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Letter from the Editor

Dear friends,

Here, we present our twenty-eighth issue of Steel Bananas, the first produced in Vancouver, BC.
As many readers know (if you follow our blog) the Steel Bananas Art Collective scattered across
the country in the heat of the summer, with members now working and writing from Toronto,
Fredericton, Montreal, and of course, Vancouver. This movement has been great for our external
submission box, since it has emboldened writers and artists from across Canada to contribute,
making this the most pan-Canadian issue yet.

Our new surroundings will undoubtedly change our work, so this is, perhaps, the greatest flux of
our three year history. It has made us re-evaluate why we do this work, what we hope to accomplish,
and how we hope to do it. Through many nights of revelry within Canadian urban centres, and
without, we’ve solidified what we feel to be a responsibility; to our readers, to our contributors, and to
Canadian culture. We feel responsible to present and immortalize sincere and innovate perspectives
on art and culture in Canada, while making sure all of our artistic and literary practices act as
exercises in relevance beyond the sphere of art.

Hence, the poetry, prose, and visual art compiled in this issue tackle the theme of translation, in its
many forms. A photographer from Vancouver tackles the sovereignty of the elements over human
construction; a writer from Nelson, BC, re-interprets cyber synchronicity; a visual artist from Toronto
translates macabre dreams to reality; and much more.

We hope this issue makes you laugh and think.
Expect happenings to hit the streets of Vancouver soon.

Executive Editor & Creative Director
Steel Bananas Art Collective
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[ he Polans Prize:
Tacklhing the Next Wave

of Canadian-ness

Dennis Reynolds

The closing ceremonies at the 2010 Vancouver Winter Games were a legitimately shameful affair.
There were giant mounties, oversized replicas of table hockey players, and the cute-but-sad kid
dressed up as a giant hockey puck. In the midst of this self-indulgent cultural gluttony, Neil Young
stood with guitar in hand and amp at side, and strummed through a rendition of “Long May You
Run.” Young’s presence was a surprising one. He stood alongside industry titans like Avril Lavigne
and Hedley, performing within his deliberately, and even comically, minimal stage set-up. Neil is no
longer the young fireball he once was, but his presence signified the newfound cultural ambassador
role he plays for Canada. Neil is our go-to-guy when the nation needs its Mr. Musical Independence.
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While we praise the Buble’s and Morissette’s for standing tall in a highly commercial, globalized
music industry, our respect for Neil’s success has always maintained an heir of reserved Canadian-
ness. We allow him to capture our national attention with just a guitar, a microphone and most
importantly, a song. Certainly, Neil’s true-to-self representation of his art is his most celebrated
attribute, and deep down, its what our national identity secretly desires: the ability to still be our
Canadian selves in the midst of the complicated multiplicity of a global economy.

Following years of amicable disassociation, Canada is finally showering Neil with the sort of national
love he was always due, while also igniting emerging independent artists with the same, trailblazing
spark. These days, the Arcade Fire are thanking Montreal at the Grammys and a fat, hairy bald guy
is spearheading an international awareness of a vibrant undergroud scene. We’ve certainly come a
long way, baby. Yet, the pessimism that forced Neil Young into a one-way ticket to California in the
mid-1960s still resides in us. Last fall, Canadian magazine The Walrus wrote an entirely defensible,
yet somewhat defeating piece about the futility of the Polaris Prize. Sure, it’s nice that we’ve found
a way to honour those artists who are routinely ignored by the ClearChannel/Bell Globemedia/
CRTC stranglehold of most Canadian broadcasters. In many ways, we’re hyprocrites for forcing
these artists to survive by other means, only to later crown them champions in a musical cast-off
sweepstakes.

Obviously, the difficulties in spearheading a musical revolution from a Canadian base presents it’s
obvious difficulties. Our cities are too far apart and our vast land mass often turns touring into epic
expeditions of snowshoes and broken vans. Time and time again, we read about the Feist’s of the
country who gain local notoriety by finding success beyond our boundaries. We tend to celebrate
these artists like proud parents welcoming a child home from university abroad. Welcome home, now
please don’t forget us when you leave _for good. Of course, we should not condemn artists for searching for
success outside their homeland, they reserve every right to do so. The issue, however, lies in how the
common journalistic perception of these artists is beginning to warp our understanding of popular
music within our national identity. In our eagerness to prove how secure we are with our musical
exports, we overcompensate by awkwardly clutching them in our national arms, even though they’ve
already let go.

Does this mean that the Polaris Prize is an entirely impractical process that ends up telling us
nothing about Canadian art? Hardly. While the Walrus was quick to point out the flaws of its thinly



veiled corporate presence, its mission is about using grants as a means of accelerating the exposure
machine. I had no idea who Karkwa was when they took home the prize, and now I consider myself
a fan. However much of a corporate agenda existed behind their selection really does not matter to
me, nor should it matter to anyone with a desire to support Canadian art. The bottom line 1s that
Karkwa is more famous among Canadians now than a day before they were shortlisted, and this puts
them in wildly better position to create more homegrown music for Canadians to get excited about.

The difficulty with Polaris’ mission is actually arising due to a welcome externality, or, at we’ll call
it: the case of the Arcade Fire. What can the Polaris provide for a band with a number one record
and international exposure on the Grammys? The overlap of their success presents an interesting
obstacle for Polaris judges: what happens when the children outgrow the parents? At the inaugural
awards, the jury gracefully bypassed its stacked shortlist and awarded the event’s greatest underdog,
Owen Pallett, the top prize. The selection acknowledged the collective desire for Canada to rise
from beneath our own inferiority complex and simultaneously catapulted a local gem into the
contemporary blogosphere-driven limelight. Having the Arcade Fire on this year’s shortlist presents
a compelling conundrum for this year’s jury: admit the pressure of the international status quo and
align itself with the rest of the world’s judgment, or, award the prize to this year’s dark horse and
find new blood to represent Canada’s independent music identity. A fortunate dilemma, no doubt,
but one that presents a strange fork in the road for Canadian tastemakers.

It was a little surreal watching the Arcade Fire throw down at the Grammys, despite the band’s
obvious readiness towards their cannonball trajectory into the contemporary consciousness. Usually
our moments on the global stage are gimmicky hogde-podge meant to playfully highlight our
perceived inferiority and our obsession with branding Canadian-ness. Here, the cultural integration
was mostly seamless, as novelty disregarded itself in favour of artistry — a possibility that is all too
often taken for granted.

While something like the Polaris Prize may invite some to bitterly dissect it’s corporate intent, it’s
mission remains as close to a kitsch-free Canadian event that exists. (Normally I would include TIFF
in this discussion, but last year’s Score: A Hockey Musical set them back about ten years). When the
prize is awarded on the 19", another Canadian artist will gain national exposure without writing
songs about Stanley Cup heroes and/or covering Bryan Adams. Best of all: nobody will have to dress
up like a hockey puck.
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ferry Granell lwe at

Gallery Connexion

C.S. Folkers

“You're either here because your parents dragged you, or because you like drums. Which is it?”

The kid, name of Wesley, maybe eight years old, stares at the lanky, aging jazzman behind
the drum kit in the I-shouldn’t-talk-to-strangers sort of way. That is to say, he remains silent and
for the most part motionless. Only his eyes dart back and forth between the lone percussionist and
his mother sitting to his left. He shifts his weight around uncomfortably in his seat.

“Do you like drums?”’

Mom gives Wesley the thumbs up. The kid nods very slowly, all the while looking at Mom
as though she is playing some kind of sick joke on him. The jazzman is clearly amused. Wesley,
ever the obedient child, is at a crossroads and has no idea what to do with himself.

“Do you play drums?”

Wesley, with surgeon-like subtlety, shrugs his shoulders and proceeds to examine his shoes.

“Yes,” Mom says on Wesley’s behalf, giving the kid an encouraging elbow. Wesley grins
the tiniest of grins, and shifts himself around once again.

“Do you have a drum kit?”

Wesley nods. “A big one,” he says.

Jerry Granelli, the jazzman in question throws his head back laughing and continues his
sound check. Wesley is enthralled from the first beat.
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In my review of Granelli’s previous solo album, /513, I noted that the veteran
percussionist’s obvious passion for his craft was extremely evident in the recordings, and that
this spoke to the obviously great expressivity of percussion that a listener could detect something
like joy in the sound of a lone drum kit. Earlier this September, at a basement art gallery in
Fredericton, New Brunswick, my suspicions were confirmed. Jerry Granelli performed solo
percussion, and his zeal was infectious.

Granelli, a longtime session man with a book-length CV released the aforementioned
solo album — his first — after over fifty years in the music business. The first album by the recently
formed Jerry Granelli Trio (featuring Simon Fisk on upright bass, and Danny Oore on saxophone)
was released earlier this summer. Granelli lives in Halifax, and appears to be one of the world’s
happiest men.

“This 1s a great instrument,” he said on several occasions during his performance; each
time shaking his head in both reverence for the drums, and astonishment that he should be allowed
to play them. In front of people, no less. Earnestness was in surplus that night.

About twenty-five people showed up at Gallery Connexion on York Street to watch
Granelli hit stuff with sticks by himself. All improvised, of course. It was brilliant.

“The thing I realized about the drums is that it’s all circles,” he said. “All circles.”

The thought occurred to me that the playfulness and joy that came across on Granelli’s
solo recordings is tied to the very nature of the instrument itself. Experimentation with other
instruments seems to me more technical than anything, but there is a sort of tactile curiosity
that goes into playing drums unaccompanied — something fascinatingly innocent. It is less about
pushing the limits of what the instrument itself can do, than simply wondering what combinations
of conditions and objects will create interesting sounds.

Granelli over the course of his set played his kit with his fingernails, experimented with
different types of sticks, placed cymbals on top of other drums and against his chest, imitated
the sounds of the drums vocally while mimicking the movements, demonstrated the rhythmic
techniques of various famous tap-dancers, and tested the sonic capabilities of the gallery walls.
There was none of the very serious theoretical bent that is often associated with experimental
music involved at all, no pretentions or discussion of forms. There was only a really good player
trying some things out for an audience — and enjoying himself while doing it.

More exploration than experimentation.

Interestingly, this childlike sense of care and curiosity is not diminished on the trio
record, Let Go, wherein Jerry’s manic drumming is given a new dimension with the addition



of prowling bass and prancing saxophone. The trio works well together, with Fisk and Ooore
matching Granelli’s carefree abandon for the entirety of Let Go’s forty-three minutes. What results
1s essentially the musical equivalent of a mischievous grin.

Cementing this is the addition of ethereal Gaelic singer Lamond, who lends her voice to
a few tracks here, and blends into the dynamic of the band exceptionally well — particularly as a
compliment to Oore’s saxophone. The tones and rhythms of the Gaelic language seem a natural
fit for Granelli’s sensibilities. “I still have no idea what she’s singing on that record,” he says.

From the hyperactive, yet hypnotic “Letter to Bjork,” to the oddly Tom Waits-reminiscent
“A Chinese Saloon,” to the percolating, menacing “Solaria,” Let Go is nothing if not an incredibly
fun album. Though it would probably fall under the “free jazz” umbrella, it feels instantly warm
and inviting. Perhaps the title refers to the exploration that follows Granelli from his solo work to
this new venture, a call to wandering and adventure.

For his part Granelli’s drumming is as impish as ever, though as a bandleader, he is
certainly content to allow Oore to engage in the majority of the theatrics on this record — a task
that Oore performs rather expertly. Instead, Granelli’s session man instincts allow him to be the
group’s leader and unsung hero at the same time, His work here is rarely flashy, but full of enough
spark and mischief to reward the careful listener.

As for our friend Wesley, I saw him shake Jerry’s hand after the show — there were only
twenty-five of us there, remember— and he looked like he had just died of happiness. After all, it
isn’t every day that your mother takes you somewhere where bashing at the wall with sticks is seen
as being a really great idea. On the other hand, perhaps a kid’s instincts and those of a drummer
don’t seem all that different to me.

Wesley probably plays free jazz every day, even if he doesn’t know anything about all of
that technical stuff.
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An Intervieww with

David Kleiser

Erica Szabo

visual art & design

The art of memory. Memory recognition. Visual recall. Symbiotic relationships. Interconnecting
Miscellaneous shapes. Surfaces. Features. Faces. Time and space.

(@)

Toronto-based multi-media artist David Kleiser illustrates and explores the symbiotic relationship
between memory and reality by creating installments that visualize memory function. It may seem
hard to fathom, but check out a few of his works and it’s hard not to feel a sense of recognition,
perhaps even nostalgia. However, these feelings aren’t for the works themselves, but rather per-
sonal memories and experiences long past experiencing. Long lost memories begin to culminate
inside and with the longing sadness comes a transcending sense of hope for the future.

You can check out more of David’s works at www.bloodandblonde.com.
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Can you tell me a little bit about yourself and how you got started?

My parents are both artists-turned-small business owners. We once lived in a warehouse, but for a
lot longer than that have lived in a nice house on a nice street. I was a bored teenager, and I drew
on my math homework instead of doing the math. I learned so much of what I know from draw-
ing on homework, and the things I would copy (Sonic Youth album covers, Alice in Wonderland
illustrations, Ed Templeton characters, etc.)




= -
S




visual art & design

(o)

=
S
S
S
=
S
=
3
=
=

I really dig your style, each of your pieces look like extremely stylized photographs,
or even rotoscoped animation. What’s the process like when creating one of your
pieces? Is there a particular method you use when creating each one?

Yeah isn’t it great! I'm so proud of it. The short answer is this; colour corrected photographs
printed in halftone and then over drawn, cut up, re-glued, and painted. The process mimics the
process of memory function. It helps recalls a sort of “too real to be fake, to fake to be real” feel-
ing. Memory works by collaging as much relevant information (atmosphere colour/light, sound,
taste) about an experience in order to recreate the experience for you. This is what I've done, mi-
nus taste and smell. Sound is represented by the music, though the songs usually tell more about a
mood than they do directly tell the story. They are another detail that I am presenting the reader/
listener with, though they end up standing alone because it takes people some time to understand
what the product is trying to do. For the most part people experience it by listening to the songs,
flipping through the book, and walking away, allowing my product to sit in their heads with the
zillions of other things that are in there.

I read that you create comics alongside your music project. I really like the idea
of audio-visual storytelling and I think that the two mediums can really go hand in
hand with one another if you have the passion for it. Can you tell me a little more
about that and how you got started?

Frankly, I was just impressed with what an economically sound product I'd come up with! Ontario
Reality Generation is a way for me to release my music and prints of my art at the same time.

Comics are prints last hope. If each panel is worth the 1000 words it’s supposed to be, then it’s no
wonder the literary world hates them so much. I started reading Spider-Man and Tales from the
Crypt when I was 7, the same time I got a radio and started listening to music. Music and art have
always been mutually exclusive in my head, and when I was 16 and started writing songs all of the
sudden there was almost a competition between them. Which would win my time and resources?
My pen or my guitar? So this is a compromise that makes sure that I focus on the both of them
equally while still keeping them sort of separate
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Many of your pieces also revolve around driving down desert highways. Where did
this concept stem from? Are you into road trips? I used to live in Pueblo, Colorado

and we had the most beautiful desert landscapes. Iloved riding in the car as a kid,
the experience was so surreal!

Road trips always involved a certain amount of skepticism on my part. Taking car trip as a kid,
there was always a lot of time for me to think, and I eventually decided that the car was remaining
still and that the imagery was just being shot past at a rate too fast for me to notice any problem
with. I figured it was impossible to prove the destination and point of departure simultaneously ex-
ist, because, although the car ride may only take a few hours, that’s still plenty of time for all of the
atomic information of home to lift up, float over, and become the destination. This sort of dreamy
fabric-of-reality thought process is where the comic is coming from. Its about my bands tour from
Vancouver up to San Francisco and then into the Arizonian desert. Ontario Reality Generation is
a corporation who generates reality, and therefore our road trip is a a free forming delusion that
tests their reality generating powers to their limits by making them create all these new locations
without it being obvious that we are in an illusion. All reality is a free forming delusion and it’s
based entirely on your memories and the memories of your ancestors.

There is a very surreal feeling that goes along with road trips, which is funny because road trips are
usually the most real things you can do. You are REALLY out there, far from home, trusting that
the very real road you are on will get you to a destination. There is no conceptualization in a road
trip, there is only the real road and the real trees and the real air. Surreality obviously works by
presenting very real thoughts or experiences in a way that is just slightly off, and I've certainly done
that here, but I think memory science, quantum mechanics and atomic theory is just as much at
play in my pieces as surrealism is. I like balancing things that are hard to balance!

I also noticed on your website that you dabble in film? What exactly do you do in
that medium and how did you get into it?

All the film-making is done by Kieran Heilbron (thesnakepictures.tumblr.com), or with our friend
Liam Williams. Kieran and Liams are brilliant film maker who I grew up with in the Bloor West
Village. They started making skatevideos and that’s who I first became involved with back when-
ever. Now Kieran will call me up every once in a while and tell me he’s going to shoot a film in a
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day or two days and needs me for some role, sometimes big, sometimes small, and I say “Uhh okay
awesome!” and thats how I got into film. I contribute and create ideas and do what Kieran and/or
Liam tell me to do. We’re gonna release the Ontario Reality Generation movie eventually.

I can imagine you must have a lot of inspirations in various mediums, mind nam-
ing a few?

These are the biggest ones, I could not possibly write enough exclamation marks behind each
name to stress its importance, so I won’t write any BUT they’re all, like, the greatest artists in the
world!

Souvunq 12718

Andy Kaufman, Sonic Youth, Ed Templeton, Warhol, Chris Ware, Philip K Dick, Ralph Stead-
man and Hunter Thompson, Clone High, Klimt, Sam Keith, Jackson Pollack and Joe Meek.
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Are there any projects you are currently working on?

I’'m still quite in love with this Ontario Reality Generation thing -- I'd like to keep releasing issues
of it in some form or another for years to come. Another two issues and I’ll be re-releasing them
all in graphic novel form, as-well as a 12 song sampler of the EPs themselves. I have sketches and
plans for three more issues, plus paper toys, trading cards, and a 25 minutes long super-8 movie
split up into six music videos.

S
S.
)
N
S
=~
I
=
g
@
N
S

0y
S

Plus I paint a lot.




Sotlight:

‘Trevor Henderson

visual art & design

Trevor Henderson is an illustrator currently working in Toronto.
As a child, his mind was shaped and molded by horror and
science fiction comics, pulp novels, monster toys, and a never-
ending stream of horror films of varying quality. These days, he
tries to express his passion and nostalgia through detailed and
colourful works that play with tone and composition. Most of
his work 1s traditional, using acrylic inks on watercolour papers,
with some minimal tweaking in Photoshop or Illustrator.
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You can find him at trevor-henderson.com.

Right: Day of the Dead, Trevor Henderson.
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Unsovereign Land

Kathryn Forrester

“Some scientists claim that hydrogen, because it is so plentiful, is the basic building block of the
universe. [ dispute that. I say there is more stupidity than hydrogen, and that is the basic building
block of the universe.”

-- Frank Zappa

Artist’s Statement

City building is an act of translation. In a city like Vancouver, the land itself is still, over one
hundred years after its settlement, under dispute from both the indigenous communities who were
dispossessed, and the natural world. The demands of changing needs, taste, and demographics
dictate that buildings be swept away, roads be re-paved, and the former aesthetic qualities of the
natural, and now defunct urban space be altered, or translated for a new purpose. Despite the
development and re-development of public and private spaces, the space itself remains the same, re-
oriented for its new use value, or left to let nature to perform the slow act of reclaiming and adapting
the mediated space to its natural origins.

This series of photographs explores unsoverign spaces in Vancouver, BC, where nature is starting
the slow task of re-translating urban spaces into the language of the natural world. Re-claimed by
the elements or simply forgotten by inhabitants, these spaces are remnants of untranslated social and
physical texts, soon to be adapted into the ever evolving urbanity of the Lower Mainland.
























[ hree Homophonac
Translations of Fastern
Lauropean Poems

Kate Hargreaves




1. Strip? Nah
after “Strepwja” by Desanka Maksimovic

No, Nemoy. My price to hock you is the lake.
The fall-in is the limb for ya, okay diva?
Your stretcher ya’ leper, same duck so check a
dock odd say bay same nag of a stay day.

No, Nemoy my price: I'm a visa dress, I
over slot-cash trippin’ ya, checkin’ ya I stray
see ya no-go lapse dawn the dock trays. I

owe seem you say same — oh, take poor slut Nina.

No, Nemoy my price: nasty to I seem you?
Is the lake a same? Oh see, cause vis — the show
1s the lake a same divine savin’ you?
No neck, my no pride. You okay to voyeur diva.
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2. Please (re)cuperate
after “Plave Superak” by Maroslay Antic

Please cuperate obvious (k)nose
neck not okay
neck back nose
all 'm a gettin,’ (re)cuperate please
same as light get ya’
you may be glad I —

translation

can’t go, are you glad I'm the Buddha? Course leper.
You glad I'm
too nice, might cuperate please
Vicks yet not Sanyo is setting up
Pasta?

N

Videos star — can’t yet not done
cuperate, nice seeing ya’, cos today
ma, oh, you told you glad you used ya’
pass you murderess,
you dragoness,
palm olive — mallow... pay poker venous
pay grey kiss night
I cry lice
pay saline tiein’ ya’ said you’ll ice
pay nest of cun — yes,
pace mucus,
pay you kiss — a safe coy Easter you kiss.
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It’s me sirs, rotting I roam by.
It’s me sirs not I pyramid.
It’s me sirs left here I grate off.
I sport I roost raid off,
I tromp go bile
I stare, gr —
I leap, oh not the nice star this odd mucus.

Sad video star ya’ cuperate please
Can tea see down my motor, poor glad
pay odd desecrate — pray though you naked
not privy to nothing I’'m not pretty.
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3. No bury
after “Na buri” by Desanka Maksimovic

Sue: venture — no, piston brag you
naked stoic.
Push tie me, make — oh, the vid, I'm
the lie, ya covet I'll bore.

Push tie the vid I'm cold too.
Sue: venture, glad a
uni-belly, scrawny for
Push tie me, make — oh, neck me.
You merit,
brag ya blaze, you naysay doom.
Oh ya, oh scam the — my rod
tie covet. I'll bore,
stow, sue, venture, blaze. You grow my
stoic — I’'m glad you’re nasty for...



V.D. lie, oh block crane,
ogre man, slow cabin broad.
Not numb ploy, vie.

5N
I smart nosey? 2
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Oh, make idea: S
Tie gay bar Sophie E

naked sees claw — nigh you not dumb
Tie covet, I'll bore,
stow, sue, venture. Stoic, I glad a —
you not belly scrawny for...
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No piston brag you on, ya same
cow date can ruckus crusty.
Not ball, um...naked privy put.
Push tie me the tank, I may press tie
meta-Buda bireme slim.
Push tie me, push tie, do bra make, take ya pot — I so-o bleak
Stow vital: not numb.
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Autobiography n
Gred and Whate

Kristina Larocca Cerrone

I was born in the banana-stand of time
fruit flies, mustachios, wedding gown

Fields of soybeans and rabbits
where all the children

and their
shrieking wagons run amok,

are spat up onto
stretches of minty manicured lawn

Driveways watered by zealots
With gnarled hands and rubber hoses

impudent rubber, seedless, virgin



a face-off of porticos and lawn ornaments

We raced dinner snails
and played with wooden spoons

carved from the frames
of old television sets

which my grandfather had smuggled to Canada
and from which he learned to lose successfully at slot machines

Like the generations before us
we, too, carve television sets

and wooden spoons
bubble bath, Windex, polyester

I'learned to eat with chopsticks
so as to avoid the disdain

of electric sushi-makers
but they could not teach me

to play briscola
or how to darn a sock

When will we begin
the diaspora

back to the world of ghosts
and real, live photographs?

I was born in the banana-stand of time
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clandestine, immaculate, nomological

where fat green olives compose operettas
to long-lost lovers

and lovers frown
over boxes of Nonna Maria’s Authentic Italian Polenta.

Now we are unsuited predicates,
at odds with ourselves, transmuted

like limping tomato plants,
grainy with pulp in this new climate

translation

Our mouths are sour, but our teeth are gleaming;
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Women’s Country

Kristina Larocca Cerrone

In between exercises,

Can Mary drive a truck?
Of course she can! She’s a truck driver.

we speak our own language:

battered English, old as suitcases

and full of ghosts

She tells me, with shadow puppet hands

about her children and their perfect English
Cheerful, brisk, resolute

An unrooted legacy that drives her to the kitchen
to mutter the beads of her fading dialect

in furious obsolescence

Can Anna use a computer?
Of course she can! She’s a secretary.

She says,
“They told me this was women’s country”
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I say,

“It is women’s country”

thinking, smugly, of a town whose mayor suggests,
“Do not walk around, stay in your homes”

A mass of teahouses, bubbling with the unemployed

Can Linda cook Italan food?
Of course she can! She’s a cook.

But she speaks of another town

Of wide hot seas and wild cranberries
“In my teenager-time we went

on a long path to a place-

a deep place between hills,

a dark place with teeth”

Can [full paint a house?

Of courses she can! She’s a painter.

She makes a cave in the cup of her hands,

stalactites and stalagmites

The gnashing of incisors

“It was a God place. No man could make. God only”

I am thinking of strip mining and tar sands

and how I have never seen a cave,

or tasted the salt of a boiling sea;

found a god 1n the slow calcification of mineral water

What do I know?

I teach a litany: “secretary”, “taxi-driver”, “dish-washer”

A serene absence of god and woman, the onset of cultural akphrasia

Welcome to women’s country
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Carrying Across

Anna Veprinska

“Too strange to each other for misunderstanding”
-- T.S. Eliot
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Blab on the Tracks

Andrew Calderone

Private school beauty, afraid to show her privates.
Public school dropout, no guts to buy a gun.

She could go to the moon on a scholarship.

He is the glory of rock and roll tragedy.

Two worlds, two sexes, too little shared.

Terrible odds for yellow-bellied pink youths.

Rumbling wood and steel carrying the weight of the Monday commute divide them.

Word of mouth brings them under one roof.
Scribbled notes on the walls convince them to stay.
Without a lyric the band set their tongues afire.
She is speechless.

He is dumfounded.

Amid the crowd they collide.

Two worlds, two ears, one mouth.
No words, no fears; just transference.
The groove does all the talking.



Incidental Music

Lydia Perovic

The following an an excerpt from Lydia Perovic’s novel, Incidental Music. T he novel follows

three women in contemporary to -~ thurty-something Petra from the Balkans, who s new to
the city; fifty-something Marta, a commumity actwist; and seventy-something Romola, a retired
Opera singer from Hungary. As their lives come in contact and consequently change, we grapple
with questions of how we where we find home and purpose, how much real freedom we are
able to achieve, what we do when the demands of the public sphere and the history interfere with
our intimate pursuits. And why s it that however unique we think our condition 1, there’s already
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From Ossington and Davenport, where they met up, they went further uphill and Petra
began to wonder early if cycling north-east from the midtown was such a good idea. She could have
insisted on being driven, could have cited overcast sky with the forty percent chance of rain, could
have even slightly exaggerated the percentage. Martha might have been swayed. On the flatter
Tyrrel St. she managed to dedicate her attention to the gear shifter’s peculiarities and the recurring
slipperiness of the right sole against the pedal. While Mar had a free pass over Christie, Petra had
to stop and wait for the gap in the traffic. Meanwhile Mar turned the corner on Wychwood and
disappeared from sight. Oh great, thought Petra.

They caught up and hopped off their bicycles on St. Clair and Bathurst and walked north. Petra
hasn’t cycled in years but neglected to mention this. Amidst the traffic noise she could barely hear
Mar elaborating why driving in the city on a weekend without precipitation should be banned. She
considered different streets they should choose once they turn east on Tichester, but Petra didn’t
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know Forest Hill and only had preferences of the geologic kind. Mar thought they could ride up
to Rosemary Road so Petra could see “the only three or four houses with character in the whole
of Forest Hill” but Petra wanted to stay on the itinerary. On their way to Kilbarry next to the
Upper Canada College and in spite up the uphill terrain, Mar had plenty of oxygen in her lungs
for a running commentary on the every Georgian Revival manor that they passed. They zoomed
downbhill on Kilbarry and cut through the Oriole Park, then continued east. Yonge Street made all
the buildings taller and filled the side streets with buzzing traffic, but Davisville was quieter. They
slowed down in one of the long residential streets and waited for Bayview to appear. Nothing caught
the eye. She thought she could be in any treeless east end neighbourhood north of Danforth.

“Crossing over to Leaside,” announced Mar. Petra mounted and followed. Houses were smaller,
more uniform and each enveloped by a greater girth of lawn space, but the cars parked on the
crescent and semi-crescent streets gained in size. After another series of hill-ditch variations, Mar
glided down a hill to a stop. From her high point Petra saw the car repair shop to the left and the
construction site soon to become a shopping mall. Further to the left stood a box of an office building
with a large telecommunications company logo on the scrap of grass in the front. The traffic was
merciless. When she heard Mar yell “Our last intersection” in her direction, she had no desire to
come down.

Mar said they needed to wait for the gap to cross to Esandar Drive, behind the office building;
Where they were supposed to be going Petra only saw a fenced off expanse of land. She followed
Mar on Esandar and could soon see through the wire mesh fence a building emerging. It looked like
a cathedral without a transept and stripped of ornaments to the bear walls. Maybe it was a former
garrison. It had two storeys of windows that probably measured two meters in height. The low
ground between it and the traffic-ridden street was filled with rain water. The pond stayed there long
enough to be claimed by the seagulls. Mar unlocked the latch in the wire fence. “This is the place.
Former Eastern Lines Locomotive Shop. Trains still go by not far from here.” She waved vaguely
cast.

There were parking lots to the left and ahead of them on Esandar. The city’s waste management
trucks were in one tidy row after another the other side of the eastern fence. Across Esander there
was a lot full of vans and u-haul trucks the end of which Petra couldn’t see. Esander curved behind
the waste management office.



“What’s behind?”

“An industrial park. Some manufacturing -- a few buildings where things are still being made.
Some warehouses. More parking lots for rental trucks.” She was inside the fence. “If I walk carefully
here, I may even avoid the puddles... Can you get the basket from my bike rack?”

“I’ll just do a quick ride around and I'll be back in a flash.”

She was already on the bike and moving away, so Mar abandoned the idea of going immediately
in and went after her. Petra followed Esandar’s turn and rode behind the waste management garages
and past a long building of storage units. The street curved again into another empty street, and they
were now passing a series of monster trucks with back ends sucked into the terraced warehouses.
Luxury Rentals, said one black panelled wall. Roofs and Railings, Antique Prop Rentals. Petra
swerved off the road into the truck parking lot and pedalled all the way to its end where it bordered
an empty lot of land covered in overgrown weed and every piece of garbage that the wind managed
to fly in. She cycled to the other end and saw that there were more parking lots filled with identical
white vans. Breeze brought a strong smell of spices, Petra guessed a mix of cloves and garam masala.
There was no truck tucked into the gaping storage entrance under the sign that said “Vih Jesti
Food”. She circled around and was back on the street where Mar waited.

They bicycled past a chemicals factory with enormous metal cylinders connected with narrow
pipes like medieval turrets, and a construction material factory surrounded by the mountains of
sand and the dump trucks ready to grunt and roll. The next lot was monitored by a security guard
in a small white shack at the entrance. Behind it were the forklifts packed with sacks filled with what
looked like topsoil or manure or something of similar consistency. She took one deserted street after
another until they ran out of ground and stopped by the trees guarding the steep slope into the Don
River.

“That was beautiful,” she said to Mar. “I don’t know why factories make a raving melancholic
of me. Maybe because I grew up being fed this great hope in manufacturing. Maybe because in my
town none of the factories managed to get transitioned. None of the retail and none of the transport
companies. They all went under. Everybody that I know where I grew up had worked for a ghost
company.”
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“We here are not strangers to that,” Mar said.

“It occurred to me... in some near future, the last remaining people who remember how it was
to live under East European Communism will die. There will be nobody who will be able to say that
they’ve experienced a different kind of...earning system. If you ask me why I think that’s bad, I can’t
really tell. I get into the on-the-one-hand, on-the-other-hand.”

“Come on. Let’s go back this other way.”

On their slow way back, the buried rail tracks several times dove out of the asphalt and jolted
the wheels. Once they had to ride over a set of rail tracks still in use, a crossing with working signals
and rubbery turf level with the tracks. Petra thought that the office buildings which she visited
in Mississauga looked much more desolate than anything she saw today. Business park, which is
what the Mississauga area was called, sounded better than industrial park. Only the latter, however,
happily ensnared her.

“This must be a busy area on a week day. It’s more like a museum today, with nobody around
who actually works here,” Mar said.

They found their way back to the old locomotive workshop. Petra was suddenly tired. They
walked their bicycles through the opening on the fence and over a bumpy clay road to the door with
a No Trespassing, Dog on Watch sign. Mar had a key for that too. I am a woman of many keys, she
said.

The space was immense and droughty, and not entirely pleasant. Mar ran towards the middle
with her arms spread and Petra thought she heard her words echoing. White light of the overcast sky
came in through the few tall windows that remained unboarded up. Some of those were broken and
letin a cold breeze. The outside air was still in her head. She was light and icy, clearly still outside yet
in a shell of a train station. She has heard not a word of what Mar was saying.

There was a staircase on the other far end and she saw Mar going there. “Let’s sit there,” she
heard. Mar climbed to the top step, placed the basket down and sat. There was a bottle of sparking
water on the ground between them all of a sudden, and a bottle of white wine and the two glasses.



The only distinct thing Petra heard was the fizz. A glass was handed to her which was bubbling up,
she saw it closely. She made an effort and things came back into focus again. There was a person,
a woman. Mar was resting her head against the railing and didn’t mind the silence. She was giving
time.

“I am sorry. My head has been aerated,” Petra said.

“If you turn around, you’ll have a bird’s eye of your industrial outdoor museum through that
window,” Mar said.

Petra looked but only briefly. She turned her eyes to the inside of her glass.

“I sometimes have no idea why I'm here,” she said. “In this country. But where else can I be.
Certainly not where I grew up. So I might as well be somewhere.”

Martha didn’t speak.

“And you are so much at home. You know what being rooted means. And I... I still pronounce
words like ‘murder’ and ‘clothed’ and ‘comfortable’ uneasily, with a completely incorrect rhythm.
I say ‘hands down’ instead of ‘hands-on’. I will always wear English as clothes that are not entirely
fitting. I will be frumpy in English until the day I die. And I'm even worse in my first language, half-
naked, really, with bits missing. Mother tongue, what an odd expression. Mother tongue. I picture a
gigantic tongue chasing somebody, like that gigantic breast in a Woody Allen movie.”

Mar looked and listened. Petra could hear the wind coming through the building, why, like a
train. She should share this simile with Mar. Her cheeks and her hands were burned by the cold, she
was resigned to silence.

Mar put down her glass. She moved the things off her way and came closer. Her hands came to
cach side of Petra and she lingered there, above her, for a moment before kissing her. The look in her
eyes was grave, determined, almost pleading, and this scared Petra. She also felt thoroughly seen, the
way that leaves no shaded parts for oneself. The kiss itself was over before she became aware of it.
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Sonnet 130
(‘Translated)

5 Edward Edmonds

S

- Sonnet 130 130 ( - -

60 William Shakespeare \m/~o™\m/)
My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; S

g Coral is far more red than her lips’ red; O.e

§ If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; (n)

§ If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. ‘|

= I have seen roses damask’d, red and white, @}
But no such roses see I in her cheeks; Vv
And in some perfumes is there more delight -
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks. D:
I'love to hear her speak, yet well I know )
That music hath a far more pleasing sound; &
I grant I never saw a goddess go; u
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: ()

And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare. <3

-




Gender, From a

Cyborg’s Perspective

Edward Edmonds

1010101010101010101010101010101010101010101010101010101010101010101010101010101
01010101010101010101010101010101010101010101010101010101010101010101010101010
101010101010101010101010101010101010101010101010101010101010101010101010101010
10101010101010101010101010101010101010101010101010101010101010101010101010101,

that’s funny.
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In a Moment
of Intimacy He

Romantically Recites
Neruda

Edward Edmonds

“I crave your voice, um, your mouth, your £ ais

Stlent and and starving, Lum...prowl through the streets,
Bread nourishes me... er... does not nourish me... dawn disrupts me, all day,
I.... All day... all dayI...

Juck... no-no-no not all day I fuck, stop laughing at me, I'm trying,



hmmm...
I ¢rave shut up! Stop laughing at me! your voice - your mouth - your, hair — your, hair - Silent and
starving - 1 howl — prowl! - through the streets! Bread, Bread does not nourish me, dawn disrupts
me, all day,
all day, I...hhhunt... for .... Ssss omething—something...
I swear, I got this — Mmmmrrrrrraaaaaaaaaahhh -
I crave your vouwe, your mouth, your hau;
Ok...
Silent and starving, I prowl through the streets,
Ok....
Bread does not nourish me... dawn disrupts me... all day,
Thunt for the...
for the...

YES!

Uh,

Sorry.”
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Hermes

Rodrigo Bravo

I based my image on several aspects of translation that are present in my life. Mathematical

translation with a three dimensional grid, translation of language and iconography in my bilingual

mind and translation as a sigil channeling the power of the icons of Hermes, god of commerce
and translation.
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Linguistic Resurrection

Craig Dodman

translation
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Singular epoch in every decennium
I watch it--

9
s
S
IS
S
S

=

~
NS
=
=

An array of straying uncanny, my husk
glaring as a monolithic beacon’s umbrage,
My dextral nadir

A disposable magnitude,
My facade an indistinguishable, fragile
Hebrew damask.

Wear below the felt
O my falsifier.
Do I paralyze?--




The muzzle, the oculus abyss, the burdened bundle of points?
The bitter animation
Will melt in a dawn.

Ultimately, after the mortality
The ominous acquiescence eroded will be
At rest in me.

And I a favorable creature.
I am isolated thirty.
And conforming the animal I have ennead seasons to senesce.

This is cipher trivium.
What a refuse
To undo each decennium.

What a store splintered.
The diminutive-gnawing drove
impels in to descry

They free me fist and hoof--
The oversized robbery.
Lords, noblewomen

These are my holds
My hinges.
I can be surface and substructure,

Withal, I am the comparable, corresponding biped.
The head space it recurred I was tenfold.
It was a contingency.
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The subordinate life I allude
To ulterior it exterior and not materialize in the wake at all.
I oscillated secure

As a briny husk.
They had to sign and sign
And pry the inches off me like viscid seeds.

Suffocating
Is an artifice, like everything else.
I determine it unusually agreeably.

T act it so it appears like torment.
I arrange it so it resembles reality.
I feel you mean to imply I've a trade.

It’s clear enough to perform it in an pen.
It’s easy enough to adapt it and unite.
It’s the performative

echo in transparency
To the twin town, the related mask, the synonymous brute
carnal bark:

‘An incident!’
That segregates me bitterly.
There is a duty

For the studying of my disfigurements, there is a suggestion
For the reviewing of my character--

It indeed thrives.

And there is an indictment, a terribly immeasurable force



For a word or an impact
Or a division of origin

Or a fraction of my fiber or my outfit.
So, so, mister surgeon.
So, master falsifier.

I am your creation,
I am your heirloom,
The flawless flaxen descendant

That diffuses to a awakening.
I alter and wither.
Do not assume I vilify your colossal interest.
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You provoke and spark.
Constitution, core, there is absence there--
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A swelling of suffuse,
A coalescent halo,
An auric gluttony.

Sovereign idol, supreme maker
Remember
Remember.

Born of the remnants
I accumulate with my inflamed villus
And I exhaust character like breaths.
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Manifest: I In Anriel

Craig Dodman

I’m no more than I, | stumble from bed. | disappoint them, | notice you, |
have that, | have it, | manage it. | terrify, | a woman. I, | have nine times. | maybe — |
am the same . | meant to last it out, | shut I. | feel like hell. | do feel real, | guess
you could say | am ours. | am valuable. | turn and burn, | underestimate you. | rise
with I. | am learning peacefulness. | am nobody, | have nothing. | have given my
name and | have lost myself. | am sick of I, let things slip. | watched | now, | have
never been |, | only lie with |, their mouths, | hear them breathe lightly. | watched,
| see myself flat, | have no face, | have efface myself. | am my heart. | warm and |
clutch my — I am ill, | have, | know it. | have been, | shall, impetuously. | bring the
sound of |, suffered the atrocity of | in pieces. | shriek “I.” | let her go, | let her go. |
inhabited a cry. | terrified this dark I, its soft, feathery turnings. | agitate my heart.
| am incapable of more. | shall entirely sit emptied I, these lamps, |, these late
mouths, | have legs. | move, | walk the breakwater, | am not I, not a smile. | am
still. | cannot, | unpeel, | foam, | am the arrow. | am red meat. | am not yet, | do not
stir. I, love, am a pathological liar. | should drown. | should drown. | have, | should
sit on a rock, | should wear I, an affair. I'm thick from I, you orphan. I try to keep in,
| am silent hate. | do not speak. | am. | am. | am sick. | can’t communicate. | see



you, | am still raw. | say | may be back. | am a mine. | have hung | to cross, | am
dragging my body quietly. | am a letter in this. I, a name, | rise, |, in agony. | undo
myself, and | am. | shall bury the wounded, | shall bury the I, stepping from this
skin | escape, | wonder, | didn’t call you. | didn’t at all. | could draw no breath, | am
sick to death. |, god, | cannot see. | live, | would like to believe, | have fallen a long
way. | am unique. | am sure. | want — | am quiet. | feel it looking. | feel it thinking. |
am to appear for | think it wants me. | would not — | do not want much, | am alive
only by accident. | have killed myself gladly. | do not mind if | am ready. | know you.
I will it, and | do not think. | breathe in. | want today, and | should be — | am the
deep gravity, | would know you were serious. | walk in, | am flushed, | think | may
be — | am so stupidly happy. | pace, barbarous. | love them, | love them like history.
| wake, | have lived. | have had to. | had time, | used to pray to recover. | never
could, | never could talk, | could hardly speak. | thought. | began, | think | may well
be, | may be, | have always been scared. | have. | was when | tried to die. | thought,
the bones, | knew what to do. | made you, | said: | do, |, I'm through. I've killed one,
I've killed two. I'm through. I'm a fright, | flicker, | am too pure. | am a lantern. | am,
I think, I am going up. | think | may rise. |, love, I, | have no protection. | am nude.
| am the bees. | am led through, | know, | cannot run, | am rooted. | could not run.
I am gullible. | am exhausted, | am exhausted. | am the girl. | ordered this, | would
say, | have to live with it. | can’t keep it. | can’t see, | put my eye to the grid. | let out
| to furious, | am not, | have — | need nothing. | am the owner, | wonder how they
are. | wonder if they forget | undid the locks. | am no source, | will be God. | will set
them free. | hand the I. | enamelled it. | stand, a column. | drudge though, | have
eaten dust. | am in control, | have a self to recover, | have whirled, | have never
been, | could never breathe in, | hardly know them, I've taken I, sizzled in his blue
I, he would, | did. I like black statements. | couldn’t stop. | envy the I, your voice.
I am nothing. | was. | knew nothing. | am lame in the memory. | remember a blue
eye. |, the while, | turn, | am not like you. | never wanted — | love — | am mad — |
lie — I cannot touch at the — | cannot crack — | smile — | cannot touch you — | put my
hands among the — | cannot touch — | encounter them.
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Open Letters from
Cyberspace

Bradley D. Smith

A note about this work

The body of Open Letters from Cyberspace comes from Google. Based on poetic merit and budding narration, the
salutation s created and typed into Google. One line from each lsted resull is sequentially extracted. Only the first page

of results is used. Therefore, any one of the salutations can be typed into Google and the prose poems/letlers suddenly
expose thewr origins; excess flesh. Howeves, as Google is continually updated, the stories and themes contained within
these pages will too change. In other words, these poems document a moment in time. The valediction ts inspired by both
the salutation and the result(ing) body. All names have been allered.

Hey You, Skirts under the Table

We were in college and I see you
I'm like hey wanna go to the restroom?
If we went out on a date



Would you give me head

Under the table in a public place?
What would you wear?

Skirt and thong?

Lace panties?

You Have To Love A Skirt!!

Now I would like to show you how
Lovely some table skirts can look.
Can you just imagine all the stuff
You could hide under this skirt?

“Hey, you got a good thing,
You stick with it.”

Hey Buttons how do you like that table?

Sturdy? Excess dangling wires are not a good look.
The legs fold under and the table folds in half.

She walked over to the table, and took a seat.

Hey, if half the world looked as good

As you show yourself.

And, hey, if Buttons didn’t wink a slow

And lustful eye at her.

Men can wear skirts too.

I agree with everything you say

And hope one day skirts will come back in for men.
After reading stories about boys

Wearing skirts to school, I thought, hey!

They are German descendants

And can drink all others under the table!
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Pumpkin, while shopping, I heard our mating song

Exotic Seeds, so if you like anything you hear while shopping, scroll down a little and you’ll find a
PLEASE. BE AWARE THOUGH, About Periodical Cicadas Insects, or 17 Year Locust. The males
emit a mating call or “song” to attract the ladies. You can hear their song all day long. Some affected
areas can have so many insects, A Redneck Style Thanksgiving. Grub, fun and a great time with our
family members gathering. I've heard you can cook a half possum by wrapping it in foil.

Valley by midnight or we’ll have 20 pumpkins, 10 rats, 5 lizards, 4 mice in the bus, shopping. I could
almost hear the “tone” of Mr. Broken Window saying it. To chase our room-mates out of the room
while we take our luxurious baths! Not just country acts. It’s been a long while since I enjoyed a set of
foreign (to me) material so much. Selected Seeds wins this prestigious award for our breeding work.
HEAVY PETTING. That was one of the most remarkable things I have ever heard in my life! And
hear the best spots to find these critters during the fall mating season. My favorite songs are Pea,
Smoking Room, Tom, Kitchen Light and Raw 2gether!



Lavender Friday, I’ll eat your brains

I draw the lines out.
Hide the layers
Lines out.

And I'll say

The drafting’s OK.
OK first things first
I'll eat your brains.
I wouldn’t have
Understood it

As well if you
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Hadn’t explained it.

Opvereating & The Brain Connection.
If T said it before, 'l

Say it a million times:

I will eat your brains!

I never needed

Acceptance from

uoyvIsuvL]

All you outsiders.
Meanwhile I'll report
Back to my colleagues
Who were chewing on
The Surreal Feminist.
There’s no smile better
Than the one

Your child has.
Lavender Friday:

You weren’t even born
With the sense

God gave the common dog:




Lesser Laght to Govern
the Night

Braydon Beaulieu
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This poem was composed by cutting out letters and words from the Book of Genesis to create new

words. No new letters have been added, and the order of the letters remains intact.

" In the beginning God created the heart.
2 No heart was for less than a shower.
* And God let light call, horny.

® And God said, “Let there be xrated movies.” “Sky.” And there was evening, and there was
moning—coy.




? And God said, “Let the wet skanks in Dad produce: bearing seed according to kids and tits in a
code I know.” It was good. And there was evening, and moning;

" And God said, “Let tight expert serve sin to mark easy thighs in xtesy to give head. It was so.
God mates—the greater light to ‘O’ and lesser light to govern the night.” He also ate out.

2 And God said, “Let heat rise, brave teeth cross the penis.” According to He, virgin ass. “Be
fruitful and increase in number and fill the water in the seas, and let the birds increase on the
carth.” Evening, moning.

? And God said, “Let Mare kiss me wild here.” Live according to the law. That’s good.

% Then God said, “Make me all over the fish of the sea and the birds of the air, over the
livestock, over all the earth, and over all the creatures that move along the ground.”

27 So God came
in Mare;
a female cream.

% God bless. “Be fun. Cum; fill the earth and subdue it. Rule over the fish of the sea and the birds
of the air and over every living creature that moves on the ground.”

? The very seed of God—everything that has the breath of life in it—given to two.

1 God sawed a tree. Evening, moning—sx.
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1.all of the sudden
2.aqua sea foam shame
3. gwemealeonard-
cohenafterworld
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1 heit Plot (English to
‘fapanese back to
Lnglish)

Noah Campbell

Author’s Note

This is the narrative to a large piece of music of mine. The story was converted to Japanese, then

back to English using Google Translate. The version I used on the album was a conglomeration of
fw) S fe) fw)

the results from google as well as systran, and the initial unaltered translation as well. The Google
version presented here unaltered has some fascinating poetic reinterpretations of the concepts
presented that were not initially there. Much of it becomes a deeper, and sometimes more disturbing
than was in the original.




Little mouse tail around the small house he scurries, dung balls and candy .... about to begin the full
force of the Full Moon proportions arrange the preparation of the matrix huge beaming down at
you ..... covering the glory. Furakutarufuremuwaku of branches and mix to form a dance form of
mad cow disease in the myriad definitions along the lawn of his silver in the air. Yes, all the time and
this mouse railingest the path of the first batch of mad cow disease in search of folk Monsutamassh-
uappu Moon owns the grass saunters along unexpectedly. Nokitai folk have changed greatly demor-
alizing the description in the newcomer. Despite the confusion in understanding the convergence of
the mouse eye conceives and magic away the temptation to turn off. Just ride the flow of the night if
he 1s only there to exist together in holy synergy may be frozen to enact this holy celebration. Please
help the dogs!

Many people about plants and casual, and get a conversation among themselves to detect the pas-
sage 1s between friends and strangers Quick faint strand of the mouse eye and the only connection.
“But what we and triumphant? How to break a sweat” is one from the back of the closet one of the
strange wounds rampant inflation in your socialist ideals! Hobbles dare threaten progress towards
the center of my spiritual creativity Damnation.

“ARrette LA!” “This is a friendly collection fusion of mind, and excessive extension of derision is
in contrast to the spiritual vision here, and the shrieks of the decision to drown the mouse eye Let’s
start this slice arc cutting!”

Ludicrous logic is triumphant over all the laughter and the moon for the concept of resolution. What
kind of celebration, in a unified rhythm, all rock, underground tunnels, high-precision reflection,
kicking it 10 times tragic! As the back foot disorder copious amounts of smoke and dust stirred up,
increase heat to hear the hack is to increase the noise level of friction on the lawn facing the outflow,
the howling of the wire away from the night light like men. It is also surprising in this light.

Signs will start displaying lycanthropy. Rupture of a virgin flesh and fur. Surge barking. Wicked urge
to purge owl circle. Oh, you are still monitoring the excessive volatility of this meeting. Freakified this
deviation will be monitored by all stations. So strange rhythm to start building a wall all the strap on
the drum. Not moonlight is more Raminguhon Rhino, can be hard to penetrate this solidarity. Silent
protest chant of all participants to shrink.
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As related to air and quiet mollecules all tied together with some sports activities are normal, and
then reorganized to collect the grass at night to draw the usual pack of hungry blood-thirsty chickens
rise to scour away the land. Look at the wave of terror, the crazy cat darts off the streets in search of
a couple copulating excited, and have passed an unexpected, wild alley cats are true gangsta gratu-
itous ego trip. “Despicable” remarks one could hear the cat. “I Kurippusukapasukeshingu chapters,
and did not know was open” and “How do we base our swills beer only to show that this injury is
expected to pay your dues you?

Regardless of no, bad kitty cat man handle almost medicine men, jerking meat needle was sewing
sweat shop production line itself. In time the pain in his brain is screaming, and three torpedo one
of your own sub-conscious and deeply real. What kind of crap off. Immediately impose the pain of
his mouse at home, to keep from breaking the light of the morning trying in vain to hold the month
and violently suspended only a few dropouts, left skids reawakens. This process is directly above the
building shaking a hornet’s nest when someone accidentally, break the window causing a herd of
stupid Fajisutinga talking about the future for the suppression of the rebellion and retaliation.

After that, being chased out of the streets, watch the sunrise as the lick their wounds left open the
store at the corner of boorish some whipped cream. As things will start to get goofy role of the hill to-
ward the bend in the river below. The sudden surge of serotonin, such as sleep deprivation and how
people will get eXtatic. The eyes of mice, deceit is not in the mood at home mosies wax products to
the cave art of Colin and his guitar and drawing Kyandorurobo basementifies. Eventually, enough to
confuse his sense of the world freakified bottle removed his residence to notify the inhabitants of the
month left to run in place and look into the ¥ revolution cardboard placed on the rug he scurries to
come. For each step, to his waist in Patiatifakuto crystal clarity, the dissolution of the night came the
flood scene stored in reject, through all his resolution throbbing pain and numbness in his swirling
around the reality of vomiting . Reveal ground. He did not party at all. He is a single cell, and the
music sounds bad, CIA agent was splattered dreams of recording his every word. Each instrument
is inserted into the mouth itself and the painful, notification of his torture. Fear and helplessness in
every nook and corner of his land with a corrupt backup the music of the mouse eye nevernever
floods flood the consciousness of his screams. Shake and rattle as the cell starts to form a sloppy
rhythm and eyes of mice carrying the inanimate objects around him away.



G.L.D.

Jack Hostrawser
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You’re going to start in a car like you always do. Plastic, silver like any other. A four-cylinder, union-
built sewing machine under the hood pulling the car along like a decrepit dog. Front-wheel drive
pulling the steering wheel all wrong in the corners, like you shouldn’t be driving so energetically.
It’s dangerous. You could die in an accident or kill someone else. Every car is front wheel drive now
because it’s safer.

The car 1s running down the road past the part where it sags like wet fleece and bouncing
securely. Wind roar muffles the shitty radio which plays more commercials than music and fuels
a burning fucking hatred in your brain while you drive that just makes you want to scream at the
world. Fuck you world. Fuck you all and your commercials. Seething hatred where you punch the
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steering wheel and turn off the radio with just enough control to save yourself smashing it in.
Another repair bill for your temper, that’s a great idea. Way to go, Gabe. Yelling at the top of your
lungs does absolutely nothing because no one can hear you. The car lets in noise but nothing gets
out. That pot-bellied farmer mowing the grass with a beer in hand doesn’t even look up as you
pass. He’s trying to cut the edge of the ploughed field south of his house and the ride-on mower
is beached on a mound of upturned earth. You can see him as you pass, rocking the mower with
his ass. Insanity is trying the same thing twice and expecting a different result. At least he’s holding
his beer tight, lest something happen to it. It’s a harsh world when you don’t take care of the little
penances to mortality that let you breathe. A little poison everyday—just a little—to remind yourself
it'll be over soon enough. Then they bury you and finally some peace and quiet. They build Rolls-
Royces for old billionaires who want silence. People who think about mortality don’t get Rollers. It
takes an immortal man to step on his brother. You are mortal, man. You’re rolling on down a no-exit
street. Listen to it howl beneath your tires. That shit is real and you can hear it in this car.

Stories running in the head make a person wistful. You get along so far on pure ranting
and then you gotta take a breath. The memories come out in flashbacks and you’re sitting on the
freezer waiting for your mom to stop crying so you can get a word in like an asshole. She’s going to
thank you in an hour and eighteen minutes for letting her vent and even then she won’t let you get
a goddamned word in. She looks like a fifties housewife in your memory with a permanent smile
plastered over the record player spinning in her head. She loves you so much she can’t hear a word
you say. Don’t take it personally; it’s just that her brain doesn’t register the sounds of your voice. The
vinyl just wavers around and out come the words. She got to the end of side A years ago, in her own
bullshit childhood when her dad ran away. There is no side B; she never left the sixties.

You know what bipolar disorder feels like? You’re driving along and the world’s a
load of shit and then you just get sad. Like this. Did it ever occur to you that you might have
that? There’s not actually anything to be so depressed about but now you’re sitting there in
the plastic fibre cloth of your car wanting to kill a bunch of people so that someone actually
notices you. You’'ll start with homeless people until you get the hang of it then you’ll move on to
watching everyone who has ignored you die slowly in front of you. Maybe eat their livers, too.

You're being silly and you know it. You’re not crazy—you’re just grumpy. Have a drink,
buddy. You've been diagnosed with Gabe Ellington Disorder and it doesn’t look good, mate.



Symptoms may include being a whiney, neurotic, needy bastard. People with G.E.D. don’t get played
by Anthony Hopkins.

There’s another car waiting across the intersection to go the other way. Old one with
yellowy lights spaced far apart. ‘Cuda maybe. Seems low. Noisy car. Make your own noise and
drown out the road getting shorter by the mile. Roll down your windows and listen. There it is,
nice and deep, like honey on a lion’s roar. Fucking sexual that sound, right on up to five thousand
two-hundred rpm. The sun is just under the horizon now and it’s that special time of evening when
the world seems saturated with beauty. It seeps out and condenses like haze in the air. Muscle cars
prowl through it looking for drive-ins and kids ride bikes. It’s all almost real in the twilight. The light
has changed and the ‘Cuda growls and advances, breathing deeply of the humid air. Breaths and
passes in a whirl of chrome and speed. Exhales, sharply. Inhales again. Fading now in the mirror,
two red lights across a smoky hillside. You know that smell old cars make? Sweet metallic smell of
unburnt hydrocarbons. Nerve gas, some of it. Most of the old guys toss lead additive into the tank
to keep the valves lubricated because they don’t have lead in the gas anymore. Turns out it totally
ruins your brain. Go figure. New cars burn so clean that the old Pontiac your parents picked up for
you at sixteen emitted ninety-five percent more pollution than the one you’re driving now. And that
one itself burned ninety-five percent less than those being made when you were born. The whole
industry cleaned up so much that you can’t even kill yourself with a car’s exhaust anymore. You don’t
hear about it because no one’s going to go tell anyone they tried to kill themselves but gave up when
their “Killing Myself” playlist started over. You know there’s a Merc that senses you aren’t stopping
and brakes for you? Even rights itself if you wander out of lane. Probably calls the suicide hotline
and counsels you too. ‘Cudas just made a fuckload of noise and went fast. They left the choices up
to you.

The light is green, by the way. Just want to point out that you look pretty depressed just
idling here, radio off. The engine’s running a little hot too, of course. You should just take the
damned thing in already and get the rad fixed. Or, you know, just keep moving all of the time. It’s
not like there’s ever traffic jams or anything, ‘Cuda guy won’t ever see a traffic jam with that much
engine. People get out of the way and mutter as you pass. Mid-life crisis with more money than
brains, dumping university tuitions into some old deathtrap. People are starving and you’re wasting
money on this shit.
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People are starving anyway, douchebags. Leave the ‘Cudas alone. At least they don’t take out that
anger you're feeling on others. God, just pull away and get moving. Twilight ends quick and then
you’re just driving at night. There goes the day. See you at seven tomorrow.

Flashback again, shorter this time. Of course, now you’re in a hurry to get home and these
are uncomfortable. Not so far back, cither. Just to yesterday afternoon behind the wheelbarrow in
your denim jeans and thick sheen of sweat. The sloppy concrete soup you're slinging into holes
weighs enough to hurt your back and the sun is killing you. Fuck it fuck it. Goddammit. It never
ends. Just keep going. Stomp back to the truck so you can get more and try to keep the sweat out
of your eyes long enough to blink the sting away. It’s forty degrees and humid. Of course you’re
shunting concrete today. That’s work for you. Don’t be grumpy! Eh? You can do it. Accountants
can’t build their own fences. They need you to do it and you need the money. It’s when you stop and
stand in the sun that you notice that you aren’t thinking straight. There’s a water bottle by the steps.
Drink the whole thing and go a bit slower. You can do it.

One day is not a fair summation of the whole job. Lots of days you’re doing fun stuft like
cutting wood and building things. You've got a whole dictionary of words most people wouldn’t
know. Joists. Dado boards. Bradnailer. You’ll own your own construction company in a few years.
The boss says so. Probably because you’re getting too damned old for this shit. This is university kid
shit. You’re not as desperate as they are. You've already figured out that you’re gonna die.

You've got a place in town with this girl and you're settled down. She’s going to leave you
soon. She’s got to be sick of you by now. How many text messages are you going to send in a day,
really? That’s needy, man. She didn’t just stop responding for no reason. You shouldn’t think that,
you know it. Stop thinking that. You got a problem? Just talk to her. Don’t expect to read her feelings
through text message. You need to see her face. You need to see her face. She didn’t move in with
you because she wanted a fling. She wants to hang around. God, one of these days you’re going to
have to ask her to say it to you. Oh hell, you've said it plenty of times but it’s never really been like
that. It’s like your mother said it when you left for school every morning. It’s good manners. You got
to get her to say it like she means it. You better hope you can tell the difference. It’s not like you’re
any expert. How many women have said it before? Zero doesn’t get any bigger with time. You love
her, okay? That’s it. You don’t know how to say it but it’s true at this point. And if she doesn’t feel the
same then that’s going to have to be the way things are.



You're working this weekend, finishing that deck for the guy who owns the restaurant
chain. Not a very interesting place, though the pool is nice. Especially with the fence you built
around it—that chain link shit he had made everything look terrible. You augured out forty holes
and pushed wheelbarrows of concrete to cach one. The new fence is really nice. The deck won’t be
so good because he wants it made of that composite wood shit that looks like plasticine filled with
food crumbs. To each his own, maybe, but you’re going to have to work Saturday and maybe Sunday
because the shit’s so dense you can’t use the Quik-Drive on it. Here Gabe, just screw in every single
deck screw one-by-one with the impactor, okay? No biggie. I'm going to need you in on Saturday
too. Sorry if you wanted to take her out somewhere and talk to her. You can just clear up your
anxieties over the phone, right?

There’s a man walking a fuzzy little dog past your house as you pull up. It pisses on the Bell
box and toddles on in front of its master. The car dies as you extract the key and the door creaks
metallic as you shut it. She’s not home, probably out with friends. There might be a note on the door.
Maybe not. The night air strikes you again as the motion-sensing light on the garage illuminates
all the moths. The moon is up behind some trees and a cloud, waxing cold and nostalgic. It hasn’t
changed in all the years you stopped and looked up. The last things to happen there were a tiny
metal spaceship touching down and a game of golf. You wanted to be an astronaut as a boy, not for
the golf but the cause. Only the important parts of history get remembered-—the astronauts and the
psychopaths. None of it is fair but it’s real.
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An Open Letter to
Toronto Caty Councillor

Ana Baildo

Curran Folkers
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Dear Ms. Bailao,

Until earlier this month, I was a constituent of yours in Ward 18, Davenport — specifically,
I was a resident of the Dufferin & Dundas West area. I have since left Toronto to study in Atlantic
Canada, though, despite my displacement from the city, I have found myself unable to tear myself
away from the news that filters in across the country from Toronto City Hall. Though it is well
known that municipal issues appear to carry little value for those involved in provincial and federal
governments, the fact that the City of Toronto is indeed Canada’s sixth largest government makes
its actions newsworthy everywhere. Where most Canadians would be hard-pressed to name the
mayors of most of the country’s major cities, one could speculate that at this point, Doug Ford’s
name is more recognizable throughout Canada than Gérald Tremblay’s.




As Canada’s largest city, how Toronto conducts itself sets a precedent not just for cities
themselves, but for how the provinces and the federal government perceive and administer civic
matters. I know that pundits and even municipal politicians like to complain about how these
issues receive little attention from both the public and the media, but I can assure you that even as
far away as Fredericton, New Brunswick, people are paying attention to the situation in Toronto.
On the eve of what could quite possibly be the most spectacular sitting of a city council that this
country has ever seen, I want to remind you of the ripple effect that could occur across Canada’s
cities as the result of the two-man wrecking ball’s malicious war on the citizenry. As hysteria over
the economy grows by the day, more and more cities could fall hostage to yet more promises of
quick fixes and a me-first style of city building:

While I have no doubt that I am preaching to the choir here, to me, writing a letter to
Giorgio Mammoliti would seem both insincere (as I have never been his constituent), as well as —
let’s be honest — utterly pointless.

First of all, Ms. Bailao, I do want to commend you for your recent work with the
Affordable Housing Committee. Considering that the Mayor and his brother have seemingly
little — if any — interest in fostering Toronto’s communities, it was nice to see that some councillors
are taking into account the fact that people who aren’t quite as rich as the mayor and his friends
happen to exist. A novel concept, I know, but as you rightly said, “It’s not one size fits all,” a
statement which is surely the antithesis of the Fords’ worldview.

The media has branded you a member of the “mushy and/or mighty middle,” which
makes you something of a wildcard on council. Rest assured, that isn’t necessarily a bad thing — if
anything, it seems to demonstrate that you take each vote as it comes, rather than immediately
siding with one of the unofficial “parties” in council. In that sense, you are probably following the
letter and spirit of Toronto City Council’s technically independent nature more than most.

That said, looking at your voting record, there seem to have been a handful of decisions
that conflict with each other. While I am glad to see that you have been speaking out against the
Sword of Damocles, I do wonder what made you vote to throw revenue out the window, as in the
Vehicle Registration Tax debacle. However, I will concede that those were different days — the
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city was exhibiting a case of Stockholm Syndrome and you had only been a councilor for a small
handful of weeks. I suppose, then, that it 1s unfair to hold a first-term councilor’s first couple of
votes on the job against them. Since, what seems to have been a somewhat all-over-the-place start,
you have shaped yourself into a rather principled and deliberate representative — qualities in short
supply at City Hall these days. I sincerely hope that you will use these qualities wisely in upcoming
council meetings, with so much hanging in the balance — from the fate of Toronto’s poor, to the
fate of its national and international reputation.

The Fords” Waterfront plan is a trainwreck. In addition to the fact that it was concocted
without consultation and more or less implemented as policy unilaterally — as is the case with most,
if not all, of the Brothers’ initiatives — the plan itself is quite simply a travesty. As the authors of
the now infamous strongly worded letter to the mayor note, compared to other cities” waterfront
developments, going forward with the Brothers’ plan would make Toronto a laughingstock. Why in
the name of all that is decent does Toronto — let alone the world — need another megamall? While
most will agree that the current plan could stand to move a little quicker, the alternative presented
1s an affront to positive community building, to say little of good taste. It is destined to be a crass,
over-the-top money trap, designed more for unsuspecting tourists than for the residents of the city
who were originally supposed to benefit from the area’s development.

The slate of cuts and “efficiencies” hanging over the heads of Torontonians speak for
themselves. There are no grounds for the sheer magnitude of this ill-conceived plan to turn
Toronto into a dead city where artists are treated like nuisances, learning is a liability, help is
refused to the poor, corporations control city services, and gridlock — both automotive and political
— becomes King. Every day brings a new outrage with this administration.

Quite possibly the most offensive thing that the Fords are doing — and this, Ms. Bailao, I
urge you to acknowledge — 1s spreading misinformation. Their “Respect for Taxpayers” mantra
has shown itself for what it really was all along: “Contempt for Citizens”. The $774 million deficit
that Mrs. Ford, Ford, Mammoliti, Holyday, Del Grande and Minnan-Wong have been preaching
as gospel 1s a bald-faced lie and we all know it. And yet they have been thus far been allowed to get
away with deliberately misleading Torontonians.

As a Toronto City Councilor, you have a responsibility to your constituents to stand up



to this injustice. As you well know, the recent poll conducted by CUPE Local 79 shows that Ward
18 contains one of the highest percentages of people opposed to Ford’s cuts in the city — over

85% - and it is essential that you heed this opposition. Too many councilors are voting and acting
as though their obligation to their constituents ends after the election, and this is something that
needs to change in Toronto. The city is a city, not a business and Rob Ford is not the CEO, he i1s
the mayor. Toronto needs people who actually stand up for its interests, rather than engage in wars
of ideology. As someone who has more or less stayed above the fray at City Hall, you could be in a
unique position to become a strong voice of reason amidst all of the chaos. I strongly urge you to
become more vocal in council and remind the incompetents and malcontents who act like Kings
that they are elected officials and are thus responsible for the well-being of two and a half million
people — not just their buddies.

Good luck, and keep up the good work.

Sincerely,

Curran Folkers

Associate Creative Director
Steel Bananas Art Collective
Fredericton, NB
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A Meal in Victoria-by-
the-Sea, PL.1.

Ted Killin

This passed summer, in Atlantic Canada, myself and three road-weary Ontarians pulled into a
small PEI borough at dusk, hoping for a campground to spend the night; knowing nothing of the
province other than its renowned red landscape, we found ourselves at the mercy of a small fishing
village named Victoria-by-the-sea. After passing an open restaurant, one of our crew volunteered
to go inside and ask about a place to set up camp.

The first person to greet him at the door was the busy chef of the Landmark Café, Eugene Sauvé.
Eugene is a sincere family man and shares the business with his two children, Rachel and Oliver —
but his is the first face you’ll see when you enter the restaurant, every time.

“Well, you don’t want to pay for a spot do you? Have you seen the lighthouse around the corner?
Camp in the small park right there. All of our friends stay there when they come to visit. And
there’s a public shower right down the road.”

We set up camp right away. Curiosity drove several locals to introduce themselves and everyone
took it upon themselves to direct us to the public showers — everyone attempted to welcome us to
the village to the best of their ability. Victoria-by-the-sea graciously hosted us on public land for
two nights without complaint.
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NERDVENTURES:
Knifey Spooney on Low

King Frankenstein

Curran’s favourite is Homie the Clown. He’s brought this up a couple times, though I cannot
remember the reason it came up in conversation. But it does, a lot, naturally. Bringing up episodes
feels as natural as talking about our lunch on hand or what we saw on the bus. Many of us can’t
remember a world without them, and while just as many agree they’re long past their best-until
date, it would feel strange to live in a world without them. From Bugs onwards, it seems that next
step by the tooniverse iconography is towards something more blunt and cynical. After its debut,
Barbara Bush called The Simpsons “the dumbest thing she had ever seen,” though, since, it

has become not only defining of television sitcoms but defining the way we identify echelons of
humour. It’s rare to see an argument spike up between someone who likes the show and someone
who doesn’t, if only because the latter itself is rare. That same feud between pro-Trechouse of
Horrors and anti, however, is a whole other ballgame.

Let the clouds drift out of your way, the doodly yellow scratch hand fades in.

The Simpsons. Woo Hoo Simpsons Trivia Night to be specific.
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If you want to find someone who would have these arguments, every month at the Gladstone
Hotel they pack the Art Bar to, due to its over packed anniversary, the Ballroom. It should be
mentioned that, yes, it’s been a full year anniversary and that, yes, the evening has grown pretty
popular. Wait, quick, tell me the restaurants Doctor Hibbert’s kids recommend in the car?' Can
you at least get one? No? Because I must warn you, the easiest question I've ever heard is “What
game does Bart win in Australia?”? That’s the easiest. Last outing the team I was with, and had
only recently joined, Hail Ants, had a devastating lowest score, one under 35. An unusual flop for a
team that usually manages to hit the low 40s. And has been called “those jerks who always seem to
nab a front booth™ by Blog To.

Yeah well you're the jerks, Blog. To

And now that you mention it, we lost the front booth that first year anniversary round. Usually an
ambassador from Ants has to arrive around 5 p.m., whopping good time before the 8p.m. starting
point. From there on the room fills in fast and furious, you can always tell who’s the newest by
looking at who’s the most aggravated/surprised about sitting at the bar. Outside, see the break
taking smokers and the nosh rushing Massimos slice runs. Now name the members of the jury
from hell.? Inside see MCs Andrew Ennols and Amanda Factor getting the DVDs to cooperate.
Each night is divided into three rounds, two of those rounds are themed (a character and a
location) separated by a classic episode of the celebrated show (which won’t be used as a resource
for characters.) To sooth your soul, Ennols and Factor never go above season 10, and rarely go so
low as 1 (season 1 questions get sour, audio reactions from the crowd) and questions that require
you to memorize numbers. Because number questions aren’t funny, and leaning on funny questions
1s what keeps this sort of thing alive. Though that doesn’t stop team ants from rehearsing Mister
Burns’ social security number. Which is... what?*

For their first birthday they’ve also introduced a stump-the-show challenge. I submitted “What
Pauly Shore movie is Homer denied access to?”” After I submitted it, Amanda mentioned that was
her favourite episode after asking the question “What items are available at The Vast Waistband?”°
Though she never got to it, they ended up being stumped by “What dessert does Marge blame

for the Van Houten divorce?”” Next time I'll come at them with “Where does Bart think he’ll find
evidence of Sideshow Bob’s evil scheme?””



Jeering, cheering, groaning and berating, over something so trivial as team names (usually there
are multiples of say, Thrillhouse or Go Banana.) In team Hail Ants, roles and dynamics are often
discussed. What’s great about having a group means the kinetic idea bouncing, certainly there
are weaker links (I am a weak link) but when the answer ball gets rolling odds are someone at the
table will remember that pivotal line. Or sometimes it’s just nice to have someone reassure your
uncertain answer.

But that’s not the only advice. Stu Brown, a friend, warned me on my first outing that watching
The Simpsons will be more difficult from here on. Details, superfluous items and passable quotes
become seemingly important. You will take notes. You will study. You will obsess in hopes that
one day you will walk away from the Gladstone with a box of donuts, which are the prize of the
evening,

WOO HOQO! Classic Simpsons Trivia will probably continue to grow, consuming each room of
the main floor, perhaps more floors in the future and, who knows, how about the alley out back.
Joel Minty, a member of Hail Ants, might relieve some of the pressure. He’s starting a Futurama
night, like actually. Though I would suggest an everything BU'T Simpsons trivia night. Seinfeld,
Arrested Development, 30 Rock, MST3K, all the cult titles. But there isn’t anything LIKE The
Simpsons. If we’re alone in the universe, then 1t’s universal. Translated into almost every language,
it seems like we’re attracted like moths to the flame with this cartoon about how stupid everyone
around us is.

For the record, my favourite episode is Homer at the Bat, an episode made entirely out of gags.
Now what was Barney arguing with Wade Boggs about?’

Notes:

1. The Spaghetti Laboratory, Face Stuffers and Professor PJ. Cornucopia’s Fantastic
Foodmagorium and Great American Steakery

2. Knifey Spooney

3. Lizzy Borden, Benedict Arnold, John Dillinger, Blackbeard the Pirate, Richard Nixon, John
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Wilkes Booth and the 1976 Philadelphia Flyers

4. 000-00-0002 (Curse you Roosevelt)

5. Honk if You’re Horney

6. Ponchos, muumuus, capes, jumpsuits, unisheets, Muslim body rolls, academic and judicial robes
7. Korean fortune cookies

8. The haunted mine

9. The best British Prime Minister, between Pitt the Elder or Lord Palmerston










