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WELCOME

A very short note from the editor

Welcome to The Purposeful Mayonnaise Journal Issue 2.3!
This time, the theme was DESIRE, and it was an absolute treat to see this issue taking
shape before our eyes. In these pages, you'll find the works of over forty artists and writers,
and we would like to thank everyone who entrusted us with their work.
We start with absorbing photographs by Cherry Adams. Gracing our cover, we have "Wish
You Were Here" by Toronto-based artist Gwendolyn Brown, whose work is driven by her
interest in the simplistic movements we complete in our everyday lives. Madison Tyrell lets
us into her world in the artist interview. She talks to us about documenting the unseen and
her fascination with how we perceive natural space. We revel in words and images by Sara
Abdolmotallebi, Shekofteh Afrasiabi, Malak Ali, Beatrice Fields, Sophie Huysentruyt, T.A.
Jones, Ksenia La Hun, Rudy Meyer, Emma Schuster, A.K Shakour and many other
accomplished artists and writers.
Our mission is to bring you a new issue overflowing with art, words, ideas. We hope we
have succeeded.

Anda Marcu
@andamarcuart
Co-Founder and Editor-in-Chief
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ART: CHERRY ADAM

Desire 4

Desire 1

Cherry Adam: I am an artist from Caracas, Venezuela, based in Berlin. My life is a
continuous exercise in creative experimentation with my self-identity through photography
(self-portraits), essays, poetry and field recording.
Website: cherryadam.com Instagram: @cherryland
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ART: GWENDOLYN BROWN

Morning Coffee, 2020, oil on canvas, 76.2 x 152.4 cm
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End of September, 2022, oil on canvas, 76.2 x 101.6 cm

Gwendolyn Brown is an artist based in Toronto, Canada, balancing her time as an art
consultant and as a fine artist. In 2018, Brown graduated from the Ontario College of Art
and Design University in Toronto, where she received her BFA in Criticism and Curatorial
Practice with a minor in Drawing and Painting. Exhibiting and curating both nationally and
internationally, Brown's work can be found in private collections throughout North America
and abroad. Her work is currently represented in Canada by the Beauchamp Art Gallery.
The artist's work is driven by her interest in the simplistic movements we complete in our
everyday lives. Working with the genre of still-life painting has allowed her to examine how
fabrics can show the way humans touch and handle materials in our daily routine actions;
almost acting as portraits of those who interacted with the fabrics themselves. Utilizing
images of familiar objects and materials, Brown aims to evoke memories and psychological
responses from the viewer that call our attention to what is overlooked. The artist's hope is
that her work creates a space of contemplation in which one can reflect on the ways that
small details, like the fall of light on an object or the intricate formation of crinkled sheets,
can transform the mundane.
Website: www.gwensbrown.com Instagram: @gwensbrown
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WORDS • IDEAS: BEATRICE FIELDS
Modern dating
the museum
holds most of the women
I’ve ever been
interested in.
My neck twists.
I follow a row
of iron maidens.
Doors open.
What could
lie within
to Lure an idiot
like me?
A college degree.
A block of Brie & Wine.
because I, too, like
to play
with my food
and navel gaze
over dinner.
The caskets
creak as I pass
for the exit
and I am fully aware
that they're fully aware
it’s closing time

Beatrice Fields is a 26 y/o, non-binary, person of color whose work has been featured in
Moody zine (issue 15) and elsewhere. They are based in Toledo, Ohio and are dedicated to
the craft of writing and cooking vegetarian meals.
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WORDS • IDEAS: MIMI FLOOD

LA Woman
I had dreams / I was going to be a big bright star/ be a LA woman/ sit on the O of the Hollywood
sign and take a shot when I first see my name in the sky/ but I guess not all of us get out of our
own way / we swim in circles / and float to the surface like dead goldfish you win at a county
fair with a life span of a week.

Mimi Flood has been published in Dark Thirty Poetry Publishing, Querencia press, the
graveyard zine, Scar Tissue Magazine, and Gypsophila.
Instagram: @Marigold_Jesus
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ART: RUDY MEYER

Instant Gratification and False Regrets, 2020, acrylic and spray paint on canvas, 120 x 100 cm
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I Am Love, 2020, acrylic and spray paint on canvas, 80 x 100 cm

Rudy Meyer was born and raised in the French Riviera, a comfortable region with a rich
history in art. But for the past 15 years, he has traveled to 122 countries including many on
the French government's Red Travel List. He explored art galleries, studios and museums in
almost every one of these countries. He believes this is where his art obsession and
education come from. Since 2019, his artistic practice has been his only focus. His artworks
are now exhibited in galleries in Asia and Europe.
Freedom of expression in life and art is the pursuit in Rudy Meyer's work. His creative
approach is adventurous, rebellious and free.
He uses acrylic, spray paint and ink to create abstract backgrounds where he can express
his freedom. Then, he applies multiple layers of hand-pulled silkscreen printing above to
deliver powerful and inspiring images. The different mediums bring their own variables and
visual connotations.
Rudy's art is poetic. Each work is created through a process of destruction and re-shaping
that follows an intuitive journey to create a darker and deeper approach of pop art.
Website: www.rudymeyerstudio.com

Instagram: @rudymeyerstudio
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ART: KRISTINE NARVIDA THE STUDY OF ANNOYANCE

The study of annoyance 5,
2022, oil on linen, 30 x 40 cm

The study of annoyance 7,
2022, oil on linen, 30 x 40 cm
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The study of annoyance 2,
2022, oil on linen, 30 x 40 cm
The study of annoyance 4,
2022, oil on linen, 40 x 50 cm

Kristine Narvida is an academic visual artist born in 1977. She graduated in 2006 as a
Magister at the Latvian Art Academy in Riga. She lives and works in Germany in Berlin and
Potsdam and is mother of four daughters. Kristine prefers working with oil on linen, using
models as her subjects.
The study of annoyance - a study of aggravation is silence that becomes visible. The
tension between language and the world where the existing demands its possibility, and not
the possible its existence. This is a passionate look at the present, where the surface of
things and the superficiality of people are so truly full of meaning and pain. The search for
context, the wish to escape, and the inability to do so. The introduction of bright block colour
in the work of this series is a conceptual idea to find a path to identify and to get rid of the
unnecessary.
Website: www.narvida.com
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WORDS • IDEAS: EMMA SCHUSTER

“Gay Panic”
Pick at my thumb,
Descend to the vault
Behind our towering tour guide.
Red curls swing
Around the cooling corridor.
The pressure change makes me tired,
The cement ceilings weaken my knees,
Vision focusing in
On Sarah’s name tag
The company logo.
Beaming behind a mask,
They spin us through
Low hallways built on secrets,
My thumb scrapes raw.
Are these butterflies
Or panic.
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Lilies
Her spring sun,
Hit me
Like winter wind;
Sucking air from my lungs.
Fawn eyes blink
At me,
Silencing
My twelve-track mind.
I want to buy her flowers.
Pacing the store,
For half-bloomed buds.
Stuttering
On the stairs to her door,
Are lilies cat safe?
She doesn’t crinkle,
But her smile shimmers
Where there should be freckles,
Lightly over her cheeks.
I ache for her grin
As patient and expectant
As a wildlife photographer.

Emma Schuster is a twenty-year-old poet and Environment Studies student at the
University of Waterloo. After discovering her love of poetry at eleven, she began to write and
hasn't stopped since. Emma recently released a self-published poetry zine about her love
for the city of Ottawa.
Website: emmaschuster.substack.com Instagram: @e.mmaschuster
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ARTIST INTERVIEW:

MADISON TYRELL

MADISON ROSE TYRELL (b. 1994, Vancouver, BC,
Canada) received her BFA in 2017 from Queens
University in Kingston, ON. She began exhibiting her
paintings in 2017, following her artist residency in
Berlin. She later returned to Vancouver and held her
first solo show Adorn & Dissolve at SoMa
(Vancouver) in 2019.
Currently, she is working abroad in Barcelona where
her work was included in the Nasevo FEV Fundación
and exhibited in the Casa Vicens Gaudí.
Website: www.madisontyrell.ca
Instagram: @Madisontyrell

Tell us a bit about yourself...
I grew up in a small beach town near Vancouver in Canada. I have now been based in
Barcelona for the past three years. When I was growing up, I was very eager to be playing
or creating. Both my parents supported my intrigue and encouraged all sorts of creativity.
We had a rough, unfinished basement in my childhood home where my brother and I could
play without limits. I remember drawing on anything and always making some mess of
markers and crayons.
When I was a teenager, I started to make graffiti and paintings on these walls. My father is
an architect, which I thought one day I would also be. I started drawing after seeing his
sketchbooks and being excited by his drafting style pen work. He had bought me my first set
of oil paints in high-school. I preferred gauche and acrylic. I had no idea how to control the
oil so it just frustrated me. It wasn’t until my painting professor in university blew my mind
with all the capabilities of oil. The immediacy of expression, the life it holds and how gripping
the colors can be. I then quickly fell in love with it.
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What themes or ideas do you pursue in your work? Are your works purely visual or is
there a meaning behind them?
I have always had an obsession with nature and the spiritual connection we inherently share
with it. A part of this turned into an investigation into how we create and occupy new spaces
alongside the natural world. The duality of sensations between creation and the imposed.
My latest work is an attempt to express the more natural side of our connection. To morph and
continue these elements into their settings. Highlighting this ethereal sensation between what
we see, and what we feel.

The Shed, 2022, oil on canvas, 120 x 120 cm

PAGE 18 | THE PURPOSEFUL MAYONNAISE

In Blue, 2021, oil on canvas, 150 x 100cm

How did you choose your medium?
I have always been very happy creating through any medium that can hold my attention. I still
hold a flame for stone lithography, as it was my second focus during my senior years of
schooling. Since leaving university, oil became the medium that carried my emotion the purist.
Once I understood this sensation, there was no letting go. There are no mistakes, no
expectations and it is a medium that demands to be lived in. The braver you are with the
pushing and pulling, the painting can end up with all sorts of expression that proves its life to the
viewer. There is nothing hindering the hand from making a mark. This for me is the most thrilling
connection to painting with oil.
Can you tell us about your process?
To start a painting, there are many ideas and sketches or photos that I pull from the archive to
build upon. When a new idea starts to surface, I go through collected materials and work with
collage and digital drawings to test out compositions. I usually find my base image and go from
there. Although, in the end, it never seems to matter how much I plan. Most of the time my
finished work doesn’t resemble anything from the original idea. The “planning” tends to be a
mental hack to break open an empty canvas. As I go, the narrative reveals itself and a game of
give and take ensues until some level of satisfaction implies that it may be “finished”.
My process tends to follow some habitual steps that keep me moving forward and prevent
moments of timid interaction with a piece. I often have three to four works in progress at once. In
case I have a bad day with one or need to refresh my perspective, I just jump to another piece
and continue.
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You said ‘I am working to document the unseen.” Would you like to expand on this?
This is a very big idea and one I have always struggled to convey. The nature of our reality
has such a grip on my mind. I often find myself to be a spectator to the wonders of our
world. Perceiving moments of space and time that are slipping between our everyday
surroundings. A more helpful example of this could be given by that of the ocean.
Witnessing an instance of water lapping the shore. I become mentally bent by this subtle
presentation in front of me whilst feeling this inconceivable grandeur and energy behind it.
There is a force between the water, earth and air that can’t be seen, but certainly felt.
Perhaps the unseen for me could best be described as trying to decipher these mysterious
moments between the self and the universe, where one can undoubtedly feel an instinctual
connection between all organic matter. It exists between our fibers, like the space between
links of a chain.

Glimpser, 2022, oil on canvas, 170 x 140cm
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Rambler's Return, 2022, oil on canvas, 100 x 80 cm
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Do you actively search for inspiration or let inspiration find you?
I seem too often to be in this constant state of bewilderment and curiosity with life. In turn,
inspiration becomes synonymous with existing. Being in the midst of nature is the best place
for these moments to take place. I also have a constant duality of intrigue. Living in
Barcelona, a very loud, bustling and crowded city, gives its own counter-narrative to the
natural. I study these human movements, communities, habits and the perceivable rhythms
that in a way are so far away from our natural selves. This lends itself to the imposing
humanistic value in my work. It’s not so much about an antagonism but more so a reparative
thought of letting the self melt into its natural state.
What does a typical day in the
studio look like?
I am very happy to be able to wake up
every day and go forward working
with what I love. I live in my studio. I
have my bed in the room next.
Morning brings coffee, news and the
computer. I spend the early hours
getting through my “busy work” (the
arduous but imperative tasks of
keeping life on track). This is usually
followed by working on 3D design or
video projects. Midmorning I am in
front of my paintings. The workflow is
very consuming and I tend to be in
paint until I return to consciousness
through the rumbles of my stomach or
the instinctive call to go see the sun
and take the fresh air.
Would you say other artists or art genres have influenced your practice? If yes, how?
Growing up I was surrounded by art. There was an early love for the work of the Canadian
Group of Seven. Their expression of wild Canadian nature captures the power and beauty
in an incredible way. Accompanied by Emily Carr, this woman was a big inspiration to me.
She was an incredible artist that was pushing boundaries and traveling to isolated regions of
the Canadian west coast to live with and study the Aboriginal nations and their traditional
ways of life. In university, my professor Jan Winton introduced me to the work of many
incredible modern painters. The world of abstract expressionism in the contemporary scene
truly inspired me. The likes of Martin Golland, Alex Kanevsky, Edwige Fouvry and Jenny
Saville are a few artists that left an inspirational mark on me. These discoveries certainly
inspired me when I was learning how to convey my own ideas through such expressions.
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What is your dream project?
I am looking forward to being able to create a fully immersive exhibition experience. Scale
and quality are two things that I find important to an experience. It allows a viewer's senses
to be manipulated or influenced to access new perceptions, leaving behind their world at the
door. The presentation and experience of artwork can be new and exciting. I look forward to
the opportunity of presenting my ideas to the next level.
Tell us a bit about the future.
I am looking forward to wrapping up my second series. I am aiming to expose these new
works as a whole in the upcoming year. I am excited to be incorporating tech into my work
as well. There are new ideas in the works that will utilize AI, 3D design and augmented
reality. These require quite a bit of resources and time but I have faith that they will come to
fruition sooner than later!
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The Backyard, 2021, oil on canvas, 90 x 90 cm
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ART: SHEPENGUL

Tired, 2022, drawing, 21 x 29.7 cm
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Immortal Soul, 2022, drawing, 29.7 x 42 cm

Self Portrait, 2022, drawing, 29.7 x 42 cm

Karina Chertkova [SHEPENGUL] (b. 1997) is a young artist from a small town in Siberia.
Since 2020 she has been living and working in Kharkiv, Ukraine. She works in the direction
of magical surrealism. In her art she explores themes of the mystical and the mundane,
trying to connect and disconnect these two aspects of life simultaneously.
Instagram: @shepengul
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ART: MALAK ALI

copulate

showoff

grab

Malak Ali
Most of my art focuses on
experiences,
specifically
transgender experience. I
capture as much as I can
silly transgender mind and
into my art.
Website: teefefe.art/portfolio
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queer
the
try to
of my
put it

ART: SETH ELLISON

A Composed Man
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The Custodians
To Make a Witness

Seth Ellison was born in Beckley, West Virginia in
1984. His childhood was spent compulsively
drawing Disney cartoons in preparation for his future
career as an animator. It wasn't until encountering
the Louvre Museum in France and a magazine
depicting the work of Philip Guston that he decided
to become a fine artist. Seth graduated from the
Savannah College of Art and Design in 2009 with a
BFA and then from the University of the Arts in 2012
with a MFA. He currently lives outside of
Philadelphia with his wife and two children.
Website: sethellison.com
Instagram: @sethellison101
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WORDS • IDEAS: BRADDLEY MATELOT

Etherial Muse
In moments remembered, your presence whisks into the fabric of my ever-deprived lust.
Whimsical it may seem that I pine for you; for your pristine thought-provoking shape that I
shudderingly long for. I roll to my back in the crepuscular room, sweat on my brow and
arousal in my loins. I lay here swooning for you, oh siren, oh ethereal muse of countless
fantasies. Be my firmament for which I tilt my head to, in supplication. You, deity, have
become a compendium of innumerable and indescribably incredible qualities, your sorrow
must not subsist. I sigh into the ether of the night, cursing my want of you, albeit thankful for
it. I tempt sleep once more, questioning if I should let thoughts of you continue to lull me into
erotic euphoria, or do I shunt you from my recollections.

Braddley Matelot has been writing since September 2019. His work consists mainly of
erotic prose; focusing on creating realistic scenes centered around consent and emotions.
Braddley intends to publish his first book, a collection of erotic prose, romantic reveries, and
heart-wrenching verses, in 2023.
Instagram: @lfstylewriter
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The Floating World , 2021, watercolour and pen wash on archival paper,
57 x 76 cm

Attached , 2021, watercolour and pen wash on archival paper,
14 x 20 cm

Passion , 2021, watercolour and pen wash on archival paper,
22 x 30 cm

Murky Moons , 2021, watercolour and pen wash on archival paper,
22 x 14 cm

ART: SHALU JUNEJA - MOON IN MY LOTUS POND

Moon Struck, 2021, watercolour and pen wash on archival paper, 57 x 76 cm

Shalu Juneja works from her studio in
Ahmedabad, India.

Dawn, 2021, watercolour and pen wash on archival paper,
22 x 30 cm

Moon In My Lotus Pond is an ongoing twopart art series, one part being mixed media
works on paper and the other part a collection
of hand-built stoneware sculptures. This
series is a surreal romantic story of a
flirtatious moon and the pining lotus pond.
The sensuous imagery of the elusive moon
and its nocturnal visits reflecting upon the
pond is mesmerising. The lotus wrapping
itself with sexual desire and longing around
the moon, trying in vain to trap its reflection
within its stalks, speaks of unrequited love
and forlorn existence. These works are in
many ways a self-imposed surreal escapism
from the dark emotions incurred due to the
lockdown.

Website: shalursvp.wixsite.com/portfolio Instagram: @shaluism
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ART: DARIA JEVTIĆ

Shadows, 2022, metal (brass, copper & iron), 59 x 25 x 22 cm

Daria Jevtić was born in 2000 in Belgrade, Serbia. She graduated from the School of
Design as a packaging and product designer in 2019. Currently, she is in her 4th year of
undergraduate studies at the Faculty of Applied Arts in Belgrade, where she is studying
applied sculpture.
"Shadows deals with my desire for people to realize that they are one and the same:
human. I portrayed these divisions and differences among people by using different kinds of
metal, namely copper, brass and iron, as well as by using two different shapes which repeat
throughout the work.
I think it's very important for people to come together and try to reach a common ground.
And that's exactly what the figures in my work are doing - they are forming together into a
building, dare I say a new world."
Instagram: @bogomoj

PAGE 33 | THE PURPOSEFUL MAYONNAISE

WORDS • IDEAS: CARELLA KEIL

Let's Punctuate, Baby
My Hip Bones, Upside Down
Question Marks
Need Your
Exclamation Point
Pounding
The Parenthesis
Between My Thighs

Carella is a poet and digital artist who splits her time between the ethereal world of dreams,
and Toronto, Canada, depending on the weather. Her work involves themes of mental
health, nature and sexuality, often in a surrealist tone. Carella is the recipient of the Stanley
Fefferman Prize in Creative Writing (2006) and the 2nd place winner in the Open Minds
Quarterly BrainStorm Poetry Contest (2017). Recently, she has been published in Margins
Magazine, Wrongdoing Magazine, Shuf Poetry and Myth & Lore. Forthcoming publications
include Paddler Press, Solstice Literary Magazine, Fragmented Voices, Querencia Press,
Stripes Literary Magazine, Door is a Jar, Deep Overstock and Free Verse Revolution.
Instagram: @catalogue.of.dreams
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WORDS • IDEAS: ALEXIS MITCHELL

Spiritual ties—my body still feels you in ways only it could recognize
It’s after 5am, and of course, I’m awake. I still haven’t been able to shake this routine—the
way my body searches for you before the sun surges through a collage of clouds. casting
the moon back down to earth until dusk’s later return. so I’ll toss and turn, tangling my legs
in this blanket of yearning. wondering if you’re hurting—can you feel this, too? because
we’ve always been capable of aligning. distance is what would split us, but our hearts never
waivered on timing. And while I may be a ghost to your bed of bones, I know your mind
always finds me. haunted by memory and the failed trajectory. leaving behind impressions
of what was never meant to be. yet it’s after 5am, and my body is still wanting.

Alexis Mitchell is an English teacher, author, and poet from New York. As of 2022, she has
published 4 poetry collections: I Write, Therefore I Am, I Write Therefore I Am: Exposed,
Hope Chest, and The Attic. Aside from teaching and writing, Alexis Mitchell can be found
with her nose in a book or spending time with friends and family.
Instagram: @_lexmwrites.
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ART: MAXIMILIAN NERETIN

bird's eye view of a mountain
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Above: waterfall cave
Below: snowy beach

Maximilian Neretin
I am the child of Kyrgyz, but I was born
and raised in Germany. I am passionate
about visual design, photography,
playing tennis, eating ramen, and
shaping exhibitions or fashion shows. I
study communication design at the
HAW Hamburg.
I am fascinated by human bodies.
Through the works, I examine how to
put the body into a new perspective.
Just by moving and zooming the lens, I am able to shape bodies into a landscape. It is
intimate and anonymous. I see my work as objective portraits.
Website: maximilianneretin.com Instagram: @ifeellikemaxim
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WORDS • IDEAS: T.A. JONES

Say Less
So our limbs can talk.
I’ll speak prose with
How I disrobe and all
Clothes scream relief
From being released on
Bodies that want to
Breathe in soliloquies.
Appease every sense
With words lest spent
Behind bodily positions
Kept in formation as
Tight as an introductory
Paragraph that I use to
Introduce you to my
Lower half and we write
Books with grips and gasps.

T.A. Jones (he/him) is a Black poet/writer based in Atlanta, Georgia. He graduated from
Western Carolina University with a bachelor's in English and a minor in Creative Writing. He
currently works as a preschool teacher and occasional music journalist/podcaster for
CentralSauce. He's finishing his first poetry compilation, Obsidian Sun.
Twitter: @tajthepoet95 Instagram: @taj.the.poet
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ART: SHEKOFTEH AFRASIABI

I Can't Breathe, triad (1 of 3), oil on paper
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I Can't Breathe, triad (2 of 3), oil on paper
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I Can't Breathe, triad (3 of 3), oil on paper
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The Pink Girl, oil on cardboard

Shekofteh Afrasiabi
(b. 1983, lives in Iran)
My artwork is an experience of my personal life. Experiences that connect the majority of
women in my community at some point. A common feeling, an experience of pain, fear,
desire for isolation, silence or even death. Experiences that profoundly affect our present
and future.
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WORDS • IDEAS: GAYATHIRI KAMALAKANTHAN

Birthed right
I cut a sleeve
off my birthday shirt so
my shoulder can smile at girls
who don’t smile back
Amma has had it
says she didn't flee genocide
to have her children digging shame
from every crevice of our bodies
by which she means her body
that finally birthed us —
when and only when
we had an ounce of a chance
of claiming the soil
we'd crawled out on
An exhalation yes kunju
you were born here

but this place?
is not your birthright

PAGE 43 | THE PURPOSEFUL MAYONNAISE

Mango drawing
with mum.
We sit and do this
for hours. Pencil
cracking on pages
preserving the last moulding mango.
It’s the most time we’ve spent
without arguing.
No words
on marriage
or the boy from 27A
or the boy from Tamil school
I claimed was a stranger.
Or the boy (I actually didn’t know)
you said was looking
too hard.
Or the girl
the girls
the dozens of girls.
Or how ‘very peculiar’
I am to cut my hair
so short.
Now 6,000 miles
between us
I wonder
do you still draw?

Gayathiri is a Tamil poet and sex education facilitator. Ideas of inheritance, transness and
the shapeability of the future are central to their work. Gayathiri won the Primadonna Fiction
Prize 2021 and they are shortlisted for the FAB Prize and the Bridport Poetry Prize 2022.
Their work can be found in Burnt Roti, Tamil Futures Magazine and magma (forthcoming).
Website: gayathiri.co.uk Instagram: @unembarrassable
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WORDS • IDEAS: SARA ABDOLMOTALLEBI
Poetic disasters
CHARACTERS:
A FATHER
A DAUGHTEER
TWO SMARTPHONES
THE DAUGHTER'S MIND

The day we betrayed our silence
I thought I'm being clever
You, read me being cruel
I watered my phone screen with shame
And pondered
"What a sprouting tale"
My boat greedily devours the waves
And I ignobly feed off the flames
Fishing in disastrously poetic oceans
While my loved ones swim away

Sara Abdolmotallebi
Tehran, Iran
Born on the edge of the 20th century, in a small town on the edge of the country, in my litost
I was lost and found in this orphic existence; short on speech, I picked up a pen to explode
on a piece of paper and give birth to myself again.
I have spent my life as a wayfarer in the vast lands of art in constant search of expression. I
have experienced the glory of performing on stage and the infinite freedom of singing. I lose
myself and the world in words and find us again in their light. I believe in the power of
communication through imagery and have poured myself out in colors and shapes
numerous times. I am tormented by the beauty and pain of great empathy and my world is
of no value without people and their unique similarities.
I am Sara.
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ART: VOLTA VOLOSHIN-SMITH

Still Life - Afternoon Snack

Still Life - Pancakes with You

An immigrant from Moldova, Volta Voloshin-Smith celebrates food with art and animation.
Volta's fine art pieces range from evocative still lifes that capture the nostalgia of a meal
shared with family and friends, to playful birds on snacks that celebrate life's simplest joys.
Volta is also the author of Watercolor Snacks, an instructional book on how to paint various
foods with watercolors.
Website: www.colorsnack.com Instagram: @colorsnack
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WORDS • IDEAS: STEPHEN MEAD

Savage

In the dark find skin by cedar scent----tongue of warmth, water in wood,
woods of a loft six floors above Main St.
Transported, transported----river in the limbs, dams past factories,
ships from the port, immigration grown in
native,
native planted as a tribe,
by roots of deep shifts.
Savage, be firm, be evasive,
clearly a mystery centered seed-strong
here where muscles, bones are taut
yet yielding now in a match which wrestles
that trust, launching bonds hugged at last
asleep with primitive hands
interlocked.

Stephen Mead is an Outsider multi-media artist and writer. Since the 1990s he's been
grateful to many editors for publishing his work in print zines and eventually online. He is
also grateful to have managed to keep various day jobs for the Health Insurance.
Website: stephenmead.weebly.com
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WORDS • IDEAS: A.K. SHAKOUR

i have all these cool things to talk about
but nobody to share them with
i just want to just discuss the sisters selling bracelets
on the sidewalks of Astoria, they practically jumped me
after i exited the sushi place. do you wanna buy a bracelet?
two girls speak at once, my eyes were so big that they giggled
sorry we scared you, what’s your favorite color?
yellow
now i’m the new owner of a homemade masterpiece.
i just want to tell you about the gym bro who struts the streets
with the aggression of a Spanish bull. he’d look back at me to see
if i was checking out his big ole muscles, but i was looking at my phone
so i wouldn’t get lost in the concrete jungle. i could just hear the ball
smack against the plastic walls of his protein bottle.
i laughed as i watched him, but i think he wanted me to ask him,
excuse me, sir,
do you lift? (*bites lip[1])
i just want to describe the chocolate mousse cake i bought
shaped like a mouse, even though my mom taught me as a kid
don’t play with your food when you’re eating
i couldn’t resist the way the bakery plays with words
a mousse mouse? it doesn’t get any better than that,
it’s like dessert and a riddle, instead of dinner and a show.
i just want to tell you about the poem i found on the train,
it’s about The Lovers tarot card, which made me feel nostalgic
for yesterday, when Genny and i read our fortunes to each other
like a sleepover party for adults. we fear the moment our clocks

__________________________
[1] WikiHow has an article for this if you need any tips
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strike midnight. we need to meet our prince before our eggs dry up.
fertility is no joke, i’d like to scramble these yolks before i’m old.
i guess what i’m really trying to say is that even though
we don’t know each other in an intimate way,
i just want you to be the person i talk to about my day.

A.K Shakour has a bachelor's degree from The University of British Columbia in English
literature, with a minor in creative writing. She has work published in orangepeel mag, Room
Magazine, yolk literary, and others. She lives in Philly with her roommate and a plethora of
potted plants that desperately need to be watered.
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ART: KSENIA LA HUN

Antibiosis
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Above: Cursed Destiny of the Man
Left: Juguetes

Ksenia La Hun (b. 1994;
Saransk, Russia) lives in
Oaxaca, Mexico. She is a
multidisciplinary artist, who is
inspired by mythology, dreams
and esotericism. Ksenia likes
to
mix
techniques
and
materials and works mainly
with large formats.
Website:
www.ksenialahun.com
Instagram: @ksenia_la_hun
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A Time Wisher, 2019, 198 x 96.5 cm

Longing To Live, 2019, 205 x 70 cm

ART: EZGI NADIR

Ezgi Nadir was born in İstanbul, Turkey in 1998. She graduated in 2019 from Afyon
Kocatepe University, Painting Department. In 2013 she went to Valencia, Spain to work on
printmaking. There, she took short-term courses at the Universidad Politecnica De Valencia,
and she had her first solo exhibition, About Inequality. During the same year, she started her
master’s degree at Yıldız Technical University, Faculty of Art and Design.
Ezgi participated in many national and international exhibitions, and her artwork was
published in art magazines.
She has been living and working in her own studio in İstanbul since 2011.
Instagram: @ezginadir
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Sour Taste, 2022, polymer clay, faux snow, plastic gems, poly filler and dessert dish, 13cm (length) x 11cm
(width) x 10cm (height)

ART: MILLY ABURROW

Milly Aburrow (she/her) is a current undergraduate Fine Art student at Bath Spa University.
Her practice currently evolves exploring gender, sexuality and stereotypes associated with
food, embedded within our society. Which has occurred throughout history and still occurs
today. Philosopher G.W.F Hegel connects gender and food in his 1820 book Elements of
the Philosophy of Right, in which he states: "The difference between men and women is like
that between animals and plants. Men correspond to animals, while women correspond to
plants because their development is more placid". Discovering through her present body of
work that societal constructs have subconsciously changed their consumerism, determined
by her queer identity and sexuality, resulting in vegetarianism, she has begun to scrutinise
the superfluous associations within our everyday sustenance. The naive, tacky and
flamboyant disposition of her sculptures proposes connotations of irony with these notions,
challenging the overarching patriarchy of western society and breaking down outdated
stereotypes.
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WORDS • IDEAS: PETER DEVONALD
Modern Love Story
Love is loss she says
her lips flick the wine glass
her ash falls to her thigh
for me to l i n g e r
upon.
We are friends forever she whispers
her eyes stare with yearning
the line between beginnings and endings
friendship and denial
so careless with soulmates and desire.
Love is life I say
her lips sneer in jest
Lust is loss she answers
the wine she sips, she moves her hips
I've nothing more to say.
She stares at me with longing
I stare along the trace of her hair
face
neck
shoulders
shoulders
breasts
consumed
until she
witnesses my torment
red wine blossoms beneath her face
lips enticing sirens
consumes the tangible silence
of awaiting regrets.
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Silence whispers kiss and be done
kiss and lose
embrace lust
give in
to creeping desire.
This wait.
Darkness falls.
Street lights spill into the room, my face
the urban moon
her eyes
shine in the gloom
stare like stars
quickening heartbeat, shortness of breath
panic butterflies within
of tears yet to fall.
In the darkness of desire
to touch, to feel, something
brooding, dreaming, darkness beautiful
souls glimmer listless flickering shooting stars dance
before daylight wakes us from our trance.

Peter Devonald
Manchester poet/screenwriter who has had 50+ poems published including Artists
Responding To..., Forget-Me-Not Press and haus-a-rest. Heart of Heatons best poetry
winner. Several group shows. Children's BAFTA-nominated, Gold Remi WorldFest winner
and former mentor Peter Ustinov Awards (iemmys).
Website: www.scriptfirst.com Instagram: @peterdevonald
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ART: SOPHIE HUYSENTRUYT
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Sophie Huysentruyt
I am a contemporary art painter/photographer from the outskirts of Brussels - Belgium. After
having lived years abroad, I returned to my homeland with my two children. It's only recently
that I picked up the brushes and my camera again.
When I create the main question I am asking myself, is do memories deteriorate over time
or have recollections been changed due to more deliberate actions? I find that my memories
from the past years have faded, disappeared, changed and merged with other memories.
And when my mind changes my recollections like this it changes parts of my identity. What
happens to all these important memories that no one else might remember? Mundane
memories of mindlessly following daily life routines, but also our important, life-changing
occurrences. This is a question that will most likely never find resolution, yet I try to
remember or recreate through my photos and paintings.
Instagram: @sophie_huysentruyt
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WORDS • IDEAS: JAMES K. MADDOX

Flotsam

They’re standing between display cases, plate glass tombs for long-dead things. Mary Lou
thought the place was like a graveyard when they met here, years ago, and she’s yet to
change her mind.
“I missed you,” says Billy, and she thinks he might be right. Like comets, their paths
have crossed; they now recede from one another’s lives.
“You could’ve visited,” she says. “You’re—what?—fifteen minutes away from my
place?” She assumes he’s still cooped up in that dingy little bedsit with its smoke-stained
walls and squeaking bed. He could afford somewhere better, really, if only he didn’t spend
so much on all those stamps.
But there are many things that Billy could have if not for his stamps. She knows this all
too keenly.
“I thought you’d be angry,” he says.
“I was.” She does not say: I still am, obviously. Instead, she glances around the
museum, taking in the other guests. “It was nice of you to invite me. I know that tonight’s a
big deal, with the dinosaur and all.”
A server appears, bearing a tray of glasses in one alabaster arm. Mary Lou takes one,
sips, swills the fizz around the inside of her mouth. Her tongue feels sluggish. Fossilised.
The wine goes down the wrong way and she gives a little choking gasp. Billy glances
at her in alarm. “Are you okay?”
“Fine.” Hiccoughs threaten. “I’m good.”
“That’s good. I’m glad you’re good, Mary Lou.”
She hates the sound of her own name: people stumble over it when they speak,
unsure which syllable deserves their focus. With Billy, she can understand it. He’s always
struggled with priorities where she’s concerned. But others, too, seem to suffer—her
professors, the cashier at the grocers near Virtue Street, even her stepfather—and the name
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sits as graceless on their tongues as the now-dead bubbles do on her own. Mary Lou does
not consider herself a graceless person, except when it comes to emotions. But, hell, isn’t
everyone clumsy that way?
“I wouldn’t want you to die tonight,” says Billy. “That would be way too ironic.”
Irony is not quite tragedy, though they might be close cousins. It’s complicated, what
she has with him, and what she doesn’t. Their bond has become almost second nature, and
there are times when things remain unsaid that she’d prefer to hear out loud. Perhaps she’s
scathing, unsubtle, as blunt and bruising as a shard of rock. She’s heard as much before.
Billy does not hold back when they clash and snipe. Like a wind-up soldier, he troops on and
on, coming to a stop only when it’s time to resolve.
“Mary Lou?” He brushes her shoulder and she flinches. “Are you okay?”
“Yeah,” she says. “Sure. I was just thinking.”
“Anything good?”
“Oh,” she says. “Nothing.”
“Ah. Right.”
She can hear the hum of the other guests, swelling in the air like a thunderstorm.
The no man’s land between her and Billy stretches all the wider, as if to make room.
“I’ve been thinking too,” says Billy. “We didn’t exactly leave things on the best of
terms.”
“We didn’t leave things at all.” She struggles to keep her voice even. “You left me. To
buy a stamp. A stamp, Billy.”
He shuffles. “It was a pretty rare stamp.”
“I read your letter—I guess I’m happy for you.” Mary Lou wonders if anyone has ever
said this and really meant it. She guesses not. It’s hard to be happy at your own expense.
“Thanks,” he says. “It was a real bargain.”
“Right.” She looks around the room, eyes anywhere but on him. “Shouldn’t you be
starting up the exhibit?”
Billy checks his watch, chunky and metallic. “Daphne can wait. She’s not going to
run away, is she?”
“Daphne,” she repeats. “That’s cute, I guess.”
“She’s not you, obviously. But, then again, she wouldn’t be.”
“I don’t know,” says Mary Lou, feeling the wine. “Now that I’m out there it seems like
every guy is about the same in bed. You were the best, though.”
Billy’s face falls. “Why would you say something like that?”
“It was sort of a compliment.”
“Mm. Not really.”
She bristles. “I wouldn’t be seeing anyone if you hadn’t stood me up.”
“I think you like the fact I messed you around.” His voice is soft, soft enough for her
to detect those toy soldier cogs clicking into gear.
“Yeah, no.”
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“Totally. It gives you this carte blanche to say any thoughtless thing you like and still
feel like I’m in the wrong. Come on, Mary Lou. I wasn’t the only one who goofed.”
“I didn’t say that. I’m just saying—”
“Then maybe we shouldn’t say anything at all, eh?”
She leans against a case stacked high with trilobites and finds herself smiling at him.
“I missed you too, Billy. There were sleepless nights and everything.”
He mumbles something cruel about how he doesn’t really care, but she can tell he
doesn’t mean it.
“And I kept re-reading your letters, over and over, searching for where things went
wrong. But I only had part of the story, you know? Everything I’d written was at your place. It
was like doing a jigsaw with half the pieces missing. I didn’t know what I was seeing.”
“You’re lucky,” he says, “that I’m just an electrician.”
“Oh, yeah?”
He smiles thinly. “Get your heart broken by a geology student and you see her in
every outcrop and icy lake. You can’t help it.”
“I don’t know. I might see you in every circuit, still.”
“Rough deal.” He shrugs. “I guess we screwed each other pretty good, huh?”
“Yeah,” she says, basking in the ceasefire. And yet here they both are, back together
like opposite poles, fizzing with something she can’t quite describe.
Billy checks his watch. “It’s time,” he says. “It’s time to bring her back to life.”
#
This is what they’re here to see, all the donors and journalists and plus-ones. The Royal
Ontario Museum is going to bring a dinosaur back from the dead, and Billy is here to help
them do it.
It’s not a real dinosaur, obviously, though looks can be deceiving. Perched up there
on its flat black plinth it’s nearly ten feet tall, a mass of rubbery scales. Someone once told
her that dinosaurs had feathers; this one doesn’t. Instead, it has steel bones and oil for
blood and pumping pneumatic joints. Billy told her the term when he invited her.
Animatronic.
“It moves around,” he said. “You know the characters they have at the Pizza Time
Theatre? It’s like one of those, only realistic.”
“I’ve never been there.”
“Sure you have. We went there together. You remember?”
“I don’t think so,” she said, knowing full well that they’d been and what she’d had to
eat when they did, the way the cheese had stuck to the roof of her mouth. “I don’t remember
that, no.”
She spots Billy through the crowd, standing at a console cut off by a barrier rope.
He’s talking with the curator. His voice is lost in the buzz of the room.
There’s a man nearby in an off-white shirt. He says, “I never thought I’d live to see a
T. Rex.”
Her manners are blunted by the wine. “It’s not a T. Rex,” she says. “It’s a
Daspletosaurus. A T. Rex would be bigger.”
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The man grunts, turns away, ploughs whitely through the crowd like an avalanche.
Daspletosaurus. Daphne is a weak play on words even by Billy’s standards, and he has a
seam of bad puns running through his brain like ore through a rock. Sometimes, she even
misses it. She’s tried to clear her head out, like a trashman or Feng Shui mystic, but there
are some things she can’t discard. Her room is the same—a two-four receipt in a wilted
book, a potted plant with drooping leaves. A fuzzy coat, still hanging from her door all
pheromone-stained. The dinosaurs left behind their bones. Billy left behind—what? Too
little, somehow, and yet far too much.
The curator gives a speech about the robot, but she doesn’t really hear it. She’s still
staring at Billy, his brown eyes lit by the podium’s glow, his fingers dancing over the control
board.
Daphne wakes, given life by voodoo hydraulics. Lubricant oil courses through extinct
veins. The crowd applauds, raises their glasses. Mary Lou looks away from Billy and up at
the creature, so dead and alive and real and false. Pistons fire and its short forelimbs rake
out over the guests. They laugh and sip their drinks. She and Billy are invisible to all except
the other. The past has come back to haunt the room with its steel bones and latex scales.
She expects it to roar, but it just stands there dumb, stuck in quicksand and flailing at
nothing.
#
The real Daspletosaurus probably had a brain the size of a pea, and this one is even less
conscious. Billy explained the principle to her, something about magnetic tape and pulses
and valves, and she understood just enough to know that the robot has no mind of its own.
It’s only a puppet, dancing a familiar jig on electronic strings.
They’re not so different from it. She knows that he’ll come back over in a minute and
say, “Well, what did you think?” She can read his mind by now, knows the meaning of what
he says and what he doesn’t, knows what he’ll say before he’s even thought it.
She knows that he’ll respond to difficult questions with some inane bit of trivia, some
gambit to change the subject. She’ll say something like, “Billy, if you liked me so much then
why’d you always put me down?”
He’ll say, “There’s a place up in Dawson Creek that sells a drink with a human toe in
it.”
They have a magnetic tape of their own. It’s tangled and torn and warped with age,
but it keeps on running, even now. She could reach over and pull the plug, cut it off forever.
She could.
Billy is coming back. He’ll stand beside her. He’ll ask her how she’s feeling because
he won’t know what else to say. She’ll say she’s feeling fine, and either he’ll pluck up the
courage to ask her home or she’ll do it for him. Logic has nothing to do with it.
Sixty-five million years since the dinosaurs went kaput, and the people who outgrew
them are just as instinctual. She’ll say as much to Billy, when they’re snug beneath the
covers of that creaking little bed and he’ll reply, “You’re such a pessimist, Mary Lou, but I
think I like you for it.”
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And then they’ll fight, probably, because Mary Lou doesn’t have to be liked by
anybody, and Billy is being a patronising ass and she’s never liked him that much anyway.
They’ll sleep on it, sharp and unresolved, and, in the morning, everything will seem alright
again.
Rinse and repeat, around and around, like the water in a washer or the pumping oil
in the robot’s joints.
And then she’ll say, and then he’ll say. She knows the routines too well, the dances
they run, the tails they chase. Billy says X and she says Y, balanced as equations. Billy
says, “You never liked me having other friends.” She says, “You had me, didn’t you? Wasn’t
I enough?”
The crowd throbs and Billy is regurgitated. She would feel a thrill of power, she thinks,
to look the once-loved in the eye and say, “Now, you repulse me.” But here he is, standing
there, and she can’t quite meet his gaze.
He grins. “Well, what do you think?” And then, “How are you feeling, Mary Lou?”
The tape clicks, catches, restarts.
#
“I’m feeling fine,” she says. “Just fine, Billy.”
She’ll regret it, in the cold hard dawn, if they miss this chance to pick things up. She’ll
lie in bed and wish to be in his, even if it’s narrow and short and hurts her back. But she
knows that she doesn’t even want Billy, just anyone, and anyone’s comfort too.
Or that’s what her friends all tell her. Not that they really understand, from the outside
looking in.
Maybe she’ll go back with him—this is the nineties, after all, and sex doesn’t have to
mean a thing. It might, though, with him.
Billy stares up at the dinosaur, his pet project. It’s not as if he designed it or built it or
even came up with the idea, but he knows how it works and that’s good enough for him.
“Pretty wild, isn’t it?” He glances vaguely back at her, but she realises he’s avoiding
her gaze. “Who knows, in ten years’ time they might have these animatronics all over the
place. A T. Rex in High Park. A raptor ‘round the CN Tower. Hey, how about all the great
players walking the Hall of Fame? They have the presidents at Disney World. It’d be like
that.”
Billy’s thoughts are of things long ago, but they had a future together once, a future
she remembers well. A little place on the outskirts of Goderich, a tidy cottage with lights in
the windows. A wedding, not because she believes in them but because Billy likes the
dresses, puffed and white like sweet meringues. And then—
It’s wrong, she thinks, to mourn those things. It’s not as though they happened, or
even came close to happening. This is no miscarriage of history. But it still feels as though a
child withered inside her, inside the fleshy folds of her brain if not her still-flat stomach.
She stands, hypnotised by the flailing arms of this long-dead thing. They made mistakes,
sure, but now she’s old and wise and twenty-three and they won’t make them again. This
time, they’ll make their own moves, their own routines. They’ll trace a rich vein of second
chances, of third and fourth chances too.
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She lets her eyes slide down the creature’s hide, over rubber and steel and oily veins.
There’s a pumping heart in there, filled with air for pistons and something like life. Her gaze
hits the floor. She raises it and looks at Billy.
“Say,” she murmurs. “After this we could go back to yours if you want. You know, for
old times’ sake.”
Nothing needs to happen when they get there, she reminds herself. And if it does,
well, that’s life, or fate, or biology. It’s not like they’ll have any choice in the matter. It’ll be no
one’s fault.
“Billy.” She squeezes his arm. “Didn’t you hear what I just said?”
But Billy isn’t listening. He’s staring up at the dinosaur, staring up at his pride and joy,
and it’s starting to bleed.
“My God,” says someone near the plinth and, craning her neck, Mary Lou can see
that it’s the man she spoke with earlier. Now his off-white shirt has Dalmatian blots and his
lanyard drips black. Oil is the boiled bones of the past; now it seeps from this facsimile like
something unholy, like vampirism in reverse.
The curator ushers the guests outside, his reddened cheeks flecked with oil. He
throws a sign at Billy. Mary Lou catches it in mid-flight, translates. Fix it now, he says,
herding the crowd out as if for a fire-drill.
#
Later, Billy says, “The donors aren’t too happy about it. I told the museum people it might
leak—there’s always that risk with animatronics. But did they listen?”
Mary Lou is alone in the hall with Billy and his creature. He’s turned it off and made
the repairs and now it’s time to switch things back on.
“Well,” he says when it starts to move. “Still works.”
“Yeah,” says Mary Lou, but it’s different this time. The magic seems not lost but
dimmed. She’s seen the creature’s flaws, tucked away beneath vinyl skin. It takes an
eternity to chip away a mountain, years to form an oxbow lake. But a lonely streak of oil
down the creature’s hide now sweeps away her best-laid plans. Breakneck erosion.
Billy steps back from the dinosaur, tracks the swishing arm. “I heard what you said earlier.”
She plays dumb. “Oh, yeah?”
“Yeah. It’s not too late. We could get a taxi back to mine. It wouldn’t cost too much.”
“I don’t know, Billy.”
“But you said—”
“Yeah,” she says. “I did.”
“Mm.”
She puts a hand on his arm. “I’m flattered, really, but let’s not. This time.”
“Right.” His eyes are moist. “So…”
“Yeah. Ha. No. Sorry.”
“Yeah. My mistake.”
The dinosaur lurks above them.
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“I love you,” he says, and it’s a sound like the ticking of a clock or the wind in the
trees. It’s relentless, their love, and endless, colder than graves and hotter than Hiroshima,
but it’s become its own kind of nothing. Eternal love, thinks Mary Lou, looks like granitecoloured static on a television screen.
She says it back. It means as much as the traffic outside.
And it’s not enough. Not enough for the fights, big and small, the conquests and
coups they spring when they’re hungry for warmth. It cannot sustain; their time-scarred
motors wear down and down. And then—what?
She sees it, now. Their bright and happy future lies behind them, not ahead, like so
much flotsam caught upstream. There are no lights in those cottage windows. And far above
Billy the arm slaps and jerks, a frog teased to life by a spark.
***

James K. Maddox lives in Sheffield. In 2021 he graduated from Manchester Metropolitan
University with an MFA in Creative Writing, specialising in short fiction. He edits The Sleeve
Magazine, a quarterly literary zine; it can be found on Instagram at @thesleevemagazine.
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ART: THE MESSDECK

Aloysius van Druten, Goat Teeth, mixed media on hardboard, 200 x 120 cm
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Isabelle Zumbrink, Come to me, my love #1 & #2, 2022, self-portrait, photography by drone, 297 x 420 cm
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k farrell, Lovers 2 & 1, ball point drawing
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Payal Sarvaiya, Peace within, 2021, acrylic on canvas, 30.5 x 45.7 cm
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Kenneth Henckel, Connected forever

PAGE 69 | THE PURPOSEFUL MAYONNAISE

Kenneth Henckel, Searching for her last love

Krissy Neely
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Jeremy Szuder, 48, 2020, ink on Bristol paper, 12.7 x 17.8 cm

PAGE 71 | THE PURPOSEFUL MAYONNAISE

Amuri Morris, Our Lady, 2019, oil paint, 25.4 x 20.3 cm
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Raja Timihiri, Let's not tell each other what we don't want to hear,
2022, acrylic and oil on canvas, 76.2 x 101.6 cm

Michaël van Craelingen, Garden, 2022, watercolour, gouache and
acrylic ink on paper, 21 x 29 cm
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Alexey Savvin, For on the day that you eat..., 2022, canvas, oil, texture paste, gilding, 100 x 100 cm
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Lael Burns, Gethsemane: The Pressing that Gives Life, 2022, acrylic, graphite and glitter on paper, 114.3 x 114.3 cm
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MESSDECK ARTISTS
Lael Burns
I make paintings, sculptures, and ceramics that are
inspired by organic forms such as seed pods, nests,
shells, crystal formations, outer space, and deep ocean
worlds. Drawing from personal spiritual and life
experiences, my work investigates the way playful craft
materials can be manipulated with other fine art
components as a means of exploring connections
between the visceral, graphic, sublime, and carnal. The
organic forms I describe are intricately adorned organs,
wombs, and hearts that display the external evidence
of internal rebirth and are physical manifestations of
things spiritually discerned.
I utilize material and sensory experience as a means to
explore meaning.
Website: www.laelburns.com
IG: @lael_burns_studio

Her life experiences eventually culminated in her
creating a community-based art cafe in downtown
Ottawa called The Daily Grind. The cafe served as
an artist hub and community center for people from
all over, carving a space in the heart of so many in its
downtown, capital community. Six days after its 4th
anniversary, The Daily Grind suffered a fatal fire from
a neighboring business that took a hundred-year-old
block of homes and livelihoods to the ground in a
day. This sudden, drastic life change sent Krissy onto
a whole new trajectory loaded with unexpected
adventures and endless creative pursuits. Krissy has
now found herself in Seguin, Texas where she lives,
practices and teaches and is currently in the process
of opening another community-based cafe!
Payal Sarvaiya
I am a self-taught artist from India, Mumbai. My
artworks depict the core human emotions which I
translate into colours and patterns. I believe that
paintings are canvases with a life reflecting our
sentiments thus communicating with the heart and
soul of an audience; forming an irreversible bond.
IG: @kspayal

k farrell
is an artist living in the Okanagan Valley of British
Columbia, Canada. His drawings are published under
the name gone. farrell his oil paintings and ink works
have been shown and collected throughout North
America and Western Europe.
Website: Kfarrell.ca
IG: @gone.farrell
Alexey Savvin
I'm an artist of an up-to-the-minute idea. I don't tend
Kenneth Henckel
to plan long-term. For me, a sketch is a couple of
My paintings contain equal parts of contemplation, and strokes on a small piece of paper for several minutes.
interpretation of different states of mind, and reflection There's no long work. I take a canvas and hit the
on the world around us.
ground running when I am under emotions. My
Often associated with a humorous angle.
paintings are created in the process, on the canvas. I
Website: ken651.wixsite.com/henckel
never know what there will be in the end.
IG: @kennethhenckel
A ready picture is a mirage, which either appears or
disappears again. Ideas for art are unlimited. I am
Amuri Morris
inspired by the history of the world, mythology and
Website: www.murisart.com
religion. I realise big fundamental themes through
IG: @miss.muri
small details. It's an exciting game with small hints, in
which spectators are involved.
Krissy Neely
The main approaches of my work are to take out of
Born and raised in Texas, Krissy hit the road to context, to show the whole through a part, to push to
discover new horizons as soon as she graduated high search for answers and to put ideas in a bright form.
school, heading for Tennessee and eventually Canada IG: @savvin.artist
where for twenty years she raised her children while
practicing, curating and teaching art.
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Jeremy Szuder
(he/him) lives in a tiny apartment with his wife, two
children and two cats. He works in the evenings in a
very busy restaurant, standing behind a stove, a grill,
fryers and heating lamps, happily listening to hours of
hand-selected music and conjuring ideas for new art
and poetry in his head. When his working day ends
and he enters his home in the wee hours, he likes to sit
down with a glass of wine and record all the various
words and images that bear fruit within his mind.
Jeremy Szuder only sets the cage doors free when the
work begins to pile up too high. In this life, Szuder
makes no illusions of being a professional artist in any
way, shape, or form.
Website: jeremyszuder.wordpress.com
Raja Timihiri
is a visual artist who uses multiple media to create
paintings, drawings, monotypes and paper maché
sculptures. She reflects on the complexity of the inner
self, engaging with topics of imagination, selfcompassion and authentic being. She is interested in
expressing a felt experience through spontaneous and
slow-paced engagement with the materials she uses.
This results in a visual language that embraces
unforced mark-making and layered connections that
emerge in the moment.
Michaël van Craelingen
Michaël is re-entering the scene as a painter. Working
as an industrial designer his recent travels inspired him
to explore painting again; in need of shaping emotions,
feelings and experiences with color, visual elements
and materials. Working with different media, materials
and techniques, finding his style and palette. Pushing
himself to explore and experiment.
Website: www.vancraelingen.com
IG: @vancraelingen
Aloysius van Druten
While working I try to organize my own world, thoughts
and experiences in a deadly serious ironic way.
Website: aloysiusvandruten.com
IG: @aloysiusvandruten
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,
Isabelle
Zumbrink
(1979) is a self-portrait photographer, analog
photocollagist, creative writer and artzine-maker. She
focuses on female sexuality, mental health, beauty
and mothering. By creating she rediscovers her
identity, memories and belonging.
These two self-portraits represent my longing to feel
my skin, my flesh, the earth, my self-love. Being one
with nature and with my body. Remembering my body
again after neglecting and shaming her for most of my
life. Remembering her strength, her beauty and her
sexiness.
I've created these photographs in collaboration with
my partner and artist Jasper van der Stel.
Website: www.glowbyisabelle.nl
IG: @glowbyisabelle

Vladimir Marcu, 2021, ink on paper
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