and knives scraping 
butter over slightly blackened toast, our hero came 
into focus over a lazy Sunday breakfast. 

Bleary eyed and lamenting my early wake-up 
call, I imagined my still sheet-lined face burrowing 
back into my soft pillow. From the comfort of this 
dreamy haze I watched my parents flipping through 
the pile of weekly circulars as they engaged in ba-
nal chatter designed for morning civilities. Between 
bites of toast, a small announcement nestled below 
the specials advertising Cheerios and discounted 
detergent took command of my drifting gaze. Be-
hind some straying crumbs was the bold lettering of 
his name, only familiar to me from the tales I had 
heard told so many times. 

“I saw Bob at the dépanneur. He said Mary wanted 
him to invite us over for dinner Tuesday.”  my father 
sputtered as he sopped up the last few drops of syr-
up on his plate with burnt toast crust.  

I began to frantically scan the announcement 
for more pertinent details, while my mother, lost 
somewhere between her thoughts and song, half-
hummed her response to my father:

“Mmhmm, that sounds nice. Can someone pass 
me that pen. No, the purple one. As long as he’s not 
drinking, you know how he gets…”

A need for confirmation to squelch my lingering hes-
itation. 

“Completely ruined Mary’s fortieth. Where’s my 
list? I just had the thing in my hand.” My mother

hummed on. 
My mouth had gone dry. I clenched my jaw and at-

tempted to swallow, hoping to push this bubbling news I 
had swelling within me back into the depths of my turn-
ing gut. 

“Can SOMEBODY pass the syrup?” barked my fa-
ther.

 Until I was certain, his name would not pass my lips. 
I could not bear it.

“TABERNAC! Will you go easy with that…you 
know in some countries that stuff is liquid gold.” my 
father continued as he snatched the syrup can mid-
pour from my younger brother’s heavy hands.

My lips quivered. Gently, they unfurled and began 
moving hesitantly toward forming actual words. My 
impatient mind, unsatisfied with my lingering, quickly 
intervened and overrode my sluggish body.

I erupted with sound…“Next Saturday. Two o’clock.”
There was something strange about seeing his name 

on this discount plastered flyer. 
After some deep breaths and inquisitive snatch-

ings of the flyer the now cold, half-eaten eggs and 
bits of fat-flecked bacon had been abandoned.

The childlike twinkle in my father’s eyes con-
firmed it. We would be there. 

Stories were relayed, moments in time crystal-
lized for us to help understand the importance of it 
all. 

The importance of this day. Of how the past 
would enter our world. It was almost too much. Yes, 
far too much to convey simply by words. 

The aura that the old card radiated was one of tri-
umph. I held it gently between my fingertips, careful 
to not bend the crisp corners like I had been taught. 
Hope. 

Stick in hand, the stance of a warrior ready for 
battle. Confident and comforting with a slight grin 
curling at the edge of his mouth. The cocky reassur-
ance of a true pro. 

The automatic doors parted slowly, apparently
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unaware of the monumental event taking place 
within these unassuming grey walls. 

Still breathing deeply and recovering from the 
sting of winter’s chilling whispers, I watched the 
remaining traces of snow melt from my boots and 
slide down to the floor, leaving small puddles of wa-
ter pooling on tan tiles. 

It was quiet. 
CRAASHK-BOOM-CRAASHK-BOOM
Calling us to attention in a disarming cacophony, 

my mother had shaken loose a cart from its brothers 
in their pen and plunked her purse in the divider 
where a young child would typically sit. 

A large sign with that familiar bright red bold let-
tering beamed its message to the wide-eyed dutiful 
and pointed us in the right direction. The countdown 
had begun. 

The crowd that had gathered was being ushered 
into a reluctant line by a portly, middle-aged em-
ployee relishing this rare occasion for power. With 
his chest puffed out to comical proportions, his 
sharp barks to “form a line!” sent waves of sound 
into the abyss of our industrial retail surroundings. 

This was just part of the game. Suffer through it 
and then you get the prize. 

My mother, not wanting to waste any more time 
simply standing in line, took off in search of deals. 
Her footsteps echoed as she clicked along the rows 
of goods. I watched her until something appeared to 
catch her hawk-like eyes. A quick snap of her neck 
and a precision maneuver of her rickety, steel steed 
saw her disappear down an aisle.

Left with all those who had also made the pil-
grimage, we stood and waited. 

Perched on the tips of my toes, I became uncom-
fortably aware of the limitations of my stumpy neck 
and frame. Stretching with every ounce of my being, 
a fold-up table, the kind usually reserved for bake 
sales and the overflow at family dinners, was visi-
ble. There was a large banner welcoming our hero 
with some red and white balloons added to distract 
from the boxes of lawn furniture and crates of soda 
that were encroaching on the makeshift shrine. 
The store employee stood at the front of the line 
now, asking for silence as there was an important 
announcement to be made. As though divinely de-
signed to discredit the employee further, a starkly 
contrasted tall young man stood over him wearing

a crisp suit and an exhausted expression. “Today’s 
proceedings will go as follows,” he informed us. 
“Two hundred people will be granted access… No 
pictures! And keep the line moving, please.” 

Due to a matter beyond their control, only a select 
few would be able to secure the highly sought-after 
autograph - proof of the meeting and a memory to 
cling to.  The cut off was made far enough past us to 
make our early arrival seem sensible, but not so far 
back as to dampen our feeling of good luck to be on 
the right end of the line. 

Head down, he walked to his seat without ac-
knowledging those gathered. He paused as the em-
ployee, relishing the moment, bowed and repeated-
ly swept his arm in an awkward gesture of grandeur. 
Pulling back the fold-up chair, our hero reached out 
and braced himself against the skeletal back of the 
shabby throne and slowly eased into his place of 
honour.  

The line quickly started to move. Lurching in 
small bursts as the first few secured his signature 
and were sent on their way.

Something fell flat…
This man was not the same one staring back with 

the stance of a warrior. This man had the yellow 
tinged hair and tired, watery eyes of an old man. 
One who was not particularly pleased to have found 
himself foisted back onto his designated pedestal in 
history. 

The past had collided with the present, leaving 
me with a barely legible signature from a man who 
had filled so many stories with the simple inclusion 
of his name. 

Reality had seeped through in a most unsavoury 
manner and claimed our hero.

Under the flickering scrutiny of harsh fluorescent 
lighting, gods are exposed for the mere mortals we 
wish they weren’t. It is here, sandwiched between 
the discount bin and express check out, where our 
heroes come to die.
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T h e  S e c o n d  H e x :  A n  O d e 
t o  a  W o m a n  W h o  P l a y s  t h e 
B l u e s  G u i t a r

New York-born and raised on Jazz
You walked due north to the Coldest Blue,
Borderless and unsatiated.

St-Urbain’s cavalry chucked a black look:
‘Where do you come from stranger?
Why is your guitar strung so true?’

Forty-five bullets around his waist,
A show of ineffectual sorcery 
In an unabridged perdition.

‘Be uncomfortable,’ you quipped,
‘For I am cursed and gratified.’  
You dodged a Red Glare and endured.

Chaos isn’t lazy, deals with the Devil never slow.
Secrecy is scalding.
The Horsemen always know.

You found me on an irreverent Sunday,
Your composed ebony wands -enjoying a fretboard-
Cast me when I was unsound.

In return, I caught you impromptu,
Ad-libbing, a few licks, so confident.
No one thought you could play like the First World Sex.

T H E  B E N T  N O T E S



P O E T R Y  by Tracy Ostertag
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You practiced scales 
And I scaled your hollowed-out props
That smelled of rosewood and mahogany.

Together, we rummaged through the neighborhoods of men –
Their stories were incurious
And out of bloom.

Alan Lomax’s Bluesmen proved to be an insufficient spell.
You, an all-seeing enchantress, among all of these blind men:  
An Artemisian appearance.
In my bathroom mirror  

You harangued Lead Belly’s ‘Black Girl,’
A malediction so Curt.

I found your quiver full of songs 
Once upon you taking aim at me. 
We walked outside of us and you spoke to me in a whisper:

‘Snooks Eaglin’s Brown-skinned Woman lied.’
Mirror Mirror, my love, you neither are the fairest of them all.
But, Woman, your darkness is bewitching,

Your body anything but Second Sex,
Your arrows not straight but guileless,
And your Blues a sovereign hex.  
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S h e  G i v e s  H e r  B e l o v e d 
U n c e r t a i n  R h y m e s

Not three quatrains and a couplet –
She owns a song that plays a note
Like Lovers fighting in a bathroom.
A thousand lessons, and but a pair by rote,

We learn by heart the blight of us two,
Wander certain histories
And squander uncertain skies.
Into the Open and out of the Blue,

She delivers me to buskers who muse and play
Mussorgsky’s ‘Pictures at an Exhibition.’
I suggest we walk to the end of need,
Thirst and toenails lost in Prohibition.

Yeats and Heaney once gathered
In certain Village Graves
After formal convocation speeches
In reverent and educated knaves.

But nothing is like the writing of her:
She is an un-cruel month drifting and wise
That frightens my form.
Out of the necessary and over the rise In the distance from folly to here,

From northern sun to summer snow,
Where the hyenas come to purr
And laughter runs indigo

I feel the world in a certain clime.
Of a sudden she summons an ancient radio
That smells a definite yellow 
And sounds a Meshell Ndegeocello line.

Not a Dashiell Hammett mystery:
She leaves my heart in all of the towns
And the fragments of our account in plain view.
Like the pedal steel she frowns

And walks me back to Little Burgundy.
There, the Jazzmen are rehearsed and bored, 
And there, she gives her Beloved uncertain rhymes,

Not a 12-bar blues chord.
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P O E T R Y  by Kimberly King

L O V E L U S T
Her horned rimmed glasses shield her sky-blue eyes
Delicate porcelain skin misty with sweat and longing
My hand brushes her cheek, caressing her soul
Never have my eyes seen such graphic beauty

Our words dance around the room like shooting stars
She captivates every sense of nostalgia I dare recall-
My lost girl, her inner light dark as the Ravens back
Sapphire eyes brighter than my fondest memory

Her hand in mine, we walk these gritty streets
The chaos of this murderous city engulfs us
The evergreens sway to the click of her heels
As the wind moves in time to her hips

I love her, -Oh! How I love this beauty beside me
She brings me to my knees with a single glance
Dare I cast upon another in her presence
My heart would surely pay the ultimate price

I have found my purpose, my meaning, my life force
For her I would part the sea, fight the fiercest demons
If only I could surrender to this undying passion 
I would forever and a day be a changed man.
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N O N - F I C T I O N  by Christopher Dix

Flight Sergeant Phil Dix - Author’s Copyright
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C O N C E R T

Phil Dix stood alone on the deck 
of the ship. Dressed in his flying 
gear, big fur-lined boots and a pi-
lot’s helmet, he looked quite strange. 

The inevitable cigarette was in his mouth. 
He looked at the wide grey sea churning into 

whiteness on the tops of the waves, and heard the 
cry of gulls and the roar of the ship’s engines. Near-
by vessels ploughed their way through as well, 
and the long grey shape of a destroyer guarded 
them in the distance. Twenty-four hours ago they 
were in Iceland – safe. Now, they were heading for 
Murmansk with food and supplies. Avoiding the 
German U-boats was hair-raising because they 
could be hit at any time, almost without warn-
ing. He had made the crossing many times before, 
but he never pretended that he was not fright-
ened. None of them did. A ship like his was a sit-
ting duck, or perhaps a very slow-moving duck.

His hands were cold even though he had gloves 
on, and ice coated the ships’ railings and exposed 
metalwork. Life was uncomfortable and rations 
meagre. Hot American chocolate drinks were about 
the only thing you could get, made with hot water; 
milk which was strictly rationed. Everyone longed 
for mealtimes, even though what you got was virtu-
ally inedible. At least being below with your mates 
cheered you up and made you feel warm for a bit. 
On a long journey like this, boredom was inevitable, 
so everyone had a strict schedule of work to carry 
out: cleaning, organising, and lots of physical tasks. 
One of the worst tasks was being on watch. The 
huge Polish binoculars were difficult to focus and 
use, especially when someone else had been using 
them all day, and keeping the condensation away 
was a joke.

Sometimes mines would be spotted, and if they 
were well away from all the ships, the sharpshooters

SS Manela dockside - Merchant Navy Association Copyright
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would take pot-shots at them. Because of the roll and keeling of the ship, very few were ever hit and it 
wasted ammunition, but a crowd always gathered to watch anyway. If they came close to the ship, the ex-
perienced sailors were lowered on huge sheets of webbing to shove them away with long wooden poles. 
The worst scenario would be being attacked whilst this was underway. 

Everything on the ship was primitive: the hammocks, the meals, the toilets, and the mess-rooms. Any-
thing that was remotely interesting had been removed long ago. They were on a bare-bones ship with 
only their cargo and themselves to lose. Milk powder and clothes were going on this journey, and occa-
sionally the captain agreed to some milk powder being broken open and mixed with boiling water as a 
treat. It tasted foul, and although they drank it rather than nothing, they pitied the recipients away in far 
off Russia.

Day after day the routine went on, and sleep was the only relief. Sometimes you could get a book from 
the ship’s library, but they were old and pretty dull. No letters ever came to the ship. You had to get those 
at Reykjavik, and of course no-one could not speak Russian or Icelandic. On their days off, they went to 
the local cinema or to an outdoor hot swimming pool, which was no good, if like himyou couldn’t swim 
anyway.

There were many Americans on this trip. Consultants in various skilled jobs going to lend their exper-
tise, and if one of them got to you, they never stopped talking even when you were trying to work.

British Naval Officers with American Personnel, thought to possibly be 
on the SS Manela - Key Publishing Copyright
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One day, a Senior British Warrant Officer called 
him in to a makeshift office below decks and asked 
if he knew anyone who was musical or could sing. 
When he said he could sing himself, he was told to 
find a pianist or other instrumentalists and to put 
on a show for the Americans, who were bored. He 
protested that he was also bored.

“Yes, but these chaps are our guests. It will be 
a break from all this ice snow and tedium…am I 
wrong?”

“No, sir.”
“Right, get on with it. Concert at 22.00 hours to-

morrow, in the main mess-hall.” And that was that. 
He searched the ranks for musicians and instru-

ments. He found a juggler, a harmonica player, a 
chap who did magic tricks that no one thought were 
especially magical, and a George Formby look-alike 
who could not sing or play anything. Not much of a 
collection. There was no piano, not even a guitar. He 
found a room for them all to practice in and watched 
painfully as they went through their stuff. It was aw-
ful.  The Americans, who loved their dancing and 
singing, would neither be amused or entertained. 
Still, it was better than nothing at all. He would have 
to introduce the lot himself. He could inflict his dry 
and sarcastic Yorkshire wit on them, but he doubted 
they would make any sense of it.

Feeling fairly desolate, he planned the order of 
appearance, leaving himself till last. The harmoni-
ca-player was inappropriate to accompany him, and 
so he would have to sing acapella. He felt slightly 
nervous, not knowing how so many weary non-sail-
ors would react to what they had to offer. He put up 
the notice for the event and went through the rou-
tine of the day, in which there were no major inci-
dents.

At last it came to the appointed hour, and when 
the small band of entertainers entered the mess hall 
it was packed tight full of Americans, most smoking, 
and many already fairly merry on the meagre sup-
ply of watered down Icelandic spirits that had been 
passed around. The Englishmen had kept well away. 
He estimated maybe sixty Yanks were there.

First was the Magician. They barely reacted. No 
one knew George Formby, so he lead-ballooned. 
Then the harmonica player tried several of his best 
renditions including a couple of famous cowboy 
songs, and he hoped at least they might hum or

sing along, but they were all from the East Coast cit-
ies and cowboys meant little to them. It was going 
like a real disaster, and he felt it was irretrievable. No 
one clapped. Mostly they talked or shouted at each 
other, getting visibly sillier and more careless, some 
even started little entertainments for themselves or 
played cards in small groups of their own.

He strode at last on to the small stage they had 
erected in the middle of the mess hall. He was not 
a tall man, but in his best RAF clothes he looked 
smart, handsome and purposeful. Standing there 
with the light shining on him he used his deep, rich 
voice to talk to them, and they began to quieten. He 
hoped they had appreciated what they had tried to 
do to cheer them up, even if it seemed paltry by their 
standards, and now he was going to sing for them, 
unaccompanied.

After waiting for silence, he introduced the song:
“This song means a lot to me. As a boy I lived 

through the Depression in England, and I know how 
much your country suffered too. It’s called ‘Buddy, 
can you spare a dime?’”

Off he went into that song.

“They used to tell me I was building a dream
And so I followed the mob
When there was earth to plow or guns to bear
I was always there, right on the job

They used to tell me I was building a dream
With peace and glory ahead
Why should I be standing in line
Just waiting for bread?

Once I built a railroad, I made it run
Made it race against time
Once I built a railroad, now it’s done
Buddy, can you spare a dime?

Once I built a tower up to the sun
Brick and rivet and lime
Once I built a tower, now it’s done
Buddy, can you spare a dime?

Once in khaki suits, gee, we looked swell
Full of that Yankee Doodly Dum
Half a million boots went slogging through Hell
And I was the kid with the drum
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Say, don’t you remember? They called me ‘Al’
It was ‘Al’ all the time
Why don’t you remember? I’m your pal
Say buddy, can you spare a dime?

Once in khaki suits, ah, gee, we looked swell
Full of that Yankee Doodly Dum
Half a million boots went slogging through Hell
And I was the kid with the drum

Oh, say, don’t you remember? They called me ‘Al’
It was ‘Al’ all the time
Say, don’t you remember? I’m your pal
Buddy, can you spare a dime?”

He put all the feeling he could into it, and as it 
progressed he realised how quiet they had gone. 
The final notes echoed in the hall and there was 
complete silence. Some men were looking down at 
the floor. Then, slowly, they began to applaud until 
all were on their feet, stamping and cheering, whis-
tling. Chords had been touched deep inside these 
men. They begged him for more songs, and so he 
obliged, knowing the lyrics and the tunes by heart. 
He performed one in which he whistled quite a lot, 
and that seemed to go particularly well. Despite the 
smoky atmosphere, his throat lasted, and as he fin-
ished, they begged him for the first song again. After 
the second rendition, there was more wild cheering 
and he was surrounded by men shaking his hands, 
hugging him, men with eyes full of tears, hearts in 
their mouths or on their sleeves. It felt good to be so 
appreciated in those cold and dark days.

His Senior Officer came to see him late that night 
as he prepared to go on watch.

“Well done,” the Officer said.  “I’m told it went 
like clockwork, and they’re all much happier now. 
Do the same on the way back if we have them with 
us. I’ve got a feeling we’ll lose them in Murmansk 
though.”

There was no concert on the way back, but his 
supply of American cigarettes had significant-
ly increased, and wherever he went for the rest of 
the journey there were smiles, handshakes and 
back-slapping, which baffled the English sailors and 
airmen around him. It was a moment to treasure in 
a bleak existence, a moment to pass on to your chil-
dren he thought, as once again he stood alone on

the bleak deck watching the swirling dark grey sea 
with the stifling storm clouds above him, scanning 
the horizon with its promise of endless cold, rain, 
and danger.
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P O E T R Y  by Antoine Vandenborre

S O . . . 
W H A T 
H A P P E N E D 
T H E R E ?

So... what happened there? Well,
Doves dove head-long
Into beehives,
With knees high—
Crashed into knife fights.
Hit the decks 
Eating mud-cakes.
Chugged along for some while,
A cylinder down,
And luggin’ a hex,
Aggressively flexing blue Camels, dromedaries
And other sundries
 --All out the window.
But winter’s packed it in,
It’s done: you’ve lost a rare woman
Full of recessive traits.
Air out the boots,
And bleach the converse on the porch.
Try to look up, now. 
After a winter of crying your eyes shut,
Scratch the scruff,
Count your pennies,
Convert your luck
And try to move past the rough stuff.
Maybe put out the linens,
To christen-in the breeze,
When your head feels 
A little too lived-in.
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F I C T I O N  by Stefanos Singelakis

D R I V E
  2018. 

Rooftops and grey skies. Ash and con-
crete. I’m a runaway, running from 
mediocrity, surfing across ocean blues. 
Riding high on the waves of a chemical 

octopus. I left behind a heap of fresh wreckage –– the 
car was buried in the river. Mounds of human waste 
and bleached blond hair, pimples and the smell of 
cigarette butts, poorly groomed genital areas…

My neighborhood is being run like an idiot pa-
rade. I’m growing disenchanted.

The people I know are people you don’t want to 
know. Small time. Living miniature adventures. Like 
busting a safe while sporting black cotton gloves 
in the parking lot next to the pool. Ten dollars for 
the effort. Eating acid in economics. Speed too; I’ll 
take whatever’s in fresh supply. The worst has yet to 
come.

We don’t know how to do anything really bad, not 
in this city. Criminal appetites require cultivation.

Looking at the map; now I’m overseas. They have 
their rules here too. It all depends on who your 
guide is. I was halfway settled in, feeling unnatural 
all the time. The locals tried to make nice –– native 
hospitality has yet to expire. There I was, spoiling 
for a fight or a drink or something. 

We had opened shop. I’d make coffee. A shot 
of rum to start the day. When we’d get lucky, we’d 
smoke weed. There’s nothing quite like doing noth-
ing. The hours expire. It’s dark outside and I can hear 
the street. The sound of cars is hypnotic. Cramped 
lanes are accompanied by narrow sidewalks. I spot-
ted the junky today at the corner, his junky face 
would peer up and down the street. He’s waiting for 
someone and so am I.

I tell X it’s time to go out. He’s young and under-
stands. Two phone calls. One to the girlfriend. He 
tells her he’s making a late delivery. The second 
rings the man. “Yes, uh-huh, ok, yeah, ok, alright.” 
We close the place down.

The truck is parked down the street. Before leaving

town, we stop at the gas station. The man at the 
pump asks, “How much?” and X tells him to fill it up. 
The clock is ticking. We don’t have a lot of time. Five 
minutes later we’re tearing down the highway in a 
grey and green Mitsubishi pickup truck. The radio 
is on. How do you do a three-hour drive in an hour 
and a half? Speed is your friend. The truck is burn-
ing fuel. I’m burning on the inside, feeling heavy 
footed. 

I’ve been staring straight ahead, looking at the 
highway signs. Speeding. The truck is eating up the 
road. X is avoiding checking the phone, too busy fo-
cusing on the drive. 

When we’re halfway there we see the cops. 
They’re on to us. Tearing up our ass. Going fast. 

Turning my head, I look back and see them getting 
nearer. A second or two passes. Now they’re along-
side us. 

Don’t panic. For a minute, I thought we’d get 
pulled over; stopped for speeding. If they only knew. 
The cops rip past us on the highway. Completely ig-
nored. Everyone drives fast in this place. Speed lim-
its are just suggestions.

Halfway-there. I can see the coast now. We’re tak-
ing the tunnel; the exit is in sight, drawing closer. 
Almost inside the city. I begin to see a clutter of run-
down businesses crowded by dirty apartment build-
ings. Everything looks dusty and stained by smoke. 
We drive down a side street that’s littered with trash 
and animal feces. The smell of garbage perfumes 
the air. It’s nice, I’m used to it. We park the truck. 
Nobody walks along this street. Not tonight. 

X sends a text.
Waiting.
Taking too long. Grab a bite to eat, waste some 

time. Munching street food on the curb. Cars drive 
by. There’s a street walker a hundred meters away. 
She sees me because I’m young.

We get the call. 
Back in the car, we drive down the street. Nice 

and slow. In the back seat, he hands it over. There’s



so much that it came in a shopping bag. The car 
reeks of it. We’re driving again - I’ve learnt to roll on 
the move. He’s the driver and I make the smoke. We 
think, Is it ever enough?

We sit on it for a minute. 
“Well might as well since we’re here.” 
“It really would be a waste to make the same drive 

tomorrow.” 
“How much money do you have in your wallet?” 
“Enough for eighty.”
 He makes another call. “Yeah, uh-huh, ok, sure, 

ok, see you soon.”
Our other guy’s picking up. I feel the hunger. No 

specific organ. I’m just hungry all the time.
On the road. A five-minute trip from one seedy 

spot to another. This is a friend of ours, he meets us 
in the street. 

“Well now that we have our stuff.”
A forty-dollar package. A tiny square of cheaply 

folded paper.
“Might as well stay a while.”
Off the street and down the hall. Back at our bud-

dy’s flat, sitting in a stale apartment. He owns the 
place. No one is coming. He takes out the brown 
powder. 

I want it.
The first batch wasn’t that good. I could feel it 

wearing thin real fast.
“Well fuck.”
We need some more. Ten minutes go by. The two 

of us are sitting in this living room. The TV is off. 
Our friend steps out. There’s another package. Cut-
ting the lines. It’s convenient - unlike coke. You don’t 
have to break it up. This is the real stuff. I’m sweating 
up a poison stick. Something takes me and I begin 
to feel my face. X’s laughing. The other looks at me 
running my hands along my sweaty face but he’s too 
preoccupied to say anything. We’re getting high.

I love brown powder. 
After an hour, it’s time to go. Have to open up the 

shop tomorrow morning. 
Tearing down the highway again, I roll a joint as 

he eyeballs the road. Smoking. He does and I do. 
Thirty minutes go by. An odd expression takes pos-
session of his face. He looks kind of greenish. He 
has to stop. Pulling over in a hurry, islanded by the 
side of the road. Slamming on the breaks in a small 
rest area. Just a patch of dirt for late night drinkers. 

Within a minute or two he’s out.
Is he dead?
His chest is moving up and down. Bile spews 

from his lips. A yellow stink, soiling his sweater. I’ll 
give him another five. 

Alright, I’m bored. I prod him.
“Time to move.”
He’s pissed I let him puke on himself. 
It’s my fault. 
Back on the road. Back at the shop. I pass out on 

the couch. What a wonderful night. 
Next morning. Our good stuff is done. I produce a 

snort, hoping to tap the reserves. 
Thinking to myself, “Are you in there?” 
I feel a rush of residual highness, “Yes.” 
Triumphantly, I rise.
 He’s in the office. I told him I had a line lodged 

in my sinus. He’s jealous. After coffee and a smoke, I 
ask him “So…what are we doing tonight?”

Sitting in his black leather office chair, he lights 
another cigarette. He’s sweating profusely and the 
joints in his hands are aching.  He can feel the pain 
most acutely in his fingers. After a second drag of 
his smoke he looks up from his crotch, “This time, 
you drive.”
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P O E T R Y  by Gervanna Stephens

H O W  T O 
W R E S T L E 
A  S T O R M

Your mouth
crashes silent into the horizon
voice splintering to sand
getting everywhere all at once
a shout
is a wave
rushing to shore
gathering self,
heave
your thoughts—
a load
let it rest violent
on tear stained sky
swallow the sad
realization.
Now, recede.
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N O N - F I C T I O N  by Kelsey Nichole Brooks

D R U N K

 IM DRUNK.
IM Not sure where to begibn. Im not 

even quiet sure I knew how I got ony my 
coputer to write this or if Im even writing 

enything importante but Im drunk, I know I had too 
much. Too myuch whiskey, vodka, beer and bartend-
ers. They say that drnuk people always tell the truth 
so I thought Id write it so I dont forget it/so I dont 
forget it timorrow. During our subor hours we tend 
to make it diffucilt adnd lie. The rum rubs my throat, 
peels the tissue and burns it bad. My head gets dizzy. 
Its the kisses, a kiss here another ksis there that spins 
me around and around till im dizzy. Her lips on the 
left cheek then his on the right and oh god….sorry i 
AINT got no more cheeks to turn so ill be a sinner for 
tonight. Ill be a sinner everynight.

I take another sip, my lips dont catch the juice, in-
stead my teeth clink the glass like a bad first kiss. A 
broken tooth. A bar fight, An anGry drunk. The smell 
of sweet vomit of cider and cherrios from this morn-
ing. The floor is stickYY like honey on the eye lids. 
Its blurry but sweet. Eveyrhting seems sweet but its 
gonna sting like a hornet in the morning.

I look at the people around the table. We are friends. 
We are secret enemies. We are bed buddies. We all 
share the tequilla and the toXic. I lvoe them, even if I 
dont love me. They lvoe me.I think back to my child 
good. Tht Barnie song I used to hear. “I LOVE YOU 
YOU LOVE ME WERE A GREAT BIG FAMILY” I 
SING ….no one signs along but thats okay ...they love 
me. They knoow the lyrics and they lvoe me too. 

IM HUNGRY NOW. We got the wine but wheres 
the bread? We never break bread but drink the blood. 
Ill emremeber to bring the bread crumbs next time. 
Maybe its cause bread soaks up too much of the good 
stuff. 

Old jokes. GoSSIP. SUDDEN Seriousness. RE-
PEAT REPTAT RETREAT.

3am, the bar is closed so are we. We goT to go 
home. I have Patt on speed dial, a cab guy who knows 
NDG better then he knows his own mother. I dont 

talk much to him tonight cause im tierd and he sees 
it. He sees past the black out drunk phase and sees 
what was before.  He turns on Coldplay because 
their my favorite sad people. He knows me better 
then his own mother. 

Some mintues more and Im home. I hold the sil-
ver key in between my fingersss before I put it int he 
key hole. It will be empty inside I think to myself. IT 
WILL BE EMPTY INSIDE. LIke the glasses tonight, 
like my wallet and like my bedt. it will all be empty. 
IM DRUNK.
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P O E T R Y  by Michael Dominic Rotondo

S T R A N G E 
M O O N L I G H T

I stood below an 18th century balcony--
A balcony of Lima, accompanied by a living statue
Strange moonlight 
gave the eyes full colour,
but words in print disappear in seconds.
Disappointment ran through my veins
The last chapter, the last page;
Moonlight refuses to let me read.
At first, I appear to have an adequate amount of light,
But soon after, my eyes became Jekyll and Hyde.
 I look up to the statue and cry out, “What is your name?”
No response do I receive.

Again, words spew from my lips,
“O lovely statue, true beauty I see, the only of its kind in this strange moonlight.”
A whisper blew in the air; the statue? No—a woman
She appeared on top of the balcony behind the statue.
A Slender body with precious lips and curly hair
Eyes of an angel, 
circled with an auburn colour.
Even her beauty withstood the strange moonlight.
That night, I stood below an 18th century balcony,
A balcony of Lima, one accompanied by a living statue,
The auburn eyed angel.
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