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Austin Payeur
Academic Interest

“This is a slightly unusual request,” said Dr. Wagner, with
what he hoped was commendable restraint. “And you say that
this is purely out of academic interest?”
“Of course, sir,” said the undergraduate sitting in front of
the desk, a wiry, wide-eyed ball of nervous tension and anxious
intelligence. It was the sort of twitchy, bright, scientific fervour
that made Dr. Wagner appreciate having a large piece of
wooden furniture between the two of them. “Purely academic.”
“While I feel I must applaud an undergraduate taking to the
field of veterinary surgery with such…” he struggled for a word,
and settled on, “vigour, Mister Lavender – it is Lavender, yes?”
“Yes, sir. Like the flower.”
Dr. Wagner pursed his lips. It was so oddly dissonant to
have such a polite name attached to a request for horse
mutilation. “It’s only that I’ve taken the liberty of speaking to
your former professors about your ‘academic interests’, and
what I’ve heard troubles me.”
To any other of his students, hearing that would be the
source of considerable worry. It either spoke to Mr. Lavender’s
resilience or naiveté that he simply frowned, glanced upwards,
then looked back at Dr. Wagner with almost childlike confusion
and asked, “‘Troubles you’, sir?”
“Yes, troubles me.” He tapped a few keys and read an email
through glasses balanced precariously on the tip of his nose.
“Tell me, do you recall Mister Bird?”
Mr. Lavender beamed immediately. “An excellent professor,
sir, he encouraged me to follow through on my field of choice.”
“He described you as a man of keen scientific interest.”
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“He said as much, sir.”
“He also said that you have a ‘total lack of ethics’.”
To Dr. Wagner’s considerable concern, Mr. Lavender
chuckled softly. “In my defense, that paper was entirely
hypothetical.”
“And what of Mister Hamada, who described you as ‘the
hypothetical lovechild of Nikola Tesla and Hieronymus Bosch’?”
“He flatters me, sir.”
“And what of Ms. Doddle’s, ‘This man is a menace to the
good name of science, please, for the love of God, don’t
accommodate him’?”
“Ms. Doddle’s comments are racially charged, sir. I should
think you ignore them.”
“You’re white, Mister Lavender.”
Mr. Lavender’s patience seemed to be running thin. “Well, I
think you’ll find that Doctor Mala openly described me as a
man to watch,” he said with a slight hint of reproach.
“That she did,” Dr. Wagner said. He noted that Mr.
Lavender had chosen not to mention that Dr. Mala had also
added the suffix, ‘from behind the safety of a Plexiglas shield,
and possibly a brick wall’.
He tapped a key. A poorly-animated, gently spiralling helix
of DNA filled the screen. He turned back to Mr. Lavender,
clasping both hands together on his desk in his best ‘talking
down a man strapping himself to an atomic bomb’ posture. “But
records and recommendations aside, I’m also concerned by the
nature of your experiment.”
Of all the things he could’ve said, this seemed to generate
the most emotional of responses from Mr. Lavender. Rather, all
of the emotion drained out of his face, then slowly refilled itself
with a mixture of confusion and righteous fury. “What,” he said
flatly.
“I’m afraid that I simply don’t understand the reasoning
behind it.”
“I thought I made it fairly clear, sir,” Mr. Lavender said,
spitting each word out with increased force until the ‘sir’
could’ve been mistaken for a truck backfiring. “The bisection
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and alteration of a horse’s mouth to allow the lip to reach to the
back of the jaw, similar to the mouth structure of most
carnivores.”
“No, what’s the purpose of this experiment? What benefit
would you receive from altering a horse’s mouth?”
“To test the legitimacy of my proposed designs for a
carnivorous horse!” Mr. Lavender said, the delicate clockwork
mechanism of patience having long since snapped, mainspring
ricocheting madly into the horizon. “The skull structure of a
carnivore and an herbivore have always been similar except in
terms of mouth and cheek structure to accommodate for diet!
By bisecting the cheek of a horse, I can begin the creation of a
carnivorous horse!”
“Why on Earth do you need a carnivorous horse?!”
Mr. Lavender allowed himself to breath for a moment,
closing his eyes shut like a lead shield against the radiation of
Dr. Wagner’s bafflement. Finally he leaned back in his chair,
steepling his fingers together. All that was missing was a large
cat in his lap. “Doctor Wagner,” he said in a slow measured
tone. “Since the dawn of time, mankind has strived for one
thing. Within in the vast libraries of our collective
consciousness lies a single, solitary dream. We as a species
stand united, in spite of all gaps of culture, of ethnicity, of sheer
distance, in this want. It keeps us alive. It keeps us driven. For as
long as man has walked this earth, he has always wanted a
badass, man-eating, fire-breathing horse to ride into battle. And
though we may manufacture our own poor similes of such a
dream, whether through weapons of war or in the design and
development of our own cars and vehicles of everyday life, this
dream has yet to be achieved. That is why I must create a
carnivorous horse, Doctor Wagner. To achieve this dream of
mankind.” It was a grand, flowery speech that stank of practiced
recitation.
“Fire-breathing, Mister Lavender?”
“One step at a time, Doctor Wagner. But I’ll get there
eventually.”
“Absolutely not, Mister Lavender.”
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Mr. Lavender stared at Dr. Wagner for just long enough for
it to become uncomfortable. Then he shrugged. “That’s fair,” he
said. He snatched back his proposal from the desk and popped
open his bag to replace it. For an instant, Dr. Wagner swore he
saw what appeared to be hedge trimmers peeking back at him
from within – then the bag was closed and they disappeared
from sight.
“Good evening, Doctor Wagner,” Mr. Lavender said as he
stepped out of the office. “I’ll make sure you’re eaten first.”
Dr. Wagner allowed himself to deflate once the door
closed. He raked some fingers through his thinning hair. That
was the third mad undergrad this week. If only he was an
English professor, he told himself. Life would be so much
simpler.
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Rizwan Akhtar

The maids of the city of dust
The days stay in dust-clouds of streets
The walls of houses burn in heat
some only want a silent shadow
Tired from herding wages women sweat profusely
hands are soaked in controlled brooms
leaning back on their dresses sticking out
their bursting breasts are an architect’s site
but women of dust build up like traffic
lousy children ran over their bodies
smashing bones to seductive turns
You wouldn’t put a street to a thorough cleaning
and a woman’s body to forensic for the shreds
of bricks and mortar in her stomach where
her umbilical cord is now cemented after years
of clipping and cleaving
Only nights and roofs hide dust, like forgotten love
It changes colour and dies in a corner where again
a woman simmers for absence, then a long sky
with no stars meets more sky, and there is no hand
to go through smutty hairs,
The city comes alive in her gaze moping
whatever comes her way, layers and layers of litter.
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Inside American Embassy Islamabad
Behind a glassy window
I meet a pink-white flat face
years of doggedness claims
his still eyebrows
and fingers working on keyboard
storing the story of my life
as if I surrendered my copy rights instantly.
Clutching a bulged envelope
like a child I was spanked to silence,
I had to measure my chances secretly
beside the height and the spill-over effect
of biometrics, something is taken away
my hands’ skin chaffed
for the rest of the day,
they placed me in boxes,
tabbing selecting details of rows and rows
of applicants murmuring and nudging
like unwanted poems whittle for interpretations
and find their way to uninterested listeners.
The wall-picture of a white hawk snaps
my home-grown pretensions.
The history is strangled inside barbed walls;
over vast gravel spaces diplomats’ black cars
crunch their presence.
Shuttle service hiccup
at emblematic gates of embassies
emit people like prisoners
apply parole by choice.
Back there in Brooklyn a friend anticipates
my arrival—cold winds of Margalla Hills
bring a calming proximity of the shrine
Of Bari Imam where dervishes
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in patched clothes smile and
last night lamps carry waxen shapes
of journeys of souls accepting everything.
The man behind window remains busy
his complacent jaws expands
like an empire manages
through a single click of word
to each answer — Refused.
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Aubrey Laughlin

bike tire close up
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Kayleigh Ironside
Haunted Mind

My car broke down in the middle of nowhere and I had to
wait until the next day to get it towed, so I walked back to a
motel I saw a few kilometres back. It looked deserted and run
down. The sign was barely hanging onto the front of the
building. “VCANCY” was flashing in bright neon red giving me
some relief that I could get out of the rain.
I got a room for only $49.99 which the desk lady said was a
steal of a deal, she even threw in a continental breakfast of a
bruised banana. How sweet. I climbed the stairs to my room
trying to ignore the shredded and stained carpet on the way up.
My room was just as horrifying as I anticipated. It was
stained in every imaginable nook and cranny. “How is it even
legal to let people stay here?” I thought. The bed alone had at
least 25 different splotches of greens, blues, yellows, and oh my
god, reds, a colourful image of the events that had taken place
before I arrived. The carpet is ripped of course, and it wouldn’t
have been complete without a giant brown stain right in the
centre of the room. The lampshade next to the bed was broken,
and made the shadow the light casted look like jagged teeth
from a monster looming over the room, ready to snatch me up.
Looking out the window I saw the dried up pool that once was,
and the dimly lit parking lot, a movie-esque location for crime.
I tried to focus my attention away from the panic attack I
was about to have so I walked over to the mirror in the
bathroom to poke and prod at myself, trying to wipe away what
eyeliner was left streaked down my face from the rain. My hair
was a mess, but I kind of liked the whole rugged look. My
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lipstick was running too. It looked like someone punched me in
the mouth, but it was probably for the best. It hoped it would
help my image in that sketchy place.
I tried making myself comfortable in the lumpy bed,
changing positions many times but it was too hard to sleep.
Thoughts about who was lurking around in the other rooms and
what kind of crazy things happened here kept spinning in my
mind like a hamster on a wheel.
I looked up into the corner of the ceiling and noticed a
string of webs loosely hanging down. Even the spider doesn’t
want to stay here. I began to get restless and decided to turn on
the TV to see if there was something on. Nothing; just the black
and white infestation of little dots.
I turned, laid on my side and closed my eyes, hoping to
trick my body into being asleep when I heard heavy footsteps
outside my door. My eyes shot wide open and I held my breath.
I knew I wasn’t the only one in the motel but I was so afraid of
the kind of people who were staying here it just made me
paranoid.
I saw a black shadow covering the light at my door so I
knew someone was standing there. They moved away after a
few minutes but it really creeped me out. I laid on my back for
a while, too disturbed to sleep.
It was 3:00am and I still couldn’t sleep. I had heard voices
down the hall a while ago from what sounded like a couple.
They were arguing over who got to sleep on which side of the
bed. Later I heard a constant thump of the headboard from the
same room indicating that they seemed to forgive each other.
I was starting to nod off when a cold draft of air woke me
up. I sat up while looking to see if the window was open. It was
not. I wrapped the blanket tighter around me and brought my
knees to my chest. Something didn’t feel right. I started to smell
something awful. Something rotten. It was strange because I
hadn’t noticed it the entire time I was in here.
I got up, turned on the light and started looking around the
room for any clues. I started rummaging through the drawers of
the nightstand. I found a bible, a pen, and a secret
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compartment? Of course this place wouldn’t be complete
without one. I tried opening it but it was stuck so I tried using
the pen to jam into to the crevice of the opening. After digging
at it for a while, it finally released and popped open, not
enough to see what was inside. I slowly motioned my hand over
it and lowered it down, I pulled it up and my eyes widened. I
was confused at first, but then the smell hit me. Death. A
cocktail of blood, bones, and fur just lying there. Bugs were
crawling all around it, swerving in and out of the ribcage as if
they knew that body their entire life. The little eyes of the soul
that once was there stared up at me as if to say “you don’t want
to be next.” Horrified, I slammed the drawer shut and backed
away. That’s when a knock came from the door and I knew I
should have just slept in my car.
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Teresa J Wouters
Charlie Brown

She knows that you want it,
and you know that you NEED it.
So she lures you.
Temps you.
Entices you.
So that you can’t help but feel
yourself pulled towards it.
Your feet moving like pinwheels,
running faster and faster,
towards her tempting invitation.
You NEED IT.
So you run to it as fast as you can.
Never taking your eye off the ball.
But just as you’re about to KICK IT,
she pulls it away.
Heartless.
Because she knows you want it.
And you know that you need it.
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But you’ve fallen on your back,
and you lay there.
Grounded into the dirt,
the mire,
the muck.
Feeling your PAIN.
Feeling your RAGE!
Feeling your ANGUISH!!
That’s love.
That’s it.
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Bliss Francis
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Mary Anne Zammit
Orchid Flowers

Bell rings silently and my heart stops bleeding.
Stars shine softly on lucid skies.
The warm feet of a woman as she crosses golden sands,
your eyes casts shades of remembrance,
and in my wake to a new memory.
We walk, we talk.
Your hands reach out, my heart trembles as you put the
orchid flowers on my breast,
Awakening me softly.
It is late now and time to go.
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Britanny N Krantz

Se gusta las flores tortugas
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Stephen Cruikshank
The Lethargy of Light

This winter light is lazy and fragile.
It never wanders far from the dawn,
never too close to the dusk.
It drifts with sluggish motion
robbing its inhabitants of long afternoons and late night barbeques.
Yet as part of the eerie soul of the north,
much like the magic of Sam McGee,
the light settles on the algid air as a reminder
that it is temperamental, tormented, and tried
— a force not to be tampered with.
Such is the way of the north,
one must learn to gently lay down the day

as a man must lay down his burdens.
For without hesitancy, the light's shadow surrenders its palm
and welcomes the night sky with a flaccid hand-shake.
The encounter is short-lived.
In a temporal flux, the luminous drunkard retreats

into his lethargy
and collapses the vast horizon like the eyelids
of beasts hibernating under blankets of boreal stars.
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Jordy Wiens
The Unfortunate Happy

“Look.”
“Planes fly over us all the time. You’re worrying for nothing,
Paranoid.”
“Something feels different. Dystopia can’t be stopped no
matter how safe you feel in your ignorance. You best be wary,
Depressive.”
“Hello?”
“You’re here already! Welcome home,” said a beautiful,
young woman as she rushed across the room. “I’m Larissa
Elizabeth Arianna da Cunha, the Depressive. Call me Larissa,
though. Or, Ellie. Or, Ari. Actually, I hate the name Larissa and
the people who call me that. To keep things simple, call me the
Depressive. Everyone does. Anyways, this lovely room is the
Atrium. We’re told that this is the only place we’re supposed to
hang out. We have table tennis, a billiards table, and a
television that mostly plays static, but reruns of M*A*S*H air
Wednesdays. We look forward to Wednesdays.”
“How’s it going, Depressive?” a prematurely balding man
said as he walked by.
“Very good, thank you so much for asking. Going down to
the cafeteria?”
“Lunchtime. You?”
“Of course. See you there. That was Frederick Johannes
Buhl, the Twenty-First Century White Supremacist. He likes it
when we call him that because of something that happened
sometime in the past that got misconstrued and overblown. I
don’t know much about history. I trust him, though. I have no
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reason not to.”
“Hashtag Jew Conspiracy,” the White Supremacist said as
he exited the Atrium.
“He’s an acquired taste,” said the Depressive. “While we’re
at it, let me introduce you to some of my friends.”
The Depressive walked towards the south end of the overtly
small room, passing a Medication Take-Out Window and the
aforementioned static television set, to a nineteen seventies
something upholstered couch that held a handful of inmates.
They were looking out a window to see their city lurking on the
edge of destruction.
“This is Larry McMullan, the Obsessive Compulsor. Sandra
Brown, the Paranoid. Clyde Fairbank Iwerks, the Narcotic.
Mohammed Hussein, the Prophet. And, over there is my best
friend, Deborah Wendell, the Dissociative: on Tuesdays she’s
Mariah, Wednesday she’s Gloria, and she’s Jeremy on Fridays.
Oh! I just realized that I never asked for your name. I’m so
sorry. I get like this when I’m excited. It’s not everyday the
Council sends us a Newbie. Oh! I should also mention that
everyday at ten in the morning, we pick up our medication over
there at that window. What’re you on? I’m on one hundred
milligrams of Sertraline. Hi, Talia,” the Depressive’s seemingly
happy demeanour disappeared as a woman wearing white
walked to her.
“Hey, Larissa. You seem rather chipper today. Keep up with
your medication, it’s obviously working. Giving the Newbie a
tour of our fine establishment?”
“Yep.”
“Good. There’s a lot to learn. Welcome home,” she said as
she sauntered off.
“That’s Talia, the Diabetic Healer. We used to have more
Healers, but you know. My favourite was Chris Massey, formerly
known as the Hot Healer, now as the Conscripted. He made me
feel special. Anyways, the White Supremacist is probably
waiting for us in the cafeteria. Come on, I’ll show you. The
Cook started growing his own food a few years ago when the
war started. And, thanks to the Paranoid, we have enough
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canned food to last a lifetime. It’s like she knew the apocalypse
was on the horizon…”
“Look,” said the Paranoid as another plane flew overhead.
A mushroom cloud loomed on the cusp of the cityscape.
The White Supremacist rushed into the Atrium and froze at the
window with his thumb pointed heavenward. He aimed his
thumb at the cloud, and after a few tense moments of bated
breaths, he sighed relief, pulled out the sandwich that he had
stuffed in his pocket earlier, and continued to eat.
Everyone in the Atrium imitated the White Supremacist’s
ease.
“What just happened?” said the Newbie.
“I don’t quite understand the science behind it, but I’m
assuming that the White Supremacist couldn’t see the cloud
past his thumb. That means that we’re too far away to be
harmed by the fallout. We’re fine. Let’s go eat.”
“We’re fine? Don’t you have friends or family out there?”
“What did you see when you walked in this building?”
A quasi-picturesque version of what life used to be, painted
with green grass, crisp leaves, and an intact building. St.
Patrick’s Psychiatric Institute stood in the ashes of its
neighbours: completely untouched by the hands of war. The
Newbie looked out at the monochrome cityscape and the beige
walls of the Atrium were no longer claustrophobic.
“Our friends and family all died when the war started.
Anyone left alive won’t be for long. Inside here, we’re not on
anyone’s hotlist. Who’d care enough about us to kill us?”
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Ansu Sosan George
Intellectual Deliberations

Intellectual deliberations, we call it.
Sitting in the plush chair,
The air conditioner dutifully doing its job
Sipping hot coffee, and sizzling samosas,
We talk and talk and talk and talk
Of poverty.
Who are we cheating?
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Jim Trainer
the gambling life

the thing about luck is
it's not prejudicial
and it's not bestowed
upon anyone, no one's
born into it, luck will
find you, there's no use
looking for it
you don't have to be
born in the land of the free
you don't have to excel
at anything
luck doesn't require penance
or attrition
history is written by purveyors
and beliefs fit you like a cross
sit in the center of the grappling world
go forth into your tempest with ease
the present moment is a crown of fire.
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about the contributors

Austin Payeur is the result of an experiment to genetically
crossbreed a Ukrainian and a redneck. Out of the two products
of the experiment, one became a respectable, intelligent
scientist in the field of microbiology, while the other ate PlayDoh in kindergarten. Take a wild guess which one Austin was.
At some point he picked up a pencil, and the world's been a
little weirder for it ever since. Austin can now be seen
pretending to be an adult in college. In his free time he plays
the ukulele, although he only really knows how to play Patricia
the Stripper and All-Star.

Rizwan Akhtar works as an Assistant Professor in the
Department of English, Punjab University, Lahore Pakistan. He
completed his PhD in postcolonial literature from the University
of Essex, UK in 2013. He has published poems in wellestablished poetry magazines of the UK, US, India, Canada, and
New Zealand. He has also done a 5 weeks workshop on poetry
with Derek Walcott at the University of Essex in 2010.

Aubrey Laughlin is a graduate student of comparative
literature at San Jose State University. Her multidisciplinary
interests include psychoanalysis (namely Jungian analysis),
ancient Near Eastern literature and languages, mythology,
feminist studies, natural sciences, and travel writing. Besides
writing research papers and poetry, she is also a traveler, singer/
songwriter and published photographer, translating into art what
she learns in life.
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Kayleigh Ironside is a full-time student studying English at
Grande Prairie Regional College. Writing is a relatively new
subject to her. She doesn't have a lot of experience but
she hopes to continue working on this craft in the future.
Haunted Mind is Kayleigh's first published written work.

Teresa Wouters has an MFA from the University of British
Columbia in Creative Writing. She has won several contests for
her poems, short stories, and plays which are published in
anthologies and magazines. As an English instructor and
creative writing groups facilitator, Teresa is passionate in
encouraging others to share their stories.

Bliss Francis is a self taught mixed media artist who
specializes in ink and watercolour. She learned at a young age
that art is a form of therapy and has used it to manage the
symptoms of a panic disorder. A major influence of hers is Pablo
Picasso who once said "art washes away from the soul the dust
of everyday life".

Mary Anne Zammit is a graduate from the University of
Malta in Social Work, in Probation Services, in Diplomatic
Studies and in Masters in Probation and a Diploma in Freelance
and Feature Writing. Mary Anne is the author of five novels in
Maltese and in English. Her poems were published in the Strand
Book for International Poetry by Strand Publishers UK and set to
music and performed during the Mdina Cathedral Art Biennale
by Maestro Rueben Pace.
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Brittany N Krantz recently earned her Master of Arts degree
from Stephen F. Austin State University. In 2010, she graduated
Summa Cum Laude with a Bachelor of Science and studied
abroad in Costa Rica. In September 2015, Brittany was
nominated as a Distinguished Member of the National Society
of Collegiate Scholars. Brittany has presented work in seven
states and is currently published in Theocrit, The Human, The
Quint, Pupil, The Piney Dark, and Literature Today.

Stephen Cruikshank is a 2015 SSHRC Doctoral fellow in
the department of Modern Languages and Cultural Studies. His
research focuses primarily on Latin America and the Caribbean,
but has been in a constant pursuit of writing poetry about his
life in Canada.

Born in the hands of an Irish maiden and a lumberjack,
Jordy Wiens spent his entire 23 year life, with a two year stint in
Toronto, in Grande Prairie, Alberta. Intrigued by the curiousness
of his Northern Albertan home, Jordy has vowed to put Grande
Prairie on the cultural map with original stories and plays.
Currently, Jordy is working on transitioning his story, “The
Unfortunate Happy” to a short play, that is proposed to premier
at the Adult One-Act Festival held at the Grande Prairie Live
Theatre at the end of April.

Anju Sosan George is an Assistant Professor at the
Department of English, CMS College, India. Interested in writing
both poetry and fiction, she has to her credit a book on poetry,
The Woes of a Working Woman, released in 2015. She is
currently working on her doctoral research.
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September, Jim Trainer's second full length collection of
poetry, is out now through Yellow Lark Press. Trainer lives in
Austin, Texas where he serves as curator of Going For The
Throat, a weekly publication of cynicism, outrage,
correspondence and romance. Please visit jimtrainer.net for
book orders, appearances and other vital information.
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