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BY MIKE HICKMAN 

Old Ben was a “shave and a haircut, two bits” man. The old-fashioned knock covered all 

eventualities; bold, urgent, even insouciant. He’d never seen the need for Fancy Dan 

doorbells, most especially ones that played Pachelbel’s Canon or Take Me Out to the 

Ballgame. Affections, he reckoned. And, besides, who wanted the Looney Tunes theme at 

their door when the caller was there for the worst of reasons? People didn’t think that. And 

they ought to. Just to anticipate, even for a moment, how it might feel before they were 

forced to feel. But, this wasn’t the time for such thoughts. Old Ben smoothed down his own 

recently trimmed hair and checked the reflection of his freshly shaved jowls. He hefted up 

the bouquet of flowers and he extended digit to doorbell. On this occasion, he was happy 

to be humoured. 

 

- - - 

 

After twenty-five years, this was the day, thought Mr Prism as he took the books through to 

the office and opened the topmost ledger. He would tell old Gillyflower this very morning 

that a man of his talents (dare he use such a word?) could not be expected to do the same 

thing day after day for so long with so little variation in routine.  

 

Sharpening his quill and hopping down from the stool to fetch a new pot of ink, Prism 

stopped at the window, as he so often did, to inspect the rose bushes and their attendant 

bees. They had, between them, their usual moment together before he turned back to desk 

and books and today’s most important of the ledgers. 

 

“Mr Prism,” Miss Gillyflower said, sailing through the office door at full mast. In her hand, she 

had a stick of the new rock with, he expected, the words “Gillyflower’s Finest” imprinted into 

its very core. Depositing it on his desk, she smiled her suspicious porcelain smile. “Your 

opinion?” 

 

His opinion was as it always was. Not to be spoken. It wasn’t as if he could tell her that, 

serious lack of skills notwithstanding, he would much prefer to be on the factory floor with the 

rollers, with – in fact (and here was the bit that so impressed the children when Gillyflower 

opened up the factory for them to view) – the giant size stick of rock laid out before its 

eventual rolling down into miniature form. It always took those not in the know by surprise – of 

all the methods they might have imagined for creating the words in the rock, starting off with 

a giant, man-sized cylinder with massive red fondant letters was nowhere on their list.  
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Except there was some beauty in the simplicity, wasn’t there? Unlike other things round here 

that had been compressed and squeezed and rolled into so much less than they had once 

been. 

 

The quill flittered over the ledger. Beyond the casement, the bees flittered, too. 

 

My happy friends, he thought.  

 

“Well?” Miss Gillyflower asked. 

 

“Miss Gillyflower, I…” Prism began. For some reason, he had ink all over his hands. 

 

And maybe the bees did perform much the same routine, day in and day out, Prism 

thought. Maybe it was as monotonous as the drone of massed wings that he nonetheless 

found reassuring when he was attending to his figures. But they had the honey to show for it, 

didn’t they? In the end. They had something pure and sweet and natural and… 

 

“Mr Prism?” Mrs Gillyflower picked up the stick of rock and turned it end-on, so that he had 

no choice but to look at it. Realising that, at least for now, she had the upper hand in any 

conversation to be had between them, he reached for his pince-nez, peering through them 

at the words that most certainly did not say “Gillyflower’s Finest.” 

 

“August Prism,” he read. “Without whom…” 

 

“I thought it was perhaps time that your book-balancing skills were recognised,” Mrs 

Gillyflower said. 

 

“I…” He had no words. Because his employer had them. In sugar form. “I don’t know what to 

say.” 

 

Mrs Gillyflower patted him on the shoulder. “No need to say anything, Mr Prism,” she told him, 

before leaving him to his ledger. And his rock. What he’d be proud to tell his friends in the 

bushes outside were his “honeyed words”. Maybe he didn’t have honey to show for his 

efforts, but he certainly had “honeyed words”. 

 

How he would feel about that on the first day of his twenty-sixth year in the job was, of 

course, another matter entirely.  
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BY E.E. RHODES 

I got it in Leptis Magna, a ruined Roman city on the coast of Libya. There was still a military 

ruler in the country, even though history tells us that the Emperors were long gone. 

 

I wasn’t there for the burgeoning conflict, or the buildings, or mosaics, or even the 

archaeology, though that’s my usual line of work. I was there for honey. Mad honey. Made 

from the pollen of the rhododendron tree. 

 

I first came across it in Turkey, and then heard darker rumours of terrible deeds on a tiny 

island that belonged to Greece. Deli bal. It had a long history of both pleasure and pain. A 

honey that had been used to drive people mad.  

 

No one was willing to sell me a jar or even give me a taste. Too bitter, they said. Too 

terrifying, they meant. Too much, you’re a lady, too much, I don’t think so, no, sorry, too 

much of everything, too risk. 

 

I tried other places, buzzed bee keeper chat rooms, flitted between different apiaries across 

the Middle East, North Africa, Central Asia and back to Turkey again. There were hints here 

and there. People with hushed stories of demented bee-wranglers in the hills, over keen on 

their own golden combs fleeced from wild bees. And there were adventures. But. No actual 

jar of liquid dreams. 

 

Eventually I heard about some men guarding the ruins at Leptis Magna, keeping bees 

amongst the fallen stone and statuary. It took a year to get a visa. A year. But I was invested. 

I waited. Filled in the forms. Got my passport and visa and permits translated into Arabic. 

Bought maps. Had the relevant vaccinations. Sting after sting after sting. I thought the bees 

would appreciate the sacrifice. 

 

On my third day in Libya I travelled west from Tripoli with a genial colleague from the 

museum. He thought this was crazy, but I’m persuasive when in pursuit of a goal. And, after a 

certain amount of wrangling with some surprised bee keeping security guards, some lira, and 

a map that showed the men everywhere I had travelled to try and find this gold, I was given 

a jar of mad honey.  

  

It was rock solid, and the honey had to be chipped out in flakes. You’re not supposed to eat 

more than a teaspoon at a time, and maybe it’s best diluted in hot milk or tea. So, I was 

careful. Just a tiny amount, a crumb or two, just enough for what one of my friends called a 

natural buzz. And that would be it. End of story. Deli bal. Mad honey. Except. 
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Except for the burglar who broke in while I was away chasing another honey rumour. He 

drank all the alcohol in the flat. He ate all the food. He put his feet up on the sofa and read 

several books. He left before I arrived home. But, along with a surprising number of 

unexpected items, he took all my jars of honey. And that was his undoing. 

 

He was caught a week later, staggering round his neighbourhood, half dressed and raving, 

clutching his head and ranting about giant flowers and trees. He was taken to a local 

hospital where it took him almost a week to come down off the hallucinatory high.  

  

No one believed him about the honey, and I got my probably highly illegal jar back. I was 

astonished he wasn’t dead, he’d eaten almost half of the jar of deli bal. I admit I quietly 

thanked those bees, for having the real sting in the tail. 
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BY ROBIN MCNAMARA 

 

Home is the place you carry  

In your heart 

 

One you left when starved with famine.  

 

Roam as you wish in teenage years 

It’s the start  

 

Of a life across foreign waters,  

The adventure awaits 

 

But you never forget home.  

Home is the space you marry  

 

With your heart: like Rome 

You’ll always return from  

 

Across foreign waters. 

The motherland, calling you home.  

 

One you left when starved with famine. 
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BY REBECCA KINNARNEY 

 

Mother used to buzz anyone into the building. She claimed it was because she couldn’t hear. 

‘I can’t hear them tell me they’re an axe-murderer, or a jewel thief, or a religious fanatic on 

the conversion trail.’ Then she’d sniff. Loudly. 
 

She’d not grown up with doorbells, let alone buzzers that gave access to an entire building. 

She’d grown up with unlocked doors, with ‘Only me!’, with Mrs. Smith just walking in through 

the back door, even though Mrs. Smith got on everyone’s nerves.  

‘We’ve all clubbed together. We’re getting you a video entryphone. They’ll be coming to fit 

it on Friday.’  

‘Waste of money.’ A sniff, worthy of the high-powered vacuum she’d coveted for years. 

Saturday morning, I pressed the buzzer and stared at the screen. No face appeared. Just a 

voice.  

‘Not today, thank you!’ 
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BY ANNIE MORRIS 

She’s taken to making hard-boiled eggs. Not every day, just one maybe two for breakfast or 

brunch – roughly chopped on lightly buttered ciabatta straight from the oven. It centres her. 

It’s not the making as such but the peeling of shells, and she’s hooked. 

  

Once cooked she holds them for a moment under cold water then just before the ritual 

begins taps them like a maestro’s baton on the hard-wood surface, every time amazed how 

their crack and craze is different. 

  

In her silent mindful egg-space she coaxes each piece of casing in almost forensic removal; 

strips of membrane cling to her fingers, robbed of their egg-white hug; her sense of pleasure 

oddly immense when larger fragments surrender themselves. 

  

It can’t be rushed, many a time she’s made an impatient crater. 
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BY BAYVEEN O’CONNELL 

 

There’s no light save for the fireflies. We are barefoot in the garden on dry, patchy grass. The 

breeze rustles in the olive trees along the driveway. So deep in the country, I hear nothing 

but your breaths and the buzz of the tiny flying lanterns. Above us, Orion, Venus, and the Dog 

Star wink. I wish Orion was Cupid – to shoot you in the heart. You hover on my periphery, I 

can only sense your direction from the crunch of vegetation beneath your toes. And I stand 

still, waiting for you to breach the distance, zero in on my lips, to set us aglow.   
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BY ANISHA KAUL 

One careful step after another 

Leaving a series of faint wet footmarks  

With each passing moment,  

The pattern seems to fade   

She looks to both sides 

As if walking through busy crossroads  

  

Her fragile limbs clothed in a simple cotton sari  

A giggle escapes her as she eyes me  

I tear my gaze from the half-eaten mango  

To shyly recall, what a sight I must be  

A trail of thick yellow drop working its way 

Towards my newly washed kurti    

Panic struck, I abandon the converted fruit   

Traced the leading ripeness  

In foolishness, marked myself an offender  

Twice in two days. I gaped at the stain and wailed.  

  

Grandma paused, I pleaded and she gave way  

Into a fresh cotton dress, I slipped  

Hurriedly passing, the soiled artifact 

Still fresh from the bath, she bloomed as a happy rose 

Moved slowly, towards the solitary tube well  

Toiled hard. Tiny drops of perspiration  

Timely appeared on her silver brow 

Gold-rimmed frame sliding mischievously  

Over the nasal ridge, she glides it home 

Then examines my stained fate  

Assured, she smiles at her labor and me 

I thank her and then Almighty 

She laughs and tells me to run along,  

To attend the one, I had forsaken  

I kissed her softly and took to heels. 
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BY SARAH TOLLOK 

I never cared much for the ticking of clocks. That predictable percussion, decided ages ago 

to measure all the ages to come after, never sat right within me. Even the silence of digital 

devices still held within it the ghost of ticks and tocks plodding along at the same mundane 

pace.  

 

Finally I took a sledgehammer to the lot of them, making sure that my strikes were 

wonderfully chaotic and irregular. When anyone spoke to me of meeting times, deadlines, or 

life expectancy numbers, I gripped that smooth wooden handle with white knuckles until 

they backed away, a haphazard stumbling. 

 

But it’s human nature to want to mark the time in some way. So I sat in my favorite garden 

chair, buried my feet in the unmowed grass, and waited for time to present itself to me. Then 

there they were, bumble bees bounced from one clover bloom to the next. They say that 

bumble bees should not be able to fly. Their bulky bodies should not be borne into flight by 

their little wings, the mathematical ratio is all wrong. But no one told the bumble bees that, 

and so there they went. Sometimes they lingered a long while, deliberate and focused. 

Other times they turned circles and circles, no rhyme or reason. Once or twice, they stopped 

to visit my toes. Their little footsteps added a lovely extra layer to the measurements of time 

that their movements provided me with.  

 

After that, it wasn’t hard to find other such comrades to pass the time with. Twilight held the 

barn swallows flitting fast, turning in the same instant that the thought so much as occurred 

to them, never a fraction of a measurable moment in between the notion and the 

execution. The night held flashes from fireflies. Never knowing if the next flash was from the 

same or a different source was dizzying and delightful.  

 

When I went to the shore, the dawn brought the swift side steps of beach crabs on the 

shifting sand. The sandpipers were always a hop or two in front of the foam. In contrast, the 

soft grey pelicans loped along in undulating lines, a graceful parade in slow motion. I tried to 

sync my breath with the flaps of their wings.  

 

I couldn’t tarry there long, though. The ocean tides were too predictable and I worried they 

would rope me back into something fixed.  

 

So I went back to the clover and the bees. As they unknowingly defy gravity, they help me 

to deny manmade time.  
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BY DARRELL PETSKA 

That telltale floorboard 

beneath my slippered foot, 

Mr. Bean the cat 

arching his back—hush! 

Let the children sleep. 

 

Twin tea cups 

down from the shelf, 

the kettle waking to the flame— 

bowered birds announcing 

sunrise 

 

the day’s agenda 

ready on the refrig door: 

trash day, call the vet, 

plumber slotted for nine. 

 

The house holds its breath: 

school clothes laid out, 

homework tucked into backpacks, 

lunchboxes chilling 

beside last night’s leftovers. 

 

That telltale floorboard, 

the rustle of her silky 

dressing gown and Mr. Bean 

fawning at her ankles. 

 

Silent smiles, 

the plash of water in our cups, 

twin steams mingling, 

rhymed hearts beating 
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in liminal space— 

 

there, like clockwork, 

that telltale floorboard! 
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BY KB BALLENTINE 

Sidewalk slicked with rain, 

yesterday’s chalk rinsed away – 

the heart, the flowers, the naming. 

Each meticulous line they shaped 

on the driveway – gone, like so much magic. 

The sort that doesn’t long let  

you keep the smiles, the songs. 

  

Two swallows have staked their claim 

under the porch eaves, and each time 

I open the door, they startle 

into the closest trees. They would have me 

use another means to leave my house. 

So would I – these days of inside 

looking out grow thin. What can I say? 

  

Blue blusters through the clouds, 

tumbles them out of the way, 

and a weak spring sun peeks through. 

The girls come back, consider the blank canvas  

of concrete and begin again. 

  

I wish it were that easy – 

to erase what was broken, what has passed. 

Take joy as it comes, where I can. 
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BY AMY NICHOLSON 

Paint speckles like reverse freckles along the edge of polished wood floor. You were in a 

hurry to just get it done and move in already. Now, not so much. You’re learning to slow, 

mark time. Pace yourself through the song of the chimes in the breeze off the pond and the 

creaking of the floorboards as he comes into the room you’ve long since tidied. A small act. 

Like scratching the pencil on the wall post in the kitchen where you check to make sure she 

isn’t on tiptoe, straining to be as tall as the brothers. Leaving other evidence of a love so 

great you can’t contain. The couch cushion sunk in on one side from all the middle-of-the-

no-sleeping-nights when the third car never returned to its spot in the rutty driveway. You 

didn’t want to wake husband so peaceful by your side. So you abandoned the bed, settled 

into the sofa instead, and slipped your weary mind into the pages of Austen or Paul’s letter 

to the Ephesians. Sliding bookmark in when you heard the tires crunch the gravel, your lids 

grew heavy as your heart grew light. You two built the house in eighteen months. Flawless 

when you moved in. (Except for the paint speckles.) But your home--the warm place that’s 

now pock-marked and warty; creaky, squeaky, and really quite uniquey--well, homes take 

longer than houses to build. To get them fairly well scuffed up and cozy, you and that house 

are always gonna be under construction. 
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BY MATTHEW MILLER 

Oldest Son 

Careworn wisps of quilt whorl your smooth cheeks. 

My hand cups your shoulder, the blanket crumples 

into the divot of your collarbone. Your eyebrows, 

 

the bangs that you curlique between crossed fingers, the blank space 

of your forehead - these are the only things visible. 

You’re wearing jammies again, after years in underwear, 

 

and I wonder who told you that you were naked. You hide 

in this warm tangle, but your inhaling smile welcomes my last words, 

a prayer whispered into sweaty ears. 

 

Second Son 

Before we stumble to flick off  

your bedside lamp, you've wadded the sheets, 

pajama shirts abstractly jotted like a painting  

 

on the floor, thin hairs flipped up 

like tree branches - things you ignore. 

You are waiting for your brother 

 

to brush his teeth, then you will tuck 

in your feet and turn from his light. 

You're a mess if left alone. Later 

 

that night, you will sketch a line through 

negative space, drawing your shadow near 

to our bed, wanting a steady hand. 

 

Third Son 
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Worry the ridge of my cheekbone,  

the edges of your blankie. Frisking  

for what's missing. Did I forget you 

 

need to shine your thumbs on the silky  

tag, drag it across dreary lips? 

I haven't prayed for your dreams yet, or 

 

straightened covers under your dipping 

chin. In the dark, I have not completed 

the routines that you believe 

 

bring you sleep. I return and breathe  

a slow rhythm beside your cheek. The rising 

space set deep will always bring good dreams, 

 

and good dreams, and good dreams, and good dreams... 

 

Youngest Son 

Scrawl of light on sagging, bumpy sheets. 

Behind the headboard a paper airplane rests, nose 

downward. On the center of the pillow, head twitching 

 

left to right, again, and every few turns it inches higher. 

The closet is closed, concealing the mess, another 

drawer open, gravity’s hands can’t cram the sweatshirts in. 

 

In this upstairs bedroom, he sings to find an audience. 

He laughs at his tiger, or grabs his ears to avoid silence, 

all these twists and bursts - he hopes someone will notice. 
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BY ANKITA SHARMA 

Fighting a losing battle with my spirit everyday 

How I would try to transform my house to a home 

Would search for a way all over; asked strangers who didn’t care 

The dictionary defines house as ‘a building to reside’ 

And that was precisely what I returned to every night 

After the tiring work would tie my patience 

And test it on motley of characters 

Masked or faceless; shrewd or tactless 

I would climb the stairs, dragging my limbs like that luggage 

Too heavy to carry yet couldn’t be left behind 

Slumped on the sofa, I’d gaze at the city lights far below 

Till the oven would curtly declare thrice that it had done its daily job 

  

I remember how one full-moon night you quietly tip-toed  

With your muddy paws into my sanitized life 

Cowed under my car, soaked and quaking in the unseasonal rain 

Separated from loved ones, lonesome and wretched 

Hungry for some warmth and amongst cold strange faces 

It still astonishes me how alike we both used to be 

And also how things can change in a night 

  

Now every day, I return to a home 

Which the dictionary says is ‘where one's domestic affections are centered’ 

I often wonder who rescued whom? 
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BY MATTHEW HISBENT 

Once upon a honeyed dreamscape a hive like no other came to be. Born in a time before 

Man or Machine, when air was clear and pure and mountain streams ran cold and sweet, 

HomeHive witnessed the infant Earth’s growing pains. In the time of Eros, perhaps to see the 

God of Love anoint his arrow tips with honey to fill a heart with sweet love. Hidden within 

Marble Mountain, its plateau was a carpet of sweet flowers – Primrose, Peony, Anenome, 

Violet, Narcissus and Hyacinth. Between the flowers and the scattered rocks young fragrant 

herbs flourished – Rigani, Marjoram, Anithos, Fennel, Mint, Dendrolivano, Sideritis, Sage, 

Chamomile, Thyme, Parsley, Bassilikos. These were more than mere names to bees - they 

were the individual, distinctive and signature essences of the honey they would feed upon 

and fill their honeycombs to bursting.   

 

Marble Mountain, surrounded and protected by tall pinnacles of basalt rock, loomed high 

above the eagles which circled beneath its plateau. White clouds rolled upon and over the 

plateau, shrouding venerable Cypress, Poplar and Pine which were as blades of grass 

around its feet, the mist dissipating on contact with the sea of deepest blue surrounding the 

island.  

 

The tiniest hole in the side of Marble Mountain, high beneath the plateau edge, provided a 

refuge for two scouting bees, evading the voracious beak of a scaly bird intent on a feast. 

Vanguard for a Queen and her retinue, they sought a safe cool place in which to build a 

new home of golden honeycomb. The bees crept inside, their wings scraping the roof of the 

tunnel, sensing cool draughts of air up ahead. At the end of the winding passage, they 

discovered a chamber big enough to welcome the colony and beyond that, larger spaces 

in which muffled cocoons in honeycomb galleries could form. One bee remained behind to 

explore the galleries whilst the other returned to request the presence of the Queen.   

Upon their arrival the workers, fuelled by sweet vital honey, set immediately to work secreting 

beeswax scales to heat, knead and thin into circular shapes which upon turning opaque 

became hexagonal honeycomb cells. Their natural body heat was the primary tool which 

turned the beeswax semi-molten, flowing freely and smoothly like an elasticised liquid. 

Sculptors possessed of exquisite skills, they pulled and moulded the circular cells into golden 

brood cells and Royal Chambers at the junctions where hexagons met.  

 

As ages passed, spring rain after spring rain fell, coursing unstoppably through rock channels, 

dissolving sandstone, leaving in its wake large galleries of fine, strong marble tracery; lacey, 

graceful and elegant. HomeHive grew and grew in size and magnificence.  
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Countless generations of bees came and went, as did many daughter Queens to found new 

hives far and wide over the ancient lands. Over thousands of years HomeHive filled with the 

fragrant scent of flower-herb honey and hummed with the sound of harmonious industry as 

every bee, serving the court of the Grand Queen, diligently carried out their individual roles. 

Cell cleaning, brood rearing, nectar gathering, comb building, entrance guarding, 

swarming, heating, cooling and honey production. Throughout the galleries echoed the 

hubbub of the hive, bumblebees chattering in high tone beeps and dances.  

 

So much did the bees love to dance that to mark the tenth millennium of HomeHive, the 

Queen announced a celebration. More than a party - a Grand Ball – The Summer Dance of 

the Bumblebees. It would take place in the grandest hall of HomeHive, big enough for all, 

Queen, drones and workers, to attend.  

 

In joyful anticipation, and to ensure they presented their best face in the treasured and 

exalted presence of the Queen, the bees gleefully groomed their yellow and black fur with 

an occasional excited tantrum disturbing the harmony of HomeHive. The bees already knew 

many dances which upon an ordinary day they employed to communicate. The Ball was a 

chance for extravagance, not only in the brightest yellow-black stripes, but in the agile 

dance steps rarely displayed. Fuelled by the very honey which they have created from the 

sweet nectar flowers around the golden island the bees began in modest style with a sharp 

and formalised angularity familiar in the structure of the honeycomb. But they are buzzing 

and afore-long the dynamism built until individual bees as ballerinos, danseurs and ballerinas 

perform their virtuoso turns. Short pointe steps, pirouettes, petite batteries and roundes de 

jambe are the expression of bumblebee joy unbounded. More and more bumblebees came 

forward to take their places upon the marble floor, beneath the glowing worms and 

glittering crystals which, as they cling to the grotto walls, bring phantasmagorical 

incandescence to the celebration. These are the moments of the Minuet and Contre-

dance; dances fit for any Royal Court. The Bumblebee Minuet is flirtatious - a complex 

weave of delicate baroque dance steps and patterns with bees touching limbs, turning, 

spinning and finally linking their legs.  In Contre-dance, up and down they danced, bee side 

by side with bee, dancing to bumbles in the parallel lines as they progress.  

 

There is no light sense in this place – instinct and preternatural senses tell the bees when sun 

has risen, and work must recommence. Until then, in this primal Home of Homes, Hive of 

Hives, home sweet home for a million bees, none think of work – only of another ten millennia 

within the honey lined safety of HomeHive, seeding the world with bee colonies far and 

wide.  

 

Flowers and Bumbles, flora and fauna, giant rainbows spinning in the deep blackness of 

space, nature in eternal harmony. 
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Mike Hickman (@MikeHicWriter) is a writer from York, England. He has written for Off the Rock 

Productions (stage and audio), including 2018's "Not So Funny Now" about Groucho Marx 

and Erin Fleming. He has recently been published in EllipsisZine, Dwelling Literary, Bandit 

Fiction, Nymphs, Flash Fiction Magazine, Brown Bag, and Safe and Sound Press. His co-

written, completed six-part BBC radio sit com remains unproduced but available to 

interested producers!  

 

E. E. Rhodes is an archaeologist who accidentally lives in a small castle in Worcestershire in 

England. She writes flash, cnf, and other short prose. Recent work can be read in Fictive 

Dream, Janus Literary, Versification, and Twin Pies Literary.  

 

Robin McNamara is an Irish poet from Waterford City. He has over 150 poems published 

worldwide in America, Canada, Ireland and in the UK with Beir Bua Journal, Dreich, 

Versification, Pink Plastic House, Daily Drunk, Full House Literary Magazine, Dream Journal, 

Second Chance Lit, Literary Heist, Dwelling Literary  & Impspired. A regular contributor to 

Spillwords since 2018 where he is currently Author of the Month. Robin is also involved in the 

Poetry Ireland and Black Bough Poetry poetry prompts. Robin’s forthcoming debut 

chapbook was written during the lockdown in Ireland. Under A Mind’s Staircase, is published 

by Hedgehog Poetry Press and signed copies are available at: https://robinmcpoet.com/ 

 

R. J. Kinnarney is trying to make sense of their corner of the world, through tiny pieces of 

writing and lots and lots of reading. When not distracted by a myriad short-story ideas, they 

are currently working on a novel, which focuses on what it is to be strong in the face of 

challenge and prejudice. Work can be found in all sorts of places. Links to published works 

on rjkinnarney.com Twitter: @rjkinnarney 

 

Annie Morris lives in SW London. Her poems have appeared in various online and print 

publications including Minute Magazine, Allegro Poetry, Red Wolf Journal, The Dawntreader, 

Snapdragon Journal, Blue Heron Review and the anthology Myth & Metamorphosis 

(Penteract Press). 

 

Bayveen O'Connell has words in Fractured Lit, Janus Literary, Bending Genres, The Forge Lit, 

Splonk, the 2021 Micro Madness National Flash Fiction Day NZ, the 2020 National Flash Fiction 

Day Anthology, 2019 & 2020 National Flash Fiction Day Flood, and others. She came third in 

the Janus Literary Spring Story Prize 2021, and received a Best Microfiction nomination in 

2019. She lives in Dublin and is inspired by myth, history and folklore.  

 

Anisha Kaul is a poet with a Master’s in English Literature, presently living in New Delhi, India. 

She is a contributor to the Fevers of the Mind Wolf Pack and her work is forthcoming 

in Cardigan Press and Ethel Zine. Anisha has also qualified the National Eligibility Test (NET) for 

https://robinmcpoet.com/
http://rjkinnarney.com/
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Assistant Professorship conducted in India. She loves to write about herself in the third person. 

Find her on twitter: @anishakaul9. Website: https://anishakaul9.wixsite.com/poet  

 

Sarah Tollok is a writer dwelling in the Shenandoah Valley of Virginia. She refuses to settle for 

just one genre because she is having way too much fun. When not writing or reading, you 

can find her in her vegetable garden, watching the bees. You can find her works in 

Intangible Lit, Second Chance Lit, Orange Blush Zine, and upcoming in Sledgehammer Lit. 

Contact her at SarahTollok.com.  

 

Darrell Petska, a retired university editor from Madison, Wisconsin, writes poetry, fiction and 

nonfiction. View his work in Buddhist Poetry Review, Nixes Mate Review, Right Hand Pointing, 

Boston Literary Magazine, Verse-Virtual, Loch Raven Review and elsewhere. 

(conservancies.wordpress.com)   

 

KB Ballentine’s seventh collection, Edge of the Echo, launched May of 2021 with Iris Press. Her 

earlier books can be found with Blue Light Press, Middle Creek Publishing, and Celtic Cat 

Publishing. Published in Crab Orchard Review and Haight-Ashbury Literary Journal, among 

others, her work also appears in anthologies including Pandemic Evolution (2021), In Plein Air 

(2017) and Carrying the Branch: Poets in Search of Peace (2017). Learn more at 

www.kbballentine.com. 

 

Amy Nicholson writes at home. Her favorite place. Words housed at various places and 

amynicholson14.wordpress.com. 

 

Matthew Miller teaches social studies, swings tennis rackets, and writes poetry - all hoping to 

create home. He and his wife live beside a dilapidating orchard in Indiana, where he tries to 

shape dead trees into playhouses for his four boys. His poetry has been featured in River 

Mouth Review, Club Plum Journal, Whale Road Review and Ekstasis Magazine. 

 

A writer and an artist, Ankita Sharma resides in India. She has authored five titles. Her poems 

and stories have been published in various anthologies and lit mags including 3moonmag, 

BRAG, Versification, Green Ink Poetry, Sunnyg (radio show) and others. Her artworks have 

appeared on the cover pages of a few Indian and international books.  

 

Matthew Hisbent is a music obsessive writer, who is inordinately proud to have featured in 

Dwelling Literary previously. His web page showcases his writing and his travelling much of 

which features his walks on East Coast of Fife, watching seals and herons gulls around the 

many green clothed rock pools.  If he isn’t in Fife, he will be on Corfu, the jewel of the Ionian.  
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