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There are windows near and far that we look out of, half hang 
out of, wave out of, smile at our friends through, peek at our 
neighbours through, twitch the curtains of. We fling them wide, 
we slam them shut; we let the wind and the rain and the snow 
in, and the dust and cooking smoke, and thoughts and gazes 
and voices out. This zine was born under the gaze of a parisian 
courtyard and in the company of a great friend. I will no longer 
gaze from those near windows. So, in order to capture them 
for you, here, the original near window graces the cover of this 
second edition in memoriam. 

It’s fitting that Near Window Edition 2 should come out just 
as Lockdown/Confinement Series 2 is beginning in most of 
Western Europe.

Ed. 1 was about confinement. Ed.2 is all about inbetweens. 
I know we’re all back in confinement now, but this zine was 
created in between two lock-downs, and when we were in a 
stage of inbetween ourselves: one foot in, one foot out (doing 
the hokey cokey and shaking it all about). This second edition 
was also edited in between two people; myself, and the fantastic 
writer Georgia Conlon. We batted ideas backwards and forwards 
in between us. Each piece of work was chosen because it was 
about an inbetween, spoke to an inbetween, could be developed 
between multiple people in the case of ‘3.8’ by Valentin Faque; 
which has been created inbetween Valentin himself, Liana 
Maher the illustrator, Emily Smith the designer, and myself;  or 
worked into the inbetweens like Ryan Rivera’s photo essay ‘Light 
Between’.

Finally, I’d like to thank you for getting this copy of Near 
Window, which would have been titled 2Near2Window if it 
hadn’t been for the influence of both my guest co-editor and 
Near Window’s designer. In light of the current moment, 
inbetween, felt much more apt.  It’s been the utmost privilege 
to work alongside Georgia Conlon and Emily Smith on this 
edition, and I hope you enjoy these pieces as much as we did. 
Stay safe, and look after yourselves. 

A note about terminology: the word inbetween is grammatically 
incorrect when used as a preposition. However, inbetween as a 
noun is a distinct place - ‘an inbetween’ is somewhere to exist, 
somewhere to be. In a way, I think it’s where we all are.

A note from the editor

Lucy Wallis

Photography:
Bri Bruce - Blurred Row of Trees
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No more squeezing in-
between. No holding
stomachs in, or
arching backs
to curve round strangers’
bodies that we meet.
No holding breath
now. Kiss the air
between this mask
and my skin.
Eyes move to greet me. 
Souls linger 
here, searching for feeling.
 
I hope the writing and artwork in this issue 
connects with you, in the way it has with us. It 
can be difficult to be in between (a rock and a 
hard place, two different worlds...), but there is 
something exciting about being in a state of limbo, 
too.
 
The (noun) inbetween reminds me of the world 
of the Netflix series Stranger Things; specifically, 
the alternate dimension “The Upside Down”. I 
don’t fancy battling a Demogorgon, but I’ve been 
wondering what adventures are to be found in the 
inbetween.
 
It has been a privilege to work alongside Lucy on 
this issue of Near Window.

A note from the editor

Georgia Conlon

Photography:
Bri Bruce - Blurred Row of Trees



Looking Back

Ryan Rivera

L I G H T  B E T W E E N
a photo essay



YES   
      THE 
QUARANTINE IS 
GOING FINE 

  IN FACT I 
DON’T CARE IF 
I NEVER LEAVE 
THE HOUSE 
AGAIN...



it is day whatever of a government-mandated 
quarantine and now everyone wants to know what 
introverts like me do for fun

like i would ever tell people my secrets that easily

like i would ever spill the beans

and divulge to strangers

that the key to inner happiness

is hunkering down 

and hosting an invite-only zoom conference 

(with the cameras turned off)

so that you and your buds can live-critique

shark tank episodes in real time

arguing that now more than ever

the country needs a reliable alternative to meat 
product because our wildlife is suffering and if lisa 
doesn’t take mr. wonderful’s 300k for a 10% stake 
in her chickpea-beet patty hybrid company well 
she’s gonna regret it for the rest of her life since 
the food industry is an incredibly hard market to 
break into especially if you have no billionaires on 
your side fighting for those key grocery store retail 
spaces.

anyway 

i’m not saying there’s a method to my madness
when it comes to diverting expectations

or that this is sound advice for ignoring all that is 
scary in this world right now

but what i am saying is that i don’t care if i never 
leave the house again and

i’m sorry that i forgot to heart-eye react to your 
recent instagram story the other day

because you really did look beautiful in your 



oversized sundress, floral facemaskand those 
dangly lightning bolt earrings -

it’s just that i got distracted

while on the toilet

reading a legal jargon-filled pdf 

desperate to see if i violated my microwave’s 
factory 
warranty after my lasagna exploded on the quick-
cook soup setting.

i just want you to know that people are allowed to 
make mistakes from time-to-time.

just look at that idiot christopher columbus

who foolishly confessed in his diary that the three 
mermaids that he saw on january 9, 1493,

weren’t half as beautiful as all the paintings made 
them out to be

even though those mermaids that he thought he 
saw

were actually a trio of 

majestic manatees.

do you know how stupid he must’ve felt?

probably way stupider than me

and i’m embarrassed beyond belief

to the point that i might throw up if you don’t 

respond to my gif of a crying puppy face.

call me please.

i miss you.

07Words: Shawn Berman



Change

Ryan Rivera



I didn’t think anything of it when the rain 
began—no one did. We didn’t notice when the 
weatherman’s calendar showed two straight 

weeks of cartoon clouds and animated raindrops. 
We didn’t even notice as the time between storms 
steadily decreased. I can’t remember how long it 
took me to see it, to see that it was raining all day, 
every day—ranging from torrential downpours to 
a fine, misty drizzle. It wasn’t until it began to rain 
everywhere that we realized that something was 
wrong. Constant precipitation covered all the land 
on the planet—mostly rain, but, in the mountains 
and in the far north, sharp snowflakes fell from the 
sky. 

Within weeks, college students invented mudball 
(equal parts kickball, beer pong, and mud wrestling) 
and organized a vast network of intramural leagues. 
Umbrellas and raincoats sold out in days, so a 
British granny and her grandson created a series of 
videos in which she made stylish (if eccentric) rain 
bonnets out of common household objects; it went 
viral overnight.

rain, 
 rain

Words: Corinne Cordasco



The “Rain Phenomenon” baffled scientists. They 
clamored over each other with their theories. They 
listed their credentials in all-too-earnest videos that 
splashed across the internet, lingering for a moment 
only to be forgotten within days, their efforts futile. 
Despite the best work of the top minds, the rain 
continued.

According to the newspapers, the root cause was 
either climate change or the wrath of God Almighty. 
According to the tabloids, it was the work of a 
newly-arrived race of cosmic extraterrestrials that 
inadvertently disturbed Earth’s delicate ecosystem. 
Whatever the cause, the rain continued, oblivious 
to all principles and piety, and there was no escape 
from the dark damp. 

People shuddered at the touch of their loved ones’ 
clammy hands. Papers wilted, and pelting droplets 
tore flowers from vines. School attendance began 
to suffer, as did job performance, but the days went 
on and so did we. 

Some found ways to profit from the change in 
weather. A luxury Italian brand marketed waterproof 
acrylic handbags that cost more than an in-season 
rental on the Amalfi coast. Fast fashion soon 
followed suit, peddling more attainable options. A 
resort in St. Barths constructed a plexiglass dome 
that encompassed three acres of beach. They hung 
garish sun lamps from the ceiling, and models soon 
crowded beneath it, their tech-rich boyfriends in 
tow. They flaunted boozy cocktails and artificial 
tans. 

For most of us, life just got a little harder. A 
little sadder. The days run together in a daze of 
inconvenience and canceled plans. When I drive 
home, hypervigilant in the often-blinding rain, I try 
to ignore the fact that my four-year-old is about 
to outgrow yet another pair of rainboots. At first, 
stomping in puddles was a novelty, his rosy cheeks 
bright against a grey expanse of sky. Now, he cries 
each afternoon as we drive by the playground down 
the block from our house. Rain streams down his 
favorite red spiral slide so that it looks almost purple 
beneath the rushing water. From the front seat, I do 
my best to console him. 

“Maybe tomorrow,” I say each day. “Maybe 
tomorrow.”  



Looking Up

Ryan Rivera
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Grow
Grow. Like the bristles on your chin,
Or the awkward toenail on my left foot.
Each morning as you pad downstairs,
You stop to water the pak-choi on the roof 
Before assuming station at the table by the window. 
 
Send me that virtual newspaper clipping. 
Gather a veritable feast of sounds -
The crinkle, the crunch, the plop of an olive
Diving back into its jar after sliding off the prongs of 
a fork. 
 
“Did you hear?” the morse code keyboard.
There used to be trains running
And a street full of engines
Now in the quiet, you cook me dinner 
And, after supper, burn your tongue on the tea I pour.

Words: H.R. Gibs
Illustration: Inbetween by Sam Meyerson





Nowhere to go

Ryan Rivera



A 
story

TO TELL
The man in 16B leaned 

over and spoke to 
the man in 16C. “I 

have a story to tell,” he said. 
16C looked up from his Sky 
Mall catalog. He leaned away 
from the first man, trying to 
preserve his scant personal space.
 “Everyone has a story to tell,” he said. 
“Yeah,” said 16B, “but mine’s different. Mine’s good. 
It’s suspenseful. It’s romantic in a subtle way. It’s 
scary in parts, maybe just a little funny. I could be 
the central character of a pretty solid short story. 
Maybe even a novel. But certainly a short story.”
 The second man looked down at his 
catalog and turned a page. “No offense, okay?” he 
said. “But I’m not really interested. I’ve got my own 
problems to worry about. I have a presentation in 
Atlanta tonight, another in Charlotte tomorrow, 
another in D.C. the day after that. I think my wife 
cheats on me while I’m on the road. My kids don’t 
speak to me anymore. My mother has cancer. I 
drink too much. I have enough stories to deal with 
right now, if it’s all the same to you.”
 “Of course,” 16B said. “That figures.” 

He reclined his chair all three 
inches and stared at the cabin 
ceiling. After a moment, the 
man in 16C, whose name 
was Bill, sighed and then 
spoke again. “I’m sorry,” he 
said. “I was rude just now. 

I’m sure your life is every bit as interesting as mine.  
Hopefully less dramatic. This is a long flight. You can 
tell me your story if you want to.” 
 “No,” 16B said. “I can’t.” He still looked 
at the ceiling. “Look,” Bill said, “I didn’t mean to cut 
you off, okay? I’ll listen.” He folded the Sky Mall and 
placed it in the seatback pocket in front of him.  
 “It’s not that I don’t want to tell my 
story,” 16B said. “Believe me, I’d love to tell you the 
whole thing. It’s just that I can’t.” He shook his head. 
“Too bad, though. It’s really good.”
 “Well,” Bill began, “if your story’s so 
good, and you won’t tell me . . .”
 “I can’t tell you,” 16B interrupted. “With 
italics on ‘can’t’.”
 “Right, if you’re story’s so good, and you 
can’t tell me, why don’t you write it down?  Maybe 
somebody will publish it.”

“Everyone 
has a story 

to tell,”



 “No, no,” 16B said. “Nobody publishes 
this story of rubbish. But herein lies the problem. 
It’s my story, but I can’t tell it on my own, and I can’t 
write it down. I’m not the author.” He pointed to the 
ceiling. “He is.”
 Bill looked up. He saw the airflow knob 
and the flight attendant button. He thought about 
pushing the latter to ask for a seat transfer, but he 
didn’t. He knew the plane was full. “Who are you 
talking about?” he asked. “God?”
 “No, not God,” 16B said. “Though he 
acts like he is, at least when he’s writing.”
 “Who?”
 “The author,” 16B said. “The one who’s 
writing this story right now.”
 “I see,” Bill 
said. He shifted the last 
inch toward the aisle.
 “You think 
I’m crazy,” 16B said. 
“But right now, sitting 
on this airplane, with 
all these people, we 
are characters in a 
story. That’s all we 
are.” He leaned toward 
Bill. “Figments. We’re 
nothing. We are 
completely at the mercy 
of the author.” 
 Bill looked 
around the plane. Most 
of the passengers were 
asleep. A few wearing 
airline earbuds bobbed 
their heads to beats 
only they could hear. He cursed his luck that he 
hadn’t been seated next to someone quiet.  
 “Okay,” Bill said, rising from his seat. 
“This is all very interesting, but  . . .” 16B placed a 
hand on his arm. “Here, look. I’ll prove it to you. I 
bet your name is something boring, like Tom or John 
or Bill or Frank or something.” Bill paused in mid-
rise, awkwardly stuck between standing and sitting. 
 “Am I right?” 16B asked. Bill sat back 
down. “How did you know that?”
 “See, I was right. Which is it?”

 “Bill.”
 “Right. A boring name. Because you’re 
not a central character. If you were, you’d have a 
better name, a more symbolic or evocative name, 
something with substance and meaning. But this 
isn’t your story.”
“Okay,” Bill said after a moment, “and what’s your 
name?” 16B smiled. “It’s Pierce,” he said. “See? An 
interesting name. It sounds strong. It’s masculine. It 

evokes images of sharp 
things, swords maybe. 
And penetration, too. 
Authors love that kind 
of stuff. Maybe my 
character pierces the 
truth.” He snapped his 
fingers. “Or maybe I’m a 
phallic symbol.”
 Bill nodded. 
“Yeah,” he said. “It could 
be that. You do seem like 
a phallic symbol to me.” 
Pierce slapped Bill on 
the knee. “Very good,” 
he said. “Very good 
indeed. The author gave 
you sarcasm. That’s a 
good trait. Brings subtle 
comedy to a story. 
That’s very efficient 

characterization.”
 “You’re messing with me, right?”
 “Somebody’s messing with you,” Pierce 
said, “but it’s not me.” He pointed to the ceiling. 
“I’m just saying the lines he gives me. They’re not 
very good, really, if you ask me.”
 “Wow,” Bill said.  
 “I know,” Pierce said. “But that’s what I 
mean. I’m not the freak you think I am. I’m just a 
guy. And I have a great story to tell.” He pointed up 
again. “But he won’t let me tell it. I’m too interesting. 
He knows my story would probably take at least 
twenty-five pages, and tonight he doesn’t want to 
go that long.”  They were silent for a moment before 
Pierce spoke again.
 “Come to think of it,” he said in a 
whisper, “I’m not sure we’re even on a plane. The 

“But that’s what 
I mean. I’m not 

the freak you 
think I am. I’m 
just a guy. And 
I have a great 
story to tell.”



author hasn’t described the setting yet.” Bill looked 
around. He saw the familiar sights of an airplane 
cabin: cool blue carpet, darker blue seatbacks, gray 
rounded walls, overhead bins. “We’re obviously on 
an airplane,” he said.  
 “Well of course we are now,” Pierce said. 
“He just described it.”
 “Okay,” Bill said. “I’ve had enough.” He 
reached up and pressed the flight attendant button.  
 “You’re wasting your time,” Pierce said. 
“There are no flight attendants on this plane.”
 “What?”
 “They’re not part of this story,” he said. 
“There are no flight attendants. No pilots either.”
 “How can the plane fly with no pilots?”
 “It’s a story,” Pierce said. “We can take 
the flight of the plane for granted.”
 Bill unbuckled his seat belt. “Excuse me,” 
he said. “I’m going to the restroom.” He stood up, 
then asked with a wry smile, “Do you think this 
plane actually has a restroom?”
 “Who knows?” Pierce said.  “I guess 
you’ll find out.” After Bill was gone, Pierce was 
bored. He waited for something interesting to 
appear, but nothing did.  
 “Oh,” he said, glaring up, “now you’re 
going to change narrative perspective? You’ve been 
inside Bill’s head this whole time, and now you 
remove him from the scene so you can crawl inside 
my head?”
 “Something like that,” I said.
 “Must be nice to be omniscient,” Pierce 

said. “Must be nice to know what everybody’s 
thinking, to control what everybody does. Does it 
make you feel important, being so godlike?”
 “I don’t much care for your attitude,” I 
said. “Well, it’s your fault,” Pierce said. “You made 
me this way. You put me on this supposed airplane. 
You gave me a wonderful story to tell, but you won’t 
let me tell it. What do you expect?” I decided not to 
answer. Pierce changed his tone. 
 “Can’t I just tell a little of my story? You 
can make it short, maybe less than ten pages. I 
could just talk about that time when I went to . . .”
 “No,” I said.
 “Oh, come on,” he whined. “What about 
that time I played . . .”
 “No,” I said again.
 “Or that one summer when I did nothing 
but . . .”
 “Oh goodness, no. Definitely not.”
 “What’s the matter with you? You won’t 
even let me finish a sentence! I hate being your 
character!”
 “Calm down,” I said. “Listen, if I let you 
mention part of your story, then I have to let you 
tell the rest of it. I can’t leave the readers hanging. I 
hate open-ended stories. But your story’s too long. 
I don’t want to write that much tonight. It’s getting 
late.”
 “Then why am I even here? Why did you 
write me to begin with?”
 I don’t have to justify myself to you.” 
Pierce opened his mouth to utter a stream of 

story



story
obscenities I didn’t want to hear, so I closed his 
mouth and brought Bill back from the restroom.
“Who’re you talking to?” Bill asked. Pierce tried to 
answer but couldn’t. His face was red.
 “Well,” Bill said, “never mind. Good 
news: this really is an airplane. It’s got a restroom 
and everything. I even met a flight attendant. In 
fact, I want you to come with me. I’ve just been 
talking with some passengers, real people. I want 
you to meet them.” Pierce hesitated, made a very 
rude gesture towards the ceiling, and then stood 
up. “This is a stupid story,” he mumbled.  
 They moved back to row 20. Bill 
presented a gorgeous woman with black hair, olive 
skin, and mystical green eyes. He said, “I want you 
to meet Raven.”
 She reached up and shook Pierce’s hand.  
“Nice to meet you,” she said. Pierce stared at Raven, 
his gaze traveling up and down her seated form. He 
reached forward and touched her hair, then ran his 
fingers gently down her cheek and along her jaw.  
 “Um,” Bill said. 
 “It’s okay,” Raven said.  
 “Are you real?” Pierce whispered.
 Raven smiled at him. Her eyes glinted 
like emerald ice. Pierce was dazzled. “Raven’s flying 
to Atlanta to meet an old friend named Pete,” Bill 
said. “He’s an Army Ranger,” Raven said. “We’ve 
known each other for a long time.” Pierce withdrew 
his hand. “So you have a story to tell, too,” he said.  
 “Don’t we all?” Raven asked. She tucked 
a strand of hair behind her ear. Every move was 
elegant.  Pierce looked up. “Why are you telling her 
story?”
 “Let’s move on,” Bill said, taking Pierce 
by the arm. “I’ve got someone else for you to meet.” 
 They approached two gentlemen 
sitting together in row 28. The older man was 
fat and sweaty, wearing a dark trench coat and a 
fedora even though the cabin was quite warm. The 
younger man was thin and comfortably dressed. 
Both held two miniature bottles of Jack Daniels, 
one in each fist. Bill pointed to the older man and 
said, “This is Rolls Bentley. He’s a private detective 
in southern California.” Rolls nodded his head once 

and then took a tiny slug of whiskey. His eyes were 
invisible under the lowered brim of his fedora. “And 
this is his nephew J.D. Bentley.  What is it you do, 
J.D.?”
 “I just started working for the cable 
company,” J.D. said. He took a drink as well.
 “And I suppose you’re both real, too,” 
Pierce said. 
 “What?” they asked in unison.  
 “Never mind,” Bill said.
 Rolls finished his little bottles and 
dropped them into his trench coat pocket. When he 
shifted in his seat, the glass in his pocket clinked like 
sleigh bells. He raised his head to speak, but only his 
wet mouth and loose-skinned jaw were visible.
 “If you see the stewardess,” he said in 
a voice like a hundred yards of gravel, “that dame 
with the bourbon skin and curves like an Italian 
mountain road, send her my way. I’m dry as camel 
jerky.”
 “Um, sure,” Bill said. He pulled Pierce by 
the arm. “Let’s go.” They moved on. Pierce suddenly 
stopped in the aisle. He closed his eyes.  
 “Oh, no,” he said. He looked at the ceiling 
and shook his head. “Oh, no.” Bill ignored him. They 
moved to the back of the plane, then turned to face 
forward. The restrooms stood unoccupied on either 
side of them. The galley was behind them. 
 “See?” Bill said. “We’re really on an 
airplane, complete with restrooms and a galley.” 
He gestured over his shoulder with his thumb 
and lowered his voice. “There’s a flight attendant 
sitting back there, the one with the curves and the 
bourbon skin. Her name is Victoria. She told me 
she’s from London, and that she’s new at this job, 
and that before she got hired by the airline she had 
never been outside of London in her whole life. Can 
you believe that?”
 “Oh, no,” Pierce said again. Bill pointed 
ahead. “And see that man up there, the dark-haired 
guy by the window? I don’t really want to talk to 
him again, and I didn’t catch his name. But he’s 
interesting. He’s from the city, didn’t say which one. 
He said that his doctor told him to get away for a 
while, just to clear his head. He’s kind of a nut job, if 
you ask me, but still, he’s a real guy on a real plane. 
Just like me. Just like you.”  



 Pierce was shaking his head. “This can’t 
be happening,” he said.
 “What can’t be happening?”
 “This story,” Pierce whispered. “This 
story can’t be happening. This part where you 
introduce me to all these characters. It doesn’t fit.”
 “For God’s sake,” Bill said, gritting 
his teeth to keep his voice down. “These aren’t 
characters. They’re people. They’re just like you. 
They’re real people with real stories to tell.”
 “That’s just it,” Pierce said. “The author 
doesn’t want this story to be long. But you’ve 
introduced all these characters, and they’ve told 
little bits of their stories. Now the author has to tell 
the rest. He won’t just leave the readers hanging. 
This story’s going to be a hundred pages long.”  He 
thought for a moment, then gasped. “Unless. . .”
 Bill waited. “Unless what?”
 “Oh, no,” Pierce said again. He looked 
down through the nearest window. “This is so 
melodramatic. He’s going to crash this plane.” The 
clouds below obscured the earth. He couldn’t see 
where they were headed. He yawned to pop his 
ears. The plane had begun its descent.  
 “He’s going to crash this plane,” he 
said again, this time quite loudly. “Keep your voice 
down,” Bill said, glancing around at the other 
passengers. No one seemed to hear them. “You 
can’t say that stuff on an airplane. You know that. 
Just calm down.”
 “I knew something like this was going 
to happen,” Pierce said. “Stories set on airplanes 
nowadays never end well.”
 “Seriously, man,” Bill said, “this isn’t a 
story. And the plane isn’t going down.”
 “Yes,” Pierce said, “it is. There’s no other 
way for the author to end this story quickly. If he 
doesn’t crash this plane, he’ll have to tell the stories 
of all these characters, or else he’ll have to delete 
them, and he won’t do that, because every damn 
word he writes is so bloody precious. There’s only 
one way out. This plane is going down.”
 “Would you stop saying that?”  Bill said. 

He grabbed Pierce by the arm and tried to drag him 
back to their seats. “Let’s just sit down and relax 
for a minute.” Pierce jerked his arm away. “No!” 
he yelled. “I won’t sit down! This plane is going 
to crash!” Bill disappeared, no longer important. 
Pierce raised his face to the ceiling and continued 
in all caps: “I CAN’T BELIEVE YOU’RE GOING TO KILL 
ALL THESE CHARACTERS! I CAN’T BELIEVE YOU’RE 
GOING TO CRASH THIS PLANE! SPEAK TO ME, OH 
GREAT AND MIGHTY OMNISCIENT AUTHOR! YOU 
BIG BULLY!! YOU HACK!! TELL ME WHY THESE 
PEOPLE HAVE TO DIE!!”
 Pierce kept shouting, but his words were 
drowned in the sudden chaos of the cabin. People 
rose from their seats, some shrieking in panic, some 
shoving into the aisle for no apparent reason, some 
pointing at Pierce and organizing plans to subdue 
the terrorist.  
 But before those plans could take shape, 
Pierce threw himself into the seething mass of 
humanity that filled the aisle before him. “BRING 
IT ON!” he growled. He moved toward the front of 
the plane. “I AM INVINCIBLE! YOU CAN’T STOP ME! 
ONLY THE AUTHOR CAN STOP ME! AND HE’S GOING 
TO KILL YOU ALL! THIS PLANE IS GOING DOWN! 
PREPARE TO MEET YOUR AUTHOR!”
 Over the heads of the screaming 
grappling passengers Pierce saw a tall man in a 
dark suit slowly moving toward him. The man was 
strong and walked with perfect balance through the 
boiling eddies of panicked people.  
 Pierce stopped near the middle of the 
plane, just behind Raven’s row. Immediately a clear 
circle formed around him: those nearest to him ran 
in fear and collided in perfect stalemate with the 
few brave enough to confront him.  
 A heavy silence moved from the front 
of the plane to the back. The crowd calmed as the 
man in the dark suit passed them. He stopped five 
rows in front of Pierce. The passengers between 
them ducked into the vacated seats on either side. 
The cabin was quiet. Some stared at Pierce. Others 
stared at the pistol in the tall man’s right hand.

20



 “Federal Marshall,” the tall man said. 
The gun was still pointed at the floor. “Where’s your 
seat?”
 “Row 16,” Pierce said. His voice was 
calm. Those near him thought he looked cocky. 
 “Stay consistent with your point of 
view,” Pierce said to the ceiling.
 “I want you to speak only to me,” the 
Marshall said. “Now, step forward to row 16. I will 
sit next to you for the rest of the flight, and we’ll all 
have a nice quiet trip.” He gestured with his gun. 
“Come on. Move forward.”
 Pierce looked up. “Very clever. Nice 
device. A Federal Marshall. It’s like a western.” He 
turned to the Marshall. “Listen, sir. I hate to break 
this to you. This plane is going down. It has nothing 
to do with me. I’m just a character in this story. The 
author is in control. You’re another of his characters. 
He’s probably not even going to tell us your name. 
But it doesn’t matter. You’re going down with the 
rest of us.” The Marshall raised his gun. “I’m going 
to ask you once more to step forward and take your 
seat. I’ll not ask again.” Pierce looked at the ceiling 
again. “Ooh, that’s perfect. Tough talking Marshall 
pointing a gun. He’s going to shoot at me and miss, 
and the bullet will pierce the fuselage, and we’ll 
lose cabin pressure and plummet. Is that the best 
you can come up with?”
 “No,” I said. He paused, then said, “I 
really don’t want to die in a plane crash.”
 “Don’t worry,” I said. “I have an idea.”
 A pair of tweezers materialized in 
Pierce’s open hand. The cabin lights glinted off the 
polished silver steel. 
 Bill reappeared and said, “Whoa! How 
did you get those through security?”
 Pierce looked at the ceiling once more 
and said, “This is your best?” I declined to answer.
 Pierce looked at the Marshall. The 
Marshall aimed at his chest, center mass, and 
pulled the trigger. With an ear-stabbing clap the 
bullet explodes from the firing chamber in present 
tense and rockets through the short barrel of the 
pistol but emerges in slow-motion, its pointy nose 
piercing the air, its round body perfectly calibrated 
so that it might accept the spin imparted by the 
barrel’s delicate internal rifling. For an instant the 
bullet appears to be a lethal extension of the barrel 
itself, but then it breaks free and pursues its inertial 
course, a little spinning missile of melodramatic 
death. 

 Pierce watches in horrified fascination 
as the bullet spins towards his heart. I thought 
I might let him scrunch his eyes shut, or recoil in 
terror, those supposedly instinctive gestures one 
might see in a movie, but really, when being shot 
at from fifteen feet, there wouldn’t be time for all 
that, especially if the target really doesn’t think the 
shooter will shoot, which is the case for Pierce in 
this moment. So I’ve made Pierce stand and watch 
as the bullet advances in overly dramatic, almost 
freeze-frame slowness during the whole of this 
expository, essentially needless paragraph.
 I’ve come to like this character, though, 
so now I’ve made a decision: The bullet stops 
three inches from Pierce’s chest and pauses there, 
spinning.
 “I think my work for the night is done,” 
I tell him. He stares at the ceiling in that disdainful 
way he seems to have developed.
 “Really?” he says. “You’re just going to 
leave me here like this?”
 “Yep. Would you prefer that I finish it?”
 Pierce glances down at the bullet. It 
hovers in the air, not unlike the head of a snake 
ready to strike. He looks up. “Any chance I might 
escape?”
 “Nope. That bullet will travel those last 
three inches in no time at all if I let it. You don’t 
stand a chance.”
 “Then no,” he says. “I’d prefer if you 
didn’t finish. But I thought you didn’t like open-
ended stories.”
 “I don’t, normally. And in the draft 
version, I killed you off and ended the story with the 
line, ‘And my work for the night was done.’ But that 
felt a bit callous. I think I prefer it this way.”
 He glances down at the bullet once more. 
“So I just stand here like this, sort of indefinitely?”
 “Pretty much. That’s how open stories 
work. Call it ‘permanent stasis,’ if you want 
something more sophisticated.”
 “You’re a real bastard,” he says.
 I move the bullet an inch closer to his 
chest, which makes him flinch and sweat a little. 
 “Just stand there quietly,” I tell him.
 He nods, his eyes fixed now forever on 
that spinning little missile.

Words: Aaron Housholder



My Legs
My Lungs are 
spaniards

Half my brain
japanese

I’m a paved way for 
disappearance

My Legs are
My hands span a yard

My cult you’re
a noose

Yet my eye density
ease

French

Who am - ?

If not a paved way for 
disappearance

Ass imitation

This, is a pear

In a monochrome
white

My Legs are
My hands span a yard

My cult you’re
a noose

Yet my eye density
ease

French

Who am - ?

If not a paved way for 
disappearance

Ass imitation

This, is a pear

Die, verse, cities

In a monochrome
white

Fur inch Fur inch

My Legs are
My hands span a yard

My cult you’re
a noose

Yet my eye density
ease

French

Who am - ?

If not a paved way for 
disappearance

This, is a pear

Die, verse, cities

in-between

Blue and red

Fur inch

Ass imitation

My Legs are a bike
My hands span a yard

My culture ape an EEZ

Yet my eye density
is

French

Who am - ? -’m now, budy.

A paved path for 
disappearance, 

This, is a pear

Die, verse, cities

in-between

Blue, -, red

Ass imitation,



My Legs are
My hands span a yard

My cult you’re
a noose

Yet my eye density
ease

If not a paved way for 
disappearance

This, is a pear

Die, verse, cities

in-between

Blue and red

Ass imitation

My Legs are a bike
My hands span a yard

My culture ape an EEZ

Yet my eye density
is

French

Who am - ? -’m now, budy.

A paved path for 
disappearance, 

This, is a pear

Die, verse, cities

in-between

Blue, -, red

Ass imitation,

Words by: Valentin Faque
Illustration by: Liana Maher

My Legs are a bike
My hands span a yard
My culture apes an ease
Yet my eye density is:
French.
Who am - ? -’m now, buddy.
A paved path for disappearance.

This: is a pear
Die. Verse. Cities.

In-between
Blue, - - - - -, red

Ass imitation.
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Middle child

My mother used to say that I fell
between a rock
and a hard place,
as if my body 
had grown crooked
to accommodate 
the boulders that huddled 
around me

and she promised:
the Lord is your rock

as if the weight 
of limestone
that settled
upon my chest
had not placed
a single foot
at the base of my throat,

like the elephant 
in those Godforsaken 
asthma commercials
that played on a loop
between episodes
of Veggie Tales
and the Emperor’s
New Groove.

Words: Emily Uduwana



It must be fulfilling knowing whom to love, that 
one’s calling in life is to guard and growl. John 
Wayne had a dog named Dog. A clever thing able 
to translate Dog! meaning Attack! from Dog! 
meaning Get your ass over here, I’m leaving. What 
does it mean to name that which obeys their loved 
ones? They seduced a dog with food, washed the 
streets of Moscow out of its fur. They praised and 
encouraged her: Off to college you go. Sit! Be a 
mother AND have a career. I like to imagine, they 
patted her head for good luck, scratched behind 
her ear--which she had learned to lean into. I 
like to imagine that when Laika had crossed that 
orbital finish line as the first dog in outer space, 
she remained ignorant of the words hyperthermia, 
betrayal, dispensable. That the evening lights and 
the fading metal clicks were neighborhood doors 
swinging open. Each threshold offering a handful 
of food, a gentle pat on her head. Good girl. You’re 
such a good dog.

Trajectory

Words: Shareen K. Murayama
Illustration: Luke Richmond
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Aria caught the city bus as the sky donned a pink-
ish glow before the day’s final gasp. Her daughter 
Millie sat on her lap, gripping her wrinkled hospital 
scrubs — the ones with the cat patterns on them. 
Millie had entered that age where she often asked 
all the difficult questions of the universe. Are the 
sun and the moon friends or enemies? Do aliens go 
to the bathroom? Why do other kids have a dad, 
but I don’t? 

Ding! 

“Here’s our stop,” Aria said. 

After dropping Millie off at grandma’s house, Aria 
hopped back on the bus and waited for it to bring 
her to work. She gazed out the window and sighed. 
The city was winding down while she was just be-
ginning her 12-hour shift. The bags under her eyes 
carried enough stories to tell to the stars. Sleep 
was just an elusive dream at that point. 
Ding!

As Aria exited the bus, she dashed past a group of 
five nurses who were relishing a smoke break. Aria 
always wondered why her fellow healthcare work-
ers would pollute their pink lungs, but she wasn’t 
hellbent on judging. Stress is a pervasive beast. 
Paranoia is a sneaky shadow that never leaves you 
alone. Uncertainty makes your mind spin in circles. 

The moment Aria strapped on her mask and 
walked through the hospital’s sliding doors, all 
she could think about was how she couldn’t wait 
to pick up Millie in the morning, then go home 
and change. In fact, she had a feeling that a lot of 
things were about to change. And that’s when she 
had to ask herself her own difficult question: Will 
tonight be the night?In

 R
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Caught
  Napping.

the bird on the roof; the lamp pointing
upwards; the pen going on a journey;
the keys; two pink clothes pegs a long way
from the line; an acknowledgement; the
books that stick out from the shelf;
the waiting weights; the thigh that
moonlights as a writing desk; the lady
who organised this; the taste of the
coupon; the wave; the flip flops that
miss spending all day on the beach;
the parts of her that are all mine;
the rain that might fall; the old man
terrified of retirement; the old lady who
never got to; the bed that was made 
only to have unfolded clothes dumped on it
almost immediately; the echoes of the next
line; another rejection; missing my daughters;
all those moments that we’ll never live again;
the approaching; always the approaching;
forgetting to indicate; glad of my skin shade
when I get pulled over; no idea of my origins;
Liverpool, Bristol, possibly some Irish; when it
all collapses will it be permaculture or The Road?
letting the size of the page dictate the
length of the writing; feeling artificial;
missing those days I can’t remember;
welling up and moving on; can we do something
                                                          else now?

Words: Simon Alderwick





I should feel happier. The days of rain have ended. 
There is sunlight. 
     There is also the wonderful aroma of freshly 
brewed sulawesi toraja coffee. Beetroot-coloured, 
butterfly-like triangularis leaves flutter about my 
ears. Piped trip-hop evokes idyllic beach scenes 
with the promise of wild parties later on. The 
conceptual artwork is indescribable, as it should 
be. Best of all, I can twirl in my perfectly padded, 
deluxe ergonomic chair as much as I want. And no 
one can stop me.
      Mid-morning, and my co-workers - youngish, 
attractive, plugged-in - are hard at it. Co-workers, 
but I never met them before today. Plus, they’re 
working and I’m not. I’m just looking at them, and 
for a job.  
    It feels like I’m in a kinda-cookie cinema ad; 
ukulele playing, everyone on a natural high.  After 
a series of jump-cuts through zeitgeitsy scenes, the 
camera lands on me – Problem Guy.
     I am Problem Guy because, as my last real-life 
co-worker, Sandy, advised,
     ‘A PhD doesn’t get you a job; you do.’ 
     The past five weeks have proved Professor 
Sandra McDonald correct.
     Hence, here I am with my ‘new way of working’, 
costing £22 a day, free coffee included. 
     The others are getting their money’s worth. 

Goodbye, 
  Frenetikov 

They get it. To my left, a twirling multi-coloured 
hologram cube. To my right, Matrix-like streams 
of digits. Over in the corner, what looks like a beat 
poet’s scatter-gunned chunks-of-magic.
     My Word docx. worth of CV is dullness 
personified.
     But, hey, at least I have my wee pal. He’s sitting 
in his usual spot, loyally urging me on.
Frenetikov’s enormous eyes stare up at me, his big 
teeth clamped atop his shield. The real Uig-Lewis 
chessman warder sits in the local museum. My 
one’s from the shop. 
     For the past three years, brothers-in-arms, 
we fought battles: deadly submissions, brutal 
revisions, terrifying vivas against formidable 
opponents. Finally, we shared the glory of (my) 
graduation and (my) doctoral-ness. It was only 
Frenetikov’s companionship and Viking berserker 
intensity that got me through. 
     He was my new way of working once. But I 
sense the magic has gone. The mission of job-
hunting heralds a new kind of warfare. Time to find 
a new ally.
     I refill my reusable cup.
     Goodbye, Frenetikov.

Words: Robert Scott
Illustration by: Mali Read
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I find a single sheet of A4 paper, printed on one 
side in cheap ink. 

Unlock All Arenas
Unlock All Bonus Stages

He must have done it at school, or maybe a friend 
gave it to him in the playground.

Unlock All Concept Art

I like the idea of concept art. I do. Although: it’s the 
kind of thing we feel we should say we like, when 
in reality we don’t know what it is.

Unlock All Duel Characters

Sounds simple enough, unless you’ve known any.

Unlock All Moves
Unlock All Powers and Moves

Now we’re talking. Can I clarify – are Moves / 
Powers and Moves mutually exclusive? Can I have 
all of them? I’d like to have all of them.

Unlock All Story Levels
Unlock Super Light Saber Mode
Unlock Tiny Droid Mode

 Uh, Tiny Droid Mode?

Unlock Quick Health and Force Refill
     
   Yes

Unlock Infinite Health
     
   Yes
 
Unlock Infinite Force Power
     
               Yes

Cheat 
Codes 
– 
A 
Found 
Poem

Words: Lucy Heuschen
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You utter grievances of restrictions 
from holding a friend's child. You keep him
at a safe—safe—distance, laughing 
as he chases you.
Home is a bunker detached from reality.

You suffer under a warm, gentle glow;
my sunlight is filtered through glass,
splintered into fragments on my skin.

Your loneliness echoes in open fields,
reverberating from people two metres apart;
mine rings within these walls, clanging
louder, and louder,
and louder,
tightening around me 
with each breath of fresh air you take,
your body expanding to occupy the space.

You leave me to watch from the windows
in what you deem
Play-life;
a step removed 
from your open fields.

Play Life

37Words: Grace Hui
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Kintsugi 
With Weeds 
& Moss



I’m pulling weeds and moss from the cracks in the patio
Even though I know they will grow again. 
It feels important to pay attention
To these spaces
The in-between places
That overgrow and can be hidden,                                                  
Neglected
Their meaning lost in relation to the whole.

And I think of you
With your neural network of old fine cracks
A barely visible history
That could shatter the whole
With too firm a press
And leave a broken confusion of pieces.
 
I am consoled to know that
The porcelain vase could be repaired
With powdered gold
Leaving the fault lines like precious scars
On show
Making the new whole more beautiful
And stronger than before.

And when I have had enough of bending
Some tufts and roots remain
Between the paving,

But I don’t mind.

Words: David Wilberforce
Photography: Bri Bruce
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