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Taylor Gates recently earned a BFA in Creative 

Writing from the University of  Evansville and 

works as a marketing associate in Los Angeles. 

Last December, she wrote and executive pro-

duced her first short film: an offbeat comedy 

called Make Yourself  at Home. She is currently a 

staff  writer for the online entertainment website 

Starry Constellation Magazine, and her reviews 

and interviews have been featured on BuzzFeed 

and FANVERSATION. Her work has also been 

published in literary journals like Memoir Mix-

tapes and Dear Movies Zine. In addition to writ-

ing, Taylor judges NYC Midnight’s short story 

and screenplay competitions and hosts several 

weekly podcasts for Maria Menounos’ AfterBuzz 

TV. You can find her on twitter at 

@Elphaba_Anne.  



When did you start writing?  

I’ve been writing for as long as I can remember! One of  my ear-

liest memories is writing a poem about a duck while my mom 

got a haircut. All throughout elementary school, I wanted to be 

an author. As silly as it sounds, discovering fanfiction in high 

school helped me have the epiphany that I could mix my pas-

sion for writing and television, so I set my sights on becoming a 

screenwriter. 

What is your favorite kind of writing to do?  

It depends! I obviously love writing scripts, but I enjoy prose as 

well, and I find they really inform one another. For example, 

prose helps me flesh out setting while scripts help me hone in 

on dialogue. It’s not uncommon for me to write a scene in both 

formats and then fuse my favorite aspects of  each together. 

Fiction can be a really fun escape, and it’s always an exciting 

challenge to get into the minds of  various characters. However, 

I also enjoy nonfiction because it allows me to process my own 

feelings, and poetry is great for helping me practice pushing lan-

guage. 

In terms of  genre, I’ve always been a sucker for character-driven 

dramedy. I love combining intense emotion and conflict with 

wit and humor. A lot of  my work focuses on intergenerational 

conflict and female relationships because those are themes I’m 

interested in exploring. 

 

 

Were you nervous to pursue a career in writ-
ing?  

Yes and no. There is a lot of  uncertainty in this industry, of  

course, as well as a lot of  rejection. There are definitely mo-

ments where I doubted myself--moments where I still doubt 

myself--and wondered if  the path was going to be too difficult. 

However, I never seriously considered trying to do anything else 

because I knew I wouldn’t be happy. When I get in the zone and 

begin writing, time seems to melt away. It’s a feeling like nothing 

else. Finally finding a perfect line or writing a scene I love is a 

high like no other. Plus, connecting with and impacting people 

with my work is truly incredible. Those things make everything 

worth it. 

I’ve also been lucky enough to have a super encouraging sup-

port system. My parents always pushed me to follow my dreams 

and never tried to steer me in a different direction, which I’m 

immensely grateful for. It definitely would have been a million 

times harder without them enthusiastically cheering me on every 

step of  the way. 

Describe your perfect writing space. 

I’m very much the kind of  person who likes to be completely 

alone when I’m writing. The house I grew up in has a recliner--it 

must be at least 20 years old--that I’ve always written best in. 

Having a comfortable chair and some snacks, preferably pop-

corn and some kind of  candy (healthy, I know!), makes all the 

difference. I also write best at night. My inspiration really starts 

to kick in around 10 pm.. I’m a total night owl. 



Who are your writing inspirations? 

Amy Sherman-Palladino is the biggest one for me. I’ve tried to 

integrate a lot of  her style into my own, particularly in regards 

to her fast-paced dialogue and pop culture references. I seek to 

emulate the seamless way Bradley Bredeweg, Peter Paige, Joan-

na Johnson, and everyone from The Fosters writers’ room 

managed to blend important social issues with heartwarming 

family drama. Sarah Gertrude Shapiro, Marti Noxon, Jason 

Katmis, Raelle Tucker, Pamela Adlon, and Jill Soloway have all 

inspired me in the TV/film realm. 

I was lucky enough to learn from two particularly brilliant and 

encouraging professors at the University of  Evansville, Lisa 

Nikolidakis and Katie Mullins, who continue teaching me 

things to this day. My peers Sam Frost and Rachel Moore con-

stantly motivate and influence me, as do two of  my recently 

published author friends Imani Campbell and Rae Ann John-

son. 

Tell us about your latest writing project. 

My latest project is a short film called Make Yourself  at Home. 

It’s especially exciting to me since it’s the first thing I’ve ever 

written that’s been produced and shot! Make Yourself  at Home 

is a comedy about what happens when a seemingly standard 

break-in has unexpected consequences for both victim and 

robber alike. The main characters are Christine, a high-powered 

lawyer, and Jenna, an aspiring screenwriter. There are a lot of  

twists and turns and surprising reveals, but there’s a lot of  

heart, too. 

You basically had an all-female crew and cast. Why 
was it so important for you to include all women? 

I did! I added it up, and the cast and crew ended up being 

around 90% female. The statistics regarding women in film are 

pretty staggering. Women made up only 23% of  crew mem-

bers on the 2,000 highest grossing films of  the past 20 years, 

which is insane. 

This film centers around two women, so it was important to 

me to have a lot of  female voices behind the camera helping to 

tell this story so it felt authentic. It was also a priority to make 

sure my crew was diverse and inclusive in terms of  sexuality 

and race, which I think is just as vital. I’m a firm believer that 

getting various perspectives into the mix only serves to make 

the final product stronger. People feeling like they can speak 

up, make suggestions, and participate in a collaborative envi-

ronment is key for not only set morale but also making the fi-

nal product the best it can possibly be. I do have to say, 

though, filling these positions was never about making a state-

ment. I never necessarily set out to hit a number. I truly hired 

people I wanted to work with and felt would contribute some-

thing great to the movie, so it happened rather organically. This 

is my first film, so I didn’t have a lot of  other set experience to 

compare it to. It’s mindboggling to me that having this many 

female crew members is an unusual thing because I had such 

an awesome experience with all of  them. They were respectful 

and kind but driven and extremely hardworking all at once--

everyone from my director to my PAs.  



There was no ego or toxicity. It was a lovely, supportive, and 

empowering process overall, and I think having so many wom-

en on set definitely played a big part in establishing that vibe. 

Any advice for anyone debating to make 
writing a full-time career? 

Write what you want to write--not what you think other people 

want to read. I wasted a lot of  time playing it safe and trying to 

force stories my heart wasn’t in because I thought other people 

would like them. I promise you, the best things will come when 

you’re vulnerable and creating the stuff  that scares you. The 

things you think make you weird? That’s the stuff  that makes 

you cool and what you should lean into. 

Also, understand that the highs and lows of  going into writing 

are unavoidable, extreme, and nearly constant. You might feel 

plagued by self-doubt one day and feel like you can conquer the 

world the next. One minute you might feel like the best writer 

alive and the next you might feel like you should burn every-

thing you’ve ever written. That’s normal. Some resources that I 

go back to in order to set things into perspective are Shonda 

Rhimes’ The Year of  Yes, Cheryl Strayed’s Tiny Beautiful 

Things, and this SAG-AFTRA career retrospective with 

Kathryn Hahn. 

Remember that 99% of  the time, it takes time to get to where 

you want to be--usually more time that you’d like it to. It’s 

something I still struggle with a lot, but you have to be persis-

tent and patient. One quote I really like that I feel encompasses 

this is from UnREAL’s Quinn King: “You should be looking 

for a career that lasts and means something. Slow down.” 

On the flip side, though, you can’t just wait for things to hap-

pen to you, either. Send that piece out to a literary journal. Start 

fundraising for that film you want to shoot. Start writing that 

book and don’t stop until you’ve finished. Nobody is going to 

do the work for you. You have to take initiative and jumpstart 

your own success. 

Have you started thinking about your next 
project or are you still on a high from your 
first film? 

I’m definitely still on a high, but that doesn’t mean I haven’t 

started thinking about my next project! I’m still working on try-

ing to get the pilot I co-wrote, Higher Grounds, off  the 

ground. I also have a few pilots and screenplays in various stag-

es of  development. One is a fun young adult romance between 

an English princess and the daughter of  the President of  the 

United States, and another revolves around a mayoral race in a 

small southern town. I’m polishing a script I started a few years 

ago about a teenage runaway who ends up living with her half-

sister and her eclectic family. There’s some super exciting stuff  

in the works!  



 Don't let   

the disloyal  

make you feel  

less than royal.  

You are the fruit  

from the tree  

sprung   

from the  

soil.  

Royal Fruit by Rickey Rivers Jr. 



Stalemate by Megan Russo  
What if  I say no  
To your pleading  
Then your demanding  
To your unyielding desire   
To shape me as   
Your own  
  
The distance between us  
Would grow larger  
Then even even more vast  
As you fumble through  
The immeasurable caverns  
Of  my ample resistance  
  
Endlessly searching  
For something  
Anything  
That would give you  
A solid place to stand  
  
I would trap you   
Within my own indifference  
Both of  us caught   
In a barbed cluster  
Of  our unrelenting stubbornness  
  
Both of  us unhappy  
Unwilling  
Unable  
To allow the  
other  
A chance to 
breathe.  



Womankind by A.H Lewis  

What we do is magic  

and yet you think to catch us and stop us   

as if  we could ever be tamed  

but we simply throw you   

in our crusted black pots  

and cackle on the backs of  broomsticks 

our smiles are like black lace  

that warn you we cannot be controlled,  

a spell we have perfected for the fiercest of  men 

you tried to burn us once and for all  

but how can you destroy something  

with that which courses through its very veins  

 



By Wanda Deglane 



By Wanda Deglane 



By Wanda Deglane 



       You Know You Love Me by Kristin Garth 

 

Your island kingdom, thirteen miles, penthouse  

princess, an Audrey smile. Tiara heart 

by YSL, a maid a mother, blouse   

Chanel.  Your cappuccino counterpart,  

serene scene stealer, rose gold tart, her gifts:   

croissants, coffee, bone dry, no foam; her guilt:  

atop his thighs, your boyfriend’s moans.  A rift   

with sticks upon a hockey field, what’s spilt   

on steps, your reign and rage won’t yield.  Requires   

a prince ruthless, ribald who makes you feel   

seventeen years old — ignites fair flesh, pale fire   

his own, your burlesque slips, a limo peel  

to gramophone — two tamed by teen desire.  

Each pout in Prada, Cornelia, I see.  

I tell your tale, and you know you love me.  



tangled in bed, 
her hair, an untamed 
nest spread over the pillow 
and back again, 
dragged across your 
face and down 
chest and thighs, 
covering you with 
a defiant trail, 
the tang of  her 
brave heart still fresh 
on your tongue. 
her subversive subtext 
taking what it wants, 
but you love the 
sound of  her boots 
on the ground. 
the heat of  this revolutionary, 
kindling for your bones, 
her jaw set, 
teeth cut on dismantling 
a patriarchy that shames you. 
but when the lights 

flash, and the sirens sound, 
she’s off  you in a blink, 
strapped to the teeth 
and you say— 
‘do you have to go?’ 
but this is what revolutionaries  
do, and she eyes you 
until you shrink back 
into the sheets, 
because you forgot 
who she was, 
who she was meant 
to be, not yours to keep, 
just moments on loan. 
she’ll give you one warning, 
that you’ll disregard at your peril— 
‘don’t ask me again.’ 

Revolutionary by Juliette van der Molen 



     Courting The King by Courtenay Gray  
Pea green nail polish,  

Silly saps of  glittering gold.  

Bronzing autumn turning leaves,  

Brown conkers clanging with the next-door neighbour.  

Lay in a bed of  roses,  

Reciting a Shakespearian sonnet.  

Praying that nobody can hear.  

Cradling chronic depression,  

Like a baby needing to be soothed.  

Botanical remedies sleeping safe and sound,  

In an urn.  

Chalice filled with poison ivy wine,  

Fine dining to die at the grand table.  

Wax seals on cherished envelopes.  

The king communicating with steel knights.  

Their armour, rusted.  

Jaded servants,  

Donning gloves and masks.   

Mint leaves refreshing the perfume of  death,  

The scent lingering like a lost soul.  



Wool by Bára Hladíková  

   

we are lucky, my mother said, not 

too radiant, not too dull, we  weave 

through crowds like the scraps  of  

wool or twine my babička knits as i  

watch women appear and disappear 

when the tension is right — slip her 

here, drop her there every missed 

stitch unravels chains  that once was 

home, until we catch a  thread to 

elaborately caress until it  forms 

something that feels warms,  mends 

your holes and theirs,  layers sweaters 

over sweaters  to make sure you stay 

warm  even when soaking wet  even 

when your lungs  are sweating.  



Royal Views by Wijnand  van der 

Giessen 



Royal Views By Wijnand  van der Giessen 



Royal Views By Wijnand  van der Giessen 



   The Throne by A.H. Lewis  

  

I approach the throne of  the devil   

where he sits in waiting  

as the fires of  hell blaze around us.  

  

   “Move,” I growl,   

  

“you’re in my seat.”  
 



  Starlet lifts her arms and golden hair falls 
softly over her shoulders. It’s not unintentional. 
Stupid naïve girl, she’s playing with power. It will 
bowl her over soon enough but not before she’s 
flown. He watches her with such pleasure, her 
slippery limbs touching others too closely, seek-
ing more than fun. Seated at his post beside me 
he enjoys her form with shameless abandon as 
she flies like a tiny swallow into my passive 
storm. Her sisters watch her as she dances about 
the ballroom. She carries all of  their fortune in 
her footsteps and they are proud of  their little 
ornament. She dances with the lust and admira-
tion of  every courtier trailing behind her and 
compliments them all with her smiles. She is 
beauty true. She is elegance. She is cloying fruit 
that will soon enough rot. She glances up at me. 
She seeks my approval - and my husband. My 
face reflects nothing.  

 I sip the thin wine that touches my lips with 
sweet coolness but tinges my throat with acid. 
They come to me one at a time, their hands ex-
pressing dutiful welcome; they are my guests. 
They bear gifts, tiny gifts for the child who 
would be born to me. The tiny creature who sits 
heavy upon my mind. The child who holds my 
very fortune inside of  me.  

 Madam Moon approaches with a small box. 
She is old and fierce, her eyes are icicles and her 
frown is edged with cold cruelty. Inside the box 

is a jeweled dagger and I am strangely delighted. 
‘It is crafted well indeed’ I say. But I take care 
not to show too much pleasure. This one is dan-
gerous.  

 Next is Lady Sky, plain and true, open and 
honest, with the luck of  being born to a father 
with the love and means to educate his daugh-
ters. She will govern my own child in due course 
and I will keep her near. She will be my rock. 
She does not meet my eyes, it is not her place to 
do so and as always I am slighted.  

 The music plays well into the night. If  I 
leave it will stop, such is the strangeness of  my 
power. Even my husband must obey, so I main-
tain the merriment. My perseverance is strong. It 
must be.  

 Starlet approaches. She has sweat upon her 
brow and the soft red smile of  a harlot. She is 
ripe for him and he for her and they are right be-
fore my eyes; revealed to all. The child kicks and 
I blink involuntarily, the heat rises inside me.  

 As long as the music plays they will remain 
in my ballroom, imprisoned under my watchful 
eye. Madame Moon can do no harm and Lady 
Sky must give me hope and little Starlet can 
dance until she drops. They will all leave sooner 
or later but not I. I have sat here a long time and 
will not be shifted easily.    

The Queen’s Ballroom by Josephine Clay 



The King’s Court by Melodie Jones  
  

you left me feeling like a fool 
you were the king 
i was there to entertain you 
 
you called the shots 
i sat and watched 
thinking i was your queen 
 
you had mistresses behind my back 
while i was away 
teaching on school days 
 
returning i sat on the throne 
unaware of  who had sat there before 
and believing that spot was reserved for me 
 
i performed and you laughed 
thinking I was the only queen you had 
but i was the jester i was the fool 



So, here’s the thing.   

I’ve kinda got a reputation.   

In fact, it’s all I’ve got, at the moment. I have the fond 
memories of  executions, of  torture, of  blood running 
down my dungeon walls.  I have my legacy, the culmina-
tion of  a lifetime of  madness and cruelty that people 
quake to recall.  

I spent my life conquering, ruling, punishing; studying 
necromancy so I could come back and wreak havoc 
even after my physical death. And I’m ready, in three 
short months, to take up residence in your unborn 
daughter’s body, to push out her very consciousness and 
soul and reside in her flesh until I come of  age to take 
over the world.  

And I really, really wish you would slow down on buying 
all the pink.  

Like, I’m here with you in this. I’ve been noticing. Ever 
since you found out you’re expecting a girl, it’s been 
like…whoa. That’s A LOT of  pink. Pink clothes. Pink 
bassinet. Pink headbands. Pink paint. Pink freaking eve-
rything,  and I have to be honest, Girl, it’s making me 
less than excited to demonically possess your future 
child.  

It’s just…well, try to look at it from my point of  view.  

You know my last life? The one I’m counting on resum-
ing through the unfortunate carcass which used to house 
your preciously-unique DNA? Yeah, that one. Do you 
know how that ended?  

I was stabbed. But before I was stabbed, I was poisoned. 
And then shot. And then, because none of  that was 

working, my ungrateful, mutinous subjects drew and 
quartered me, took out my entrails, and threw me in the 
river with rocks tied to my feet.  

You know how I died?  

I drowned.   

I’m not saying all of  this to brag.  But my point is that I 
used to be a pretty tough guy, and there’s just something 
wrong about dressing the reincarnation of  a pretty 
tough guy in pink kitten onesies and bubblegum colored 
bloomers.  Good God, Woman, get ahold of  yourself!  

I mean, you call yourself  a feminist, for Christ sake. You 
advocate for equal pay. You joined the  

#MeToo movement. You’ve read Simone de Beauvoir 
and Betty Friedan and Eve Ensler. Don’t YOU see a dis-
connect with all the pink shit? A little cognitive disso-
nance there? Hmmm? You see it?  

So, that’s it, I guess. That’s all I really have to say. Other 
than that you might not want to start our relationship 
together by emasculating me…me, the future global 
leader; me, the scourge of  all land I touch; me, the most 
powerful sorcerer in the world, who will bring the globe 
to its knees to get what I want.  

People will weep tears of  blood to behold me, and 
they’re NOT going to do it with an anthropomorphic 
piglet on my bum.  I’ll see you in three months, and I’ll 
do my best not to tear too much on my way out.  

If, that is…the receiving blanket isn’t pink.     

 

 

I’m the Ghost of  a Medieval Tyrant Waiting to Inhabit Your Unborn Fetus, and I 

Wish You’d Stop Buying So Much Pink Shit by Shannon Frost Greenstein  



Queen by Rickey Rivers Jr.  

Chubby cheeks,  

squinted eyes, 

hair so curly,  

face round and fine.  

Fix the crown upon your top.  

It is slanted and unbecoming.  

Once enchanted men and women,  

now smudged.  

How funny, the queen is judged.  

Laugh, all ye who wish to lose their head.  

Quiet, those who wish to live instead.  



Teotihuacán, Mexico by Tucker Lieberman 



Bogotá, Colombia by 

Tucker Lieberman 



Every Man Wants to Insert Himself  by Bina Perino  

  

like a phallic gun to my head,  

suggesting, do this, buy that, spend time here,  

don't go there, avoid them, talk to me;  

  

as he fingers pieces of  my mind,  

demanding, not good enough, change that,  

this won't do, I know best, not right;  

  

like tight bondage around my heart,  

whispering, I am here, I helped you,  

be grateful, I complete you, you owe me;  

  

so I will make myself  impenetrable  



     Audience by Amanda McLeod 

All morning I  battled against uneaten breakfast, pyjamas as clothes, television as childcare; my injuries 
were severe. In order to stem the lifeblood of  patience flowing from my opened arteries, I suggested 
the park, and in the endless war won a tiny but fortifying victory. With unbrushed hair and Tuesday’s 
clothes for a Thursday morning, I  jammed aching feet into scuffed sneakers as wild banshees danced 
around me, shrieking their war songs of  swings and slides. We stumbled along the cobbles, they be-
decked with excitement, me with exhaustion. They dragged me through the gates of  the park as dogs 
drag a much-too-big branch; with enthusiasm at first, then abandoning it when they realise how much 
it’s a hindrance. I collapsed on a log balance beam as they flew off  to adventures beyond my wildest 
dreams. On the other side of  the playground, Skinny Jeans were comparing strollers and developing 
their sniper skills. Sloppy Joes like me were easy targets. The stormcloud hovering, the dam of  my 
eyelashes threatening to break, I hid my pain between my nose and the grass. And that’s when they 
called to me about the throne.  
  
“Mummy, look! A throne!”  
“Mhm, lovely, darling.”  
“No, Mummy, look!”  
  
I raised my head, tearing my welling eyes from from my shoelaces with herculean effort. It stood be-
neath an ancient tree, gleaming where mid morning sun slid between the branches like a wily spotlight. 
It was of  carved wood, the giant paw of  some long-lost mystical beast displayed on each armrest. 
They were in awe, but fearless; running grubby fingers along chiselled grooves, staring defiantly into 
manic carved eyes, climbing into the seat reserved for royalty and spouting treasonous commands. I 
rubbed my calloused hand over an armrest and marvelled at the tiny wrinkles and veins etched into 
my skin, made more insignificant by the majestic detail on the wood beneath. Keeping one hand on 
the armrest, I lowered myself  onto the seat, straight-backed. If  I stretched out, I could almost reach 
the other side. This was a seat of  royalty. Inhaling, I lifted my chin and surveyed my kingdom.  



The Way We Were by Margo Gabriel  

People lead such careless lives.  

No particular way or sweet cadence to charm another.  

Common folk, whom l have observed, take on the day with the zeal of  their past.  

  

No kind humor, no idyllic talk, just the crass world and it's chaos   

So deafening is the noise, crowding the thoughts that fill my mind.  



Fairytales by A.H. Lewis  

When you are reading and watching your fairytales, little one, and sighing along 

with the hope of  such a reality, do remember that no one is illustrating you. No 

one is writing your story, no one is writing your dialogue and setting you up to 

meet your soul mate in the woods. Your life is not predetermined by the magic of  

fantasy, the blessing of  a happy ending. Don’t expect to be perfect because you 

don’t need to be. But do not for a second think you are anything less than the roy-

als in those films, the monarch in the stories. In fact, be a good mix of  all the char-

acters: the heart of  the princesses, the bravery of  the princes, the loyalty of  the 

sidekicks—and the conviction of  the villains. Promise me when you grow up and 

seek these things in your adulthood, you will not let anyone take it away from you. 

Promise me that when they try, you will hold your chin high, straighten the crown 

atop your head, and bring the world to its knees.  



  Boleyn by Juliette Sebock  

  

The museum gift shop had my dream set of  pearls.   

Someone asked me, "What is the B for?"  

  

Bitch.   

Belle et la bête.  

Brought up better.   

Bad idea.   

Bedridden.   

Blood-spattered.   

Black magick.   

Burnt at the stake.   

Broken.   

Bruised.   

Beheaded.  



Clues by Kristin Garth  

  

A girl detective, River Heights, as keen 
on lockets, pearls as legal rights. You’re robbed 
a mother, three year’s old. This jinx, a teen, 
deciphers — never told. A turning knob 
reveals a mystery. All they won’t tell, 
by candlelight you see. You speak in French 
but not of  loss. A roadster, blue pastel, 
to house of  moss. A missing clock, suspense — 
what does it hide? Bank box details you find 
inside. Accept no money for a case, 
your pride, their pleasure a reward entwined, 
that spider sapphire, rare, you can’t replace. 
A staircase secret seen through eyes ice blue; 
in lilac, step through strife, collect your clues. 



Night Fever by  Jasmine Torres  

 Tossing in a bed of  hot sweat, mind aching over the ails of  a perilous week, my eyes flutter 
open, barely able to distinguish anything through the dark. It’s at this daunting hour that a cool gust 
brushes my arms, and I feel a presence looking at me. I lean up on my elbows to behold by the foot 
of  my bed, an entity embodied by a woman. She stands tall and composed, a queen over her subject. 
Her skin, as dark and deep as a summer night, is contrasted by a long pearl gown that drapes her in 
silk. After some bewilderment, my cheeks turn scarlet. It’s as if  I expected the visit of  the being be-
fore me, and for shame, had nothing to present to her upon her arrival. We share silence as I try to 
understand if  she is tangible or a mirage of  exhaustion. She slices first the stillness.   
 
“What troubles you, daughter?” she asks gently with a voice as refreshing as a babbling brook.  
“Well,” I begin, though, a bit hesitant. “I think, I’m getting sick again,” I say while lightly gesturing 
to my head. The tight curls that fountain from her golden crown brush her shoulders as she nods 
her head in understanding.   
 
“Perhaps, it might be from all the medicine you’ve been taking,” she suggests as her hand glides over 
the scene of  empty bottles of  alcohol scattered on the floor about my bed. Biting my lips, I look to 
her with eyes pleading for absolution. She grants it with a single nod and comforting smile.   
Feeling her begin to slip into oblivion, I sputter out, “My legs are a bit cold too.” She responds with 
a smirk,  
“You should rearrange the linen then.” I take a moment to obey her decree. I adjust the blankets so 
that they cover my legs. As my head attempts to turn towards her, it drifts instead like a feather until 
it kisses the pillow.   
 
In the morning, the light slips through the blinds as silk brushing over my eyes and I regain  
consciousness. After aiding a dry mouth and throbbing head, I immediately discard the bottles.   
 



you’ve never set foot in this room 
but it’s called master, even though there’s 
no man at home; just me. 
it took a country and laws to drive 
the wedge that placed me safe, 
just beyond the hedge where you 
can’t reach. i want to imagine 
this home is mine, even though it 
belongs to a land(lord), another man 
that takes my money, but at least 
he leaves me be. 
 
stretched out on the plush carpet 
the evening sun splashes a slices of 
light through blinds smoothing worries 
from my forehead. day won’t fade 
until late, these long days of  Albertan 
summer stretched out so lazy soft 
that it makes me forget about winter. 
 
my fingertips trace the edge of  a 
bed frame, dark wood with curving 
foot and head, a winter sleigh where 

no warmth ever slept. your space. 
a place i wasn’t allowed and thought 
i wanted to be, until now, when breath 
comes slow— deep like a bellows 
pushing oxygen through pursed lips 
to feed my starved mind. 
 
i think about Virginia; is this what she meant— 
must be— i should have known, 
always looking for the room, too many 
locked doors, where was it— my own? 
this key i only find in the silent vacuum beyond 
the roar of  your voice, shoving me in 
spaces too small. a lock full of  tumblers 
only i can pick, a latch only i can lift to 
reveal this room inside my heart where 
no one else belongs. 

  Room by Juliette van der Molen 



Today by Wanda Deglane  
Today, I unfolded like the sun, 
blossoming into a thousand beautiful 
petals. My heart burned and ached 
a little less, and when I knocked on her 
door, she let me in with arms open wide. 
Today, I hugged my father. I asked 
my mother how she was doing, and wiped 
away her tears. I told my lover how grateful 
I am that our worlds collided, I held him 
as close to me as my blemished skin 
would allow, I kissed him with all the fire 
renewed in my soul. Today, I played 
board games with my little sister. I told 
her what it means to love. I told her what 
it looks like to be loved. Today, I smiled 
wide as a planet. I laughed out loud, with no 
unease for the future. I embraced the girl weeping 
in the stall next to me, and when she showed me 
her pain, I cried with her. Today, I called my friends 
and said, I’m here for you. I’m always here. 
Today, I said No. I said, I deserve better 
than this. I spoke up for myself  from the words 
that burned deep within my atoms and I said, 
I love myself  too much to be treated this way. 
Today, I wrote all the words my heart had been 
aching to say since the moment it was formed. 
I painted everything I wanted to see, in all the worlds 
I wanted to live in. I treated myself  to a warm bath 
that took the dirt and pain and misery from my body, 
and I emerged soft, hopeful, newly born. 



Locks of  Love by Margo Gabriel  



Midnight in Paris by Margo Gabriel 



Lie in bed as the night fades in; red to purple 
to blue. Not the nights 
 
but the mornings when you decide 
again, after the night, to go on. 
 
It is not discontent but sadness – a stagnant 
sense of  impermanence sits like a stomach ache 
 
after your mother scolds you for eating seeds; 
you can feel the leaves growing. 
 
Discover that a word for this exists 
in a calligraphy class. Guide your hand – 
 
deep black ink piercing thin rice paper 
and seeping, defeated, into harsh lines.   
 
Let it stumble over your tongue. 
Mono no aware, the beauty of  impermanence. 
 
Feel the afternoon sun seep through 
windows of  a Kobe University 
 
built from the ruins 
of  an earthquake’s devastation. 
 
Sit with those you call classmates in front 
of  a screen showing the train you catch at 9:15 
 
plunge into the streets 
as its tracks collapse. 
 

Understand all too well 
life’s brevity. 
 
Walk streets lined with hydrangeas 
fading red to purple to blue 
 
after rounds of  sake with those 
you now call friends. Know 
 
your position in life is unquestioned. Play as 
though 
you are all children in an emptied playground; 
 
smile unconditionally. Humans will 
always rise to be human again. 
 
The color of  hydrangeas is determined 
by the pH balance of  the soil. 
 
They will change color when replanted 
in different soil. 
 
Come to see hydrangeas 
as moving on. 
 

 

Say the Mornings Are the Hardest by Kara Goughnour  



1. there is a flat iron sitting in your bathroom at this 
moment, the one that speaks in first-degree burn 
sweetness and chews up your hair only to spit out 
straw. smash it to pieces. let your hair wake up huge 
and wild and alive. 

2.the best love doesn’t know what it’s talking about. 
the best love trips on its own feet and wakes up 
punching from its nightmares. but it can turn any-
thing into song- even sadness, thrumming deter-
minedly against your skull. even nothing. 

3. the closest friend you’ll ever have is the anger sit-
ting pretty in your ribcage. you’ll find she’s just like 
everyone else you’ve ever loved- sometimes quiet and 
gentle, other times a drunken tempest eating holes in 
your stomach. 

4. drink water. and then drink more water. 

5. the worst thing your family did to you is teach you 
that love is pain is power is control is sound-numbing 
fear. the second worst thing they did is forget to 
teach you how to forgive loudly, guiltlessly. 

6. the news cycle will hurt. your memories, crawling 
cautious in your blood, will hurt. the songs blaring 
from open windows, the faintly familiar faces blur-
ring by. it’ll all hurt you tender to the touch like newly 
broken bone. take a nap. take a bath, emerging soft 
and lavender-doused. take as long as you need. the 
pain will always be waiting for your return. 

7. one day you’ll stop being sorry. one day a man will 
bump into you in public and look at your expectantly, 
and you'll say, watch where you’re going, asshole. 

8. there are infinite different versions of  you: some 
that knew when to call 911 when you were 8 years 
old and grief  spilled open on the floor, some that 
didn’t trust the older boys who said they’d never seen 
anything like you, and some sticking their heads out 
of  windows, lipsticked and smiling drunk and sipping 
on night air. and in every version, they all wish they 
had even the strength you carry within the tips of  
your thumbs. 

9. there will come a time when your bones will be 
waterlogged, when your cells will crave the bottoms 
of  rivers. there will come a time when Death will let 
you phone a friend. you will dial and dial on the 
bleakest street you’ve ever seen. hang up. take off  
your coat and let the greedy grip of  winter chill the 
raw of  your skin. how that skin does what you need 
even when you’re never grateful. nobody wants you 
to live more than you do, even when you’re writing 
frantic wills on scraps of  notebook paper. there will 
come a time when Death will let you phone a friend. 
tell him to go fuck himself. 

 

10. and there is a place you’d go every time a teacher 
yelled to yank you back to earth when you were 
young, every time your mind needed a place to run. 
and I swear, it’s so green, it hurts. there are bats born 
in the pulp of  oranges and bees building maps in the 
melt of  trees. there are whales that grow flowers in 
the pink of  their bellies. the next time you go, you 
should open your eyes. take it in, but don’t say any-
thing. just listen. 

Lessons You Need to Learn to Survive This Dumpster Fire of  a Life by Wanda Deglane 



Red Queen by Melodie Jones  

Rising up, she takes over the throne 
Dusting off  the ashes of  the failed monarchy 
A king and queen ruled previously 
But were defeated in an internal war 
The queen did not realize that her king was a whore. 
With a golden blade, she replaced the king 
Blood dripping from her fingertips 
Despite his strength, she is victorious 
She sits on her throne with red on her lips 
The bringer of  death’s kiss 
Because she killed their kingdom, 
Watched it crumble and fall, 
Leaving remains to remind her 
As she ruled over all. 



From the Desk of  the Editor,  

 When Royal Rose was created, I thought it would take 

months for us to get enough submissions for Issue One and 

for us to gain a strong, supportive following. I was wrong. 

The writing community has been so supportive and I cannot 

even begin to express my gratitude. To the contributors, it 

was an honor to read through your work, and I hope I did 

your beautiful pieces and photography justice. This issue was 

made possible because of  your hard-work and talent. I thank 

you for taking a chance on such a small publication like us. 

To Jordan and Abigail, thank you for designing amazing log-

os and graphics at the drop of  the dime. I know I can always 

depend on you. To Taylor, it was an honor to interview you 

and get to rack your brain. Your advice inspired me and I 

hope it does the same for our readers. To the readers and supporters, every like, retweet, 

share, and comment has not gone unnoticed. Your support has given me the motivation to 

continue with what I do. From the bottom of  my heart, I thank every single one of  you. 

         -your editor in chief, imani campbell  
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