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ABOUT & SCOPE

Open Minds Quarterly publishes work by contributors who self-identify as 
having lived experience of madness, mental health challenges, mental 
illness, and/or neurodiversity.

As our tagline suggests, our intention is to facilitate explorations of life in 
a mad world. More specifically, our goals are to:

• Create space for people with lived experience of what we call madness  
  to consider our similarities and differences; 

• Facilitate discussions of concepts such as madness, support, recovery,  
  and wellness—in all the forms that may take; 

• Explore and grow the language used to describe experiences of   
  madness, mental health challenges, mental illness, neurodiversity etc.;  

• Acknowledge and address the impact of broader social factors and 
  intersecting experiences of oppression on mental health;
 

• Offer our lived experiences in an effort to increase understanding and  
  reduce stigma and discrimination;  

• And, testify to the significance, impact, and dignity of all our lives.

WHAT WE PUBLISH
Our scope is purposefully broad, and OMQ accepts work under the 
following sections:

NONFICTION—First-hand accounts, personal essays, and memoir.
FICTION—Creative explorations of life through a mad lens.  
POETRY—From poets well-versed in mental health challenges.
VISUAL ART—Visual, digital, and mixed media expressions.
EXPERIMENTAL—Thinking and writing outside of the other boxes.
RESEARCH—Studies that have passed a formal ethics review.
REVIEWS—Reflections on books, movies, and other art forms.
LETTERS—Opinion pieces and letters for our editor or readers.

ON THE COVERS 

Sabrina Jovic is originally from Sudbury Ontario. She 
has struggled with mental illness for over 20 years. 
She finds peace of  mind in creating art through 
mixed media, music, and writing. Sabrina spends 
most of  her professional life as a teacher.
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As the snow blusters outside and cars 
muddle through the messy streets today, 
this issue’s theme—“weathering”—feels 
especially relevant.

It’s not the nicest day to be out and 
about, but it’s the perfect one for staying 
in with a book (or magazine!)

While I hope winter comes to a close soon, I’m also trying 
to embrace these final few days of  weather-permitted, or 
at least weather-encouraged, introversion.

Weather has a bad rap as a conversation topic; It’s known 
as that thing you talk about when there’s nothing else to 
say. But who says it’s boring?

Up here in Northern Ontario it shapes much of  our 
lives. Between blazing, humid summer with its swarms of  
mosquitos, and frigid winters with slick streets, we have a 
small window of  temperate time to enjoy. In some ways, 
it makes each moment of  “good weather” all the more 
special ... but it also makes us find the beauty in “bad 
weather.” The crystal blue sky at -40, the sound of  rain on 
a roof, that special spring stink, or a whole day at the lake 
when temperatures soar. Each has a specific joy.

With the infinite variation weather has to offer, then, 
it’s no wonder we often turn to expressions about it to 

WELCOME

DICTIONARY 

describe our emotions. Our demeanours can be sunny 
or overcast, we navigate difficult situations like turbulent 
waters, and we weather the ups and downs.

In this issue, we asked contributors to explore this idea in 
all the shapes it might take.

Some, like Anne Hofland (p. 10), draw strong parallels 
between real weather, and real experiences related to 
mental health. Others, like Andrew Lafleche (p. 11), drew 
on weather’s rich imagery and metaphor through poetry. 
And Katie Catanzarite (p. 17) took a whimsical, absurdist 
approach to the concept. No two pieces are alike, 
although the spread on pages 12 and 13 shows delightfully 
different takes on the same, nautical theme. There are 
parallels but not replicas, like real life.

While this issue came together, we’ve also been busy 
launching an exciting new project, written and published 
here at NISA/Northern Initiative for Social Action, where 
OMQ is published. The Dictionary of  Madness is a book of  
made-up words and art illustrating real-life experiences 
and emotions related to mental health. The words were 
created in NISA’s weekly Writers’ Circle, and the proceeds 
from its sale will go towards supplies for that group.

It’s a little bit silly, a little bit serious, and absolutely 
authentic to the experiences of  its authors. If  you’re 
interested in buying a copy, you can find it online at 
www.openmindsquarterly.com/shop

It seems fitting that some of  the words within the 
dictionary itself  reflect the theme of  weathering, too.

Take “hopesun, hopefulness that feels like warmth from 
the sun,” or “hurribrain, an influx of  swirling, stormy 
emotions.”

Weather affects us all, and we’re all weathering something.

Whatever tempests might be brewing in your lives, 
whatever bursts of  spring energy you’re looking forward 
to: I hope this issue brings comfort and camaraderie in 
this season of  transitions.

Until next time,

Ella Jane

WWW.OPENMINDSQUARTERLY.COM/SHOP 

THE 

$20+ 
SHIPPING
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NONFICTION

I had once driven through a storm just like the one that 
night in the north. 

The raindrops each hit the windshield so hard I thought it 
would break. 

And the rain that night was hitting the kitchen windows 
with the same menacing force, as if  the house were 
barrelling down the street and crashing into the rain.

That time, thanks to the headlights, I could see the horror 
the rain was leaving behind in the garden in front of  the 
library. Tulips—once proud, colourful, and erect—had 
been beaten down by the wind and rain—down, down, 
down to the dirt which was by then mud. Creamy mud 
and red and yellow and orange petals. A flash storm. 

A fine storm. 

And the one that night was bad too. But I couldn’t tell for 
sure the damage it was doing to Mom’s garden. It was too 
dark. The raindrops slammed against the windows, and 
sounded like when a bit of  water accidentally gets into a 
pot of  hot oil—only louder.

The power was out. It was dark. All I could see outside 
the windows were shadows of  trees trying to break free 
from a dance they wanted no part of. And then, in the 
occasional flash of  lightening, I could see their struggle. 
They dipped and bent so much I could see one of  the 
100-year-old oaks or maples crash through the kitchen. 

They were a neighbour’s trees, and Mom had negotiated 
with him to have a few of  the limbs sawed off  as a 
precaution. She had looked at the trees, and saw them 
crashing into her house on stormy nights like this. The 
neighbour sympathized and allowed Dad to hack away. 

I Hear Voices (excerpt) 
Jason Dean Spence

Grief Falls • Claire Lawrence
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Just a few limbs. Just in case. But Dad sawed off  more 
than a few and the neighbour’s face was cloudy with anger 
and regret afterward. 

And still, the trees were a threat on that night.

But Mom was calm as curry. Not me. I was jumpy. Mom 
had lived through worse storms back home. Those 
tempests that carried away men and homes and stole 
night’s wickedness. The kind of  tropical storms that 
Derek Walcott wrote about, full of  majesty and whimsy, 
drama, and restless African and Greek gods. Hurricane 
itself  is a Carib god. In the kitchen, where we had 
congregated, Mom lit candles and then, with a flashlight, 
hunted for the domino set. By the time she found the 
dominoes, her coffee had been long since cold and the 
candles had shortened and were near death. But there was 
still time and wick enough for us to play three games. It 
was me, my sister, and Mom.

Mom won all three games. 

When Jamaican men play dominoes, they slam the little 
white bricks on the table with crashes like thunder. I 
always considered it a flash of  whiteness, laughter, white 
rum, sophistry adorned with funny patois, and above all, 
a game of  luck. But I couldn’t help notice the skill with 
which Mom played the game as she drank coffee that was 
meant to be hot. She was patient when Sis and I made 
mistakes. She taught us strategy as she played, and had the 
presence of  a parent teaching her little ones how to read. 
And she had the presence of  mind to play, teach, and beat 
us without the slightest downpour of  superiority. 

Back then Sis and I were finishing up our BAs and 
Mom hadn’t even begun college yet. It was one of  those 
moments when lightening disrupts a perfect night sky 
followed by that smell and then sudden rain. One of  those 
moments when I discovered the holes in my raincoat, 
my own First World superiority. The night’s darkness 
that I had felt comfort in was then carpeted with thick, 
impassable mud and I was forced into stillness. 

With virgin eyes I looked around. I wondered if  Sis had 
realized what I had. But what exactly had I realized? 
Mom was calm, deft, and edifying in the dark as wind and 
rain whirled and bared their teeth outside. She had lived 
through worse storms in Jamaica. 

Her first home made her this way. 
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Despite the dark clouds, the forecast does not call for 
rain. So, I sit here struggling to write. The muse, my 
muse, does not come and apparently, I cannot easily 
write without her.

I have been away for so long in a deep, mute bipolar 
depression that, possibly, she has abandoned me or 
been scared away. The dark cloud is close by. But I 
vow to keep stringing words together and find my 
voice. 

The Forecast Never 
Was for Rain
Marian Rapoport

The forecast does not call for rain. For giving up, for 
giving in, for a wordless despair.

There are dark clouds on the horizon. Reminders I have 
lost more than just time cocooning myself  under the 
covers, where bed felt like the only safe place to hide.

I take out the two cameras I bought during my last manic 
episode and realize the best thing is to sell them. They are 
too heavy, too complicated, and not what I need. I am no 
longer the photographer I used to be. Another dark cloud 
to make friends with, but cold rain, I trust, is not in the 
forecast. I will buy something simpler and start over, with 
a beginner’s mind this time.

I have been reluctant to do a vegetable garden this 
summer as if, after years of  gardening, I wouldn’t know 
how to plant seeds in a straight line. Confidence and 
physical energy return slowly to a once frozen body that 
has been shorn of  both for too long.

I walk tentatively onto the garden plot like an awkward 
newcomer and begin to put delicate seeds into the ground, 
picking up the tiny carrot seeds with a tweezer and 
carefully laying them down one by one. I become focused, 
more secure in my body, gradually feeling the sun spread a 
soothing warmth and competence throughout my hands. 

No, the forecast does not call for rain.

I have been in remission for only about a month now. 
Of  course, I keep glancing over my shoulder to see if  the 
depression is returning, if  the clouds are bursting and a 
chilling rain is about to drench me through. Of  course, I 
keep taking my emotional temperature to make sure I am 
OK.

The clouds are understandable. They speak for the real or 
imagined, the temporary or lasting, losses I’ve sustained 
in the years I’ve been underground. What matters most is 
that I haven’t lost myself  to that black hole I lived in day 
after day, wobbly and fragile, and mad at myself.

A soft sense of  pride fills the space once haunted only 
by shame. I’m learning again to be more comfortable in 
my own skin, to live from the belly, to connect with other 
people without being so afraid.

The dark clouds sometimes part. The sun shyly peeks 
through. The forecast, you know, never was for rain.

Rain Check • Stephanie Jackson
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The Table and 
the Giant
T. Perkins

First, there was a ping-pong table, then there was Scott. 

Or maybe I should tell you there was Scott and then the 
ping-pong table? Truthfully, I think there was the ping-
pong table and there was Scott. A duality. The point 
I’m trying to make is, when I first met Scott, I didn’t 
particularly like him. He was tall and goofy and charismatic 
and charming. He had a certain infectious air about him 
that made him impossible to ignore, people liked Scott. 
People didn’t particularly like me. It’s not that they disliked 
me, it’s just that nobody really liked me, either. In a way, 
though it’s embarrassing to admit, Scott was everything I 
wished I was, but knew I never would be. That’s probably 
why I found him so off-putting. 

While we didn’t click at first, we did discover we were one 
hell of  a ping-pong match for each other, and we both 
loved the game. That’s what we bonded over: a damn table. 

I’ll tell you one other thing about Scott: if  you were to ever 
hug him, your head would rest against his enormous chest, 
and you’d hear the steady beating of  his heart inside. The 
man is a giant. He’s freaking enormous. 

I’ll go ahead save you the melodrama and confess the 
truth up front. It’s a sort of  metaphor, though the event 
is literal, so I’m at a loss to give it a technical term, but the 
night before I attempted suicide, I had a dream. I was in a 
rickety house, trapped due to the surrounding snowbanks 
the blizzard had created around the doors. The walls 
creaked and the roof  shrieked, and the anxiety simmered 
in my chest, broiling near the top as I awaited what I knew 
was inevitable: the roof  caved in on itself. I’m not sure if  I 
died in the dream or not. 

There’s a point to this: though I’ve been sick most of  my 
life, before the really bad days, when my weathered mind 
finally gave and caved to the changing season and greying 
sky, there was a ping-pong table, and there was a giant 
named Scott.

“Are you nuts?” he demanded of  Jeff, towering over him 
with his seven-foot frame. “Lavender and pine don’t go 
together. It’s a damn atrocity!” 

We’ve all learned to not take Scott’s outbursts personally. 
I lay on the couch, listening to them squabble over the 
contents of  their soap, while I observed the ceiling 
texture, scanning it for potential make-shift cartoon 
characters or interesting patterns. I do this sometimes 
(more like usually): exist corporeally in the present, letting 
my mind wander to wherever it feels. I mused—partly 
tongue in cheek, partly not—trying to understand how we 
wound up here three bachelors, making soap on the eve 
of  Scott’s wedding. (Well, I wonder how they wound up 
this way. It’s no secret how I did. I’ve always been a loser.) 

I think it’s funny, my character’s plight. I raced a season 
of  professional triathlon and, (though it was overly 
ambitious) had Olympic aspirations. I was a four-point-
oh student at an academically rigorous college-prep high 
school and took second in my class to a guy who earned 
his first PhD at the age of  21. Though I apparently have 
all the credentials to consider myself  an “interesting 
person,” nobody else has ever found me to be that way. 
I’ve always been a wallflower.

After a nervous break at the beginning of  my second 
professional triathlon season, and worsening symptoms 
of  depression and anxiety since the get go, my parents 
convinced me to rack my bike and closet the jersey. That 
was in December. It was almost exactly three years, to the 
very weekend—a sort of  commemoration, I suppose—I 
almost ended my life. It wasn’t until months later I 
recognized the connection between the events. After that, 
right as the majority of  my friends were graduating and 
beginning their careers, I dropped out and started writing 
essays and stories for a living. (Don’t worry about me too 
much.) I’ll admit, it’s not the sexiest of  lifestyles. 

When they took me away to the psych ward, one tech told 
me I was there at the wrong time of  year. The hospital sat 
on the mountain and overlooked the Salt Lake Valley, a 
perpetually gray backdrop complimenting it. 

“During the summer, you can see the sunset right behind 
the city. Let me tell you, it’s the most beautiful thing you’ll 
ever see.”

“Damn, I guess I picked the wrong time of  year to try and 
kill myself,” I joked back. 

He didn’t appreciate it—he sighed and walked out of  the 
room—but the nearby patient cackled with a boisterous 
laugh, which made me feel pretty good, actually. 
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Regardless of  how much I like to, it’s rare that I make 
a person laugh like that. After embarrassing myself  too 
many times, I just stopped trying. I never particularly fit in, 
socially. People found my sense of  humor quirky, and my 
personality either too intense, or obnoxious. As a result, I 
grew up mostly alone and lonely, and I was even beaten up 
a few times by people I thought were my friends thanks to 
my awkwardness.

Somehow, I found somewhat of  a community at the 
hospital. Sometimes I miss it. Crazy as it seems, even 
though it was the worst time of  my life, I was the happiest 
I’d been in a long, long time there. 

While I was there, I learned about OCPD—obsessive-
compulsive personality disorder—and the duress I’d been 
under for years came into a bit of  focus. 

My doctor framed the illness this way: “You’re likely to 
be extremely successful at whatever you choose to do 
in life, but at the general cost of  genuine connection 
and happiness.” While her words were blunt, they made 
enough sense to me. I thought I’d grown up the smartest 
and strongest and fastest, and also the loneliest, apparently. 

“You have this unnatural ability to work like nobody I’ve 
ever seen,” my mom would tell me growing up.  

“When you set your mind to something, to hell with 
anything trying to stop it!” That’s what my dad would say.

When the world found me irritating and annoying, and I 
began to feel I didn’t really have a place in it, I turned to 
the finer things of  life: ambition and success. I wouldn’t 
read Shakespeare until much later in life: “Cromwell, 
I charge thee, fling away ambition: By that sin fell the 
angels; how can man, then, The image of  his Maker, hope 
to win by it?” By then, it was too late. I’d fallen so far 
down the rabbit hole, I feared I’d never find my way back.

It didn’t take much effort to convince myself  I’d be 
lonely forever. And it didn’t take much logic to see all 
the ambition in the world wouldn’t make up for that. I 
chose to take my life the first week in December. I sat in 
my car and found something beautiful to the pitter-patter 
of  freezing rain falling onto the roof, almost as if  the 
universe was welcoming my rest. 

Under the weight of  its trauma, the memory feels hazy 
and blurry, but I called Scott. We had a business meeting 

that night, and I told myself  I’d called to let him know 
I’d have to miss it. I told myself  that, at least. I’m still 
embarrassed by the truth of  my motives, and hate to 
admit it:

I can tell you about the rhythmic beating of  his heart 
when he hugs you because he heard the break and quiver 
in my voice almost immediately, and it didn’t take much 
prodding for him to wrestle a confession out of  me. He 
came to me in my worst and he held me while I cried. 
But I listened to the steady thump of  his heart and 
found comfort in the evidence that, for at least a second, 
someone’s heart was beating just for me. 

It was four months later I watched him get married and 
was privileged to be the best man at his wedding. It wasn’t 
even my own wedding, but for some reason, that day is 
one of  the happiest of  my life. 

That night I stood in the foreign silence of  what was 
once my and Scott’s apartment, but was now just my 
own and thought about the cemetery outside my hospital 
window—an obvious symbol that I easily could have 
wound up there—and nostalgia washed over as I recalled 
the stories we lived in that janky flat that will exist 
expressly through the medium of  memory from now on. 
Memories and stories I very nearly was not around for.  

Am I no longer depressed? Of  course not. Have I been 
emergency free since that stay at the hospital? Also, no. 
Maybe I did fall too far down the rabbit hole and I’m 
fighting a doomed cause. Regardless, I can’t help but find 
hope in the word “fallen” as it is used to describe both 
humanity’s plight and the nature of  love. We are fallen—
and also, we fall into love. 

It’s true, most days I am lonely and depressed, and there 
are unspeakable evils and pain in this world, and most 
days, that’s a heavy load to carry. But it must also be said, 
in that sad world, there are also giants and tables, because 
at the bottom of  Pandora’s box there’s still hope. And I 
believe in hope. 

I thought about all of  that, standing in the quiet 
apartment, the word still, quiet, around me, and how 
perhaps the frailty of  life is the very thing which makes it 
so sacred. 

And then I cried for everything that did, and did not, and 
would, and would not ever happen. 
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Our little house leans into the wind 
as it howls around corners,
rattles windows, clutches at shingles.
The birch tree sways and dances, bark supple and yielding,
but tender branches will litter the yard by morning.
In the garden, the tall grasses bow and scrape, 
golden tassels shredding in the gale.
No fire tonight to soften the chill,
the wind would moan down the chimney,
fan flames with icy fingers, carry smoke indoors.

It feels familiar to me, this swirling energy;
I recognize this buffeting of  forces,
pushing me this way and that,
unseen but unrelenting,
clutching and rattling, moaning and howling.
I too have bowed and scraped,
twisted in the wind,
drifted rudderless on high seas.

But now, as Mother Nature’s tirades become incessant,
her warnings more insistent,
my own inner tumult is subsiding, the gales abating,
the waters within have calmed.
I have found shelter, finally, in a safe harbour.
I pull my sweater tight, curl up 
with book and blanket, sip tea for comfort.
Nothing to do but wait out the storm.
Our house is made of  brick, not wood or straw,
this huffing and puffing will not blow it down.

Windstorm
Anne Hofland

POETRY
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Pecker-fetted tree, silhouetted 
against a firelit sky.

The trace of  reaching branches, bare
where life may have grown—

Veins taking to the night.

Weather in balance on Occam’s blade:
Over, ended, finished, gone, good.

The seasons change:
Birth, growth, decay, death, reprise.

The seasons, change:
Sunrise, noon, sunset, moon, always.

Life is mad. And reasons difficult to come by
these days, but for remembering 

the first signs of  fall 
in burnt carmine maple leaves; 

Stems hellebore, veins constrictor green—

Clinging to the living side of  life
as sunsets often do,

resisting the consuming moonlight
to leave something behind.

Bled at the source.

Life Aflame
Andrew Lafleche

seasons • miranda fragomeni
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Silken honey
Spills over the skyline,

Plops on the water and
Ripples like strips
Of  saltwater taffy

Rolled thin by roller pin 
Saltwater waves

And carried away 
With the sea to the shoreline

Where Granny sits
On the creaking porch swing, 

Clicking her needles 
And purling the yarn

Made dewy in the mist
Of  sea-salt sprays.

Sunbeams bob 
On the water,

Curling and twisting. 
I pop tart, lemon gumballs

In my mouth, 
While the sun sets

And I sup 
And my cheeks ache

From the sour, sweet sunlight
Slicked over my tongue.

I watch the clouds lie
Like land masses

Stacked on the sky 
From an upside-down

World that might not know
Their milky heavens

Make ocean tides
And their stars are the glow

Of  candles in the curtained cabin 
Wood log windows
Around the water.

A sturdy bench of  driftwood
Makes a beach chair

And gumballs from the bag
Burst with lemon
On my lips, I lick

The sugar magic melting
In my mouth like the honey
That spills over the skyline

Of  the harbour

As winter crawls 
over the City of  Glass, 
my joints succumb 
to lethargy. 

I find myself  caught
in a doldrum.

Neither tea 
nor tincture is enough
to rouse me 
from this gelid state.

Salvation can only
come from the tender
melody of  an easterly
wind.

The potency of  Atlantic 
brine jumping into a whiskey-
fuelled jig, rising 
through my sinuses.

Two-stepping with reckless precision
in unison with silver-bellied salmon, 

weaving through fishermen’s nets,
diving deep below ocean currents—

frolicking betwixt
violent eddies.

Slack and warm, 
it settles into a focused
tap, tip-toeing

along the shore;
 keeping time  
with the crustaceans 
and mollusks
who call the border 
between land and sea home.

Taps
slowly give way
to focused glides
that match the lithe cadence 
of kelp’s 
soft sashay, carrying 
itself ashore to meet 
evening tide.  

Energy expended, 
it rests on my palate, 
salty & crisp, ready 
to share a tale or two
of its travails.

Island patois echoes 
off my molars
recalling the terracotta 
shores of Cavendish

and the palliative grit 
of the red sand  
between your toes 
anchoring you

to the edge of the world.

Honey Harbour
Taylor Sorenson

Cèilidh
df  parizeau
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Signal Hill
A. Gregory Franken

the wind on Signal Hill
whips my worries and my hair
both growing but tamed by nature’s strength
subjugated to the buffeting gales

i can see the length of  St. John’s harbour
feel the salt scent inside my nose
perched atop a rocky abutment
above the shore, the ships at anchor

chilled my skin feels ’gainst the air
that glides like Newfoundlander slang
across the tongues of  those both born and bred
and dances lightly to reach my ears

the warships moored remind me of  history
about this island’s storm-swept past
when Britain claimed this outpost as their own
and cod delivered a way and life

though the fishery is largely silent
the spirit of  pride animates anon
and this place fills my soul with gladness and peace
as i straddle its rocky shores

Signal Hill has sent me a strong signal
lit my heart released my cares
reminds me life need only be simple— 
just ride the waves to port and savour home.

after Ocean Vuong / after Roger Reeves / 
after Frank O’Hara

[writer’s name], it’s alright to cry. 
Your sadness is just a cave 
& not a well. Someday you 

will get out. Hold on. Relish
the sunlight wringing through

the cracks in the roof  for now.
Listen to the echoes of  your 

footsteps. Walk in circles 
& you’ll never feel lonely. 

Remember, it’s not your fault 
if  your family is drifting apart. 
You don’t have to come back

if  you don’t want to. The difference 
between a boat & a home is 

the sound that wakes you up
in the morning. [writer’s name], listen.

Do you hear the seagulls cawing? 
I know you’re scared of  all 

the shouting, but your father 
still loves you. Don’t worry. He 
understands if  you cannot love 

him back. How could anyone 
expect a beached whale to sing? 

Walk today’s distance. Look! 
Here’s the moon that says I love you. 

It raised a whole ocean for you
to swim in. The water is warm.

Someday I’ll Love 
[writers’ name]

J.Sophronius
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the funnel cloud is one that descends from a supercell thunderstorm. 
if  it tip touches the ground, it is defined as a tornado.

the sky is pregnant, the clouds are bursting at the seams, &
i stand in a field with my mouth open wide, jaw practically unhinged  

(a word that could define me too),
& the molecules of  water clinging to each other can’t keep 
their hold on one another, & they’re swept in circles,
round and round, spinning faster than the earth itself,
until they reach the ground—no, until they reach my lips.

i have not kissed a girl, but i have pressed my lips 
to a whirlwind. it sways left & right, clinging to my teeth, my tongue,
my windpipe, my lungs. it dances down my throat into my stomach.

i have swallowed a tornado, moisture and all.

& soon i am spinning, until i reach the limits of  the atmosphere, 
faster than the earth itself, round and round, & i do not need 
to breathe because you are what you eat & i ate a tornado, so anything
lying in my path will cease to be.

i eat twisters for breakfast
Ezra J. Logan

take me away • miranda fragomeni
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Never—a hurricane
Never—a tornado

Never—a storm
Never—lightning
Never—thunder 

Devastating floods—sometimes 
Violent freezing winds—sometimes 

Always—a constant hammering inside my head
Always—a fractured will, not giving in yet.

My Weather Forecast
Giovanni Mangiante

 
Global warming causes “drunken” trees in Alaska 

Leaning over at unseemly angles from the earth
Some “very drunk” have fallen over

The ground underneath them melted 
Moved from solid to liquid

Not one day all at once 
But slowly 

Steady climb of  the days towards heat 
They had broken foundations 

Then one day they noticed 
And fell

Day 3
Ash Winters
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Outside my window, I can see the sky, the sun, the clouds. The weather changes, but the buildings stay the same. Over 
the course of  my residing here, I have watched the mattress decay. Do you see it there, to the left? About six floors 
down, on the roof  of  that building in front of  the church. It’s kind of  an orangey colour. There’s a big tree to the right. 
That’s it. That pile of  mushy pulp was once Someone’s bed. Some time ago, three years or more, it brought comfort to 
a sleeping body. A resting soul. It was there when I moved in, but at that point it looked like a nice mattress and seemed 
to me like Someone had the right idea: sleeping under the stars, the sky, the open air … but in the city? By now, that 
mess of  cotton has become saturated with the very hum of  this city, the dirt in the air. I wonder what the roof  directly 
beneath it looks like. I wonder if  the mattress drips down from the ceiling, into a bucket in the middle of  Someone’s 
bedroom floor, every time it rains.

The Mattress
Sydney Rose

Trauma • Adam Levon Brown
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“All hands on deck—I sense a change in atmosphere.”
“Where’s the danger? Should we fight?”
“No, no, flee—we should definitely flee—”
“Hold on tight, one surge of  adrenaline coming right up.”
“Guys, I’m speeding up. Prepare for some turbulence.”
“We’re spinning! She’s gonna collapse.”
“Be careful, Adrenal. Cool her off  now or she’ll overheat.”
“We can’t expand. She’s taking in too much air way too fast.”
“Hey, I’m slowing down here! Circ’s not giving me my share of  the blood!”
“I can’t help it! Do you want her to pass out?”
“Do you want her to be sick in front of  all these people?”
“Circ and Digestive, you have to focus, you’re scaring her.”
“If  she would’ve remembered to give us the extra GABA—”
“We don’t need any manmade help. We should be enough for her—”
“Everyone stop sending me mixed signals and quiet down. I’m taking over.”
“You’re such a bully, Brain.”
“Watch a master, Resp.”
“The master who can’t produce enough gamma-amino—”
“It’s working, Circ’s slowing down.”
“She’s cooling off.”
“Be on the lookout, shakes will probably set in soon.”
“Here come her parents, they’ll gives us the extra GABA.”
“I think we did a good enough job on our own.”
“Only because we had to, Digestive. At her next performance she—and we—will be more prepared.”
“Keep the dream alive, Brain.”
“Always do.”

Anatomical Reaction
Katie Catanzarite
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Hallucination • Adam Levon Brown



18 • Winter 2020 • Open Minds Quarterly18 • Winter 2020 • Open Minds Quarterly
Depression • Adam Levon Brown



Open Minds Quarterly • Winter 2020 • 19

and not in the metaphorical sense. or at least not exclusively.

as the second tropical storm (?) in one short month wreaks havoc outside your windows, rain assaulting 
pavement and tree branches assaulting power lines,

you consider the island that is your bed. 

its linens of  grey and beige and white. somehow both warm and cool, inviting and foreboding. it is an island unto 

itself, full of  contradictions, because
you have spent lovely, dream-like evenings alone reading poetry in that bed. and
you have spent bright mornings waking to the smiling eyes of  a woman you love in that bed. but
you have also spent nights sleepless in that bed, harangued by a new anxiety with each passing minute. 
and you have also spent mornings glued to that bed, too terrified of  the dark toxic fog around you to 
rise.

but those are different kinds of  storms. that wreak different kinds of  havoc. that assault kinder kinds of  things.

the island that is your bed is crisply made each morning only to be rustled and undone by the 140-pound beast 
of  a dog that you live with. “you live with” who are you kidding?
that dog is the reason you choose to get out of   bed each day, on the days that you do choose to do so.

so as the second tropical storm in one short month wreaks havoc outside your windows, you close your 
computer and rise from your couch and walk towards the sanctuary of  your bedroom

and there lies the beautiful goliath. occupying the entirety of  your queen-sized island. impossibly conquering all 
four corners at once. so soundly asleep you might have mistaken her for dead, were it not for the truly astonishing 
decibel at which her snores rattle your bedroom walls.

not that you mind. because that dog fills your heart. that dog is your heart. she is the whole thing.

and that lazy sprawl is just not the position of  a heart full of  worries. it is not the position of  a heart weighed 
down by sorrows. it is not the position of  a heart considering whether it might be better off  not beating.

so there she lies, your heart on your bed. open and restful. lazy and loud. 
unconcerned with the amount of  physical space she occupies.
unmoved that this makes 100+ days in a row that have looked just like this one: doing precisely what she pleases.

and precisely what she pleases is spending the day laid bare on the bed you have worked slowly but diligently to 
make into a sanctuary. what she pleases is to find a moment of  calm in spite of  the storm assaulting the world 
outside the windows around her. to find rest on the bed that you have made into an island. into a home. for her.

wherein “her” is your beautiful beast. 
wherein “she” is your beautiful heart.

storm on,
beautiful, beastly heart. rest now,
there is plenty of  havoc to wreak later.

on feeling unsure of  the difference between 
“hurricane” and “tropical storm”
Madeline Farber
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for Nicholas Fuentes-Pride

“still waters run deep” is an old proverb
 it’s Latin, but we get it from France, La Fontaine

other Frenchmen crossed the Atlantic
 You need only stand on Her shore to know 
  that the deepest waters are seldom still

nature’s wrath is brought to life by water
 picture it: hurricanes, storm surges, tsunamis, nor’easters
disturbed waters uproot trees (but keep La Fontaine in mind, reeds might survive) 
 lives are destroyed and cities ruined: Ōkuma, New Orleans
proud ships are wrecked in twenty-foot waves, Gordon Lightfoot sings about it
  the seas, the water, can claim us all

 do You see   water, trees,
  how it all connects?  ships and magic?

 Consider it: I borrow an ocean’s name
I’m an illusionist, a magician. vanishing acts are a favourite of  Mine, I disappear
          beneath the waves
  those waters are like My mind; restless
   disturbed currents of  thought (get it) as natural to Me 
    as a storm at sea: I am the hurricane

 it lives    (USELESSGOODFORNOTHINGLAYABOUTFAILURE
  in My head  UNLOVEDYOULLACCOMPLISHNOTHINGEVER
     THEYHATEYOUIHATEYOUJUSTGODIEALREADY)

 here’s a line from Gordon Lightfoot: “the waves turn the minutes to hours”
I’m lashed constantly. I picture Myself  a lighthouse, but can one be of  any use
        in such a storm?
     it is too much to bear. it will consume all in its path.

but I’m a magician.
 illusions, sleight of  hand, ship (wrecks) in a bottle
        (tempest in a teapot)

I fold it up (roses 
            like a bouquet of  paper roses  sabres
        razor blades)
and tuck it away behind My eyes, out of  sight
      so as not to disturb You

|ship in a bottle|
- atlantic
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Ardith Powell, Ardie of Hope
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It’s nearly 2:30 a.m. when I sit bolt 
upright in bed. 

What was that? Are the boys screaming in 
their sleep? 

Outside, a glacial wind sprays the 
roof  and siding of  our cookie-cutter 
cottage with frozen drizzle. I hold 
my breath and squint trying to listen 
more intently. There it is again, that 
shrill sound that stirred me from the 
blissful, black void of  slumber. 

It’s my phone ringing, interrupting the 
night’s stillness with a snippet of  that 

overplayed Mozart piece, Eine kleine 
Nachtmusik, on a loop. I must have 
forgotten to switch my cell to vibrate 
last night, as I usually do before 
hunkering down for the weekend.

 My eyes take a moment to adjust to 
the darkness as I fumble out of  the 
layers of  flannel and down to answer 
the damn thing before it wakes up 
the entire family. I clear my throat of  
its thick phlegm and rub my numb 
fists over my eyelids, willing myself  to 
sound alert. 

“Hello?” I manage. 

“It’s me,” my sister’s voice vibrates 
with impatience. “You need to come 
over right now. Something’s wrong 
with Ed.” 

Here we go again. 

I sigh and massage my temples with 
my free hand. I shuffle back to bed, 
plopping down in a familiar sag in 
the mattress. When I told Ruth I was 
available day or night for new-born 
advice, I didn’t literally mean all night. 

The first call came three months ago 
around midnight when Ruth’s water 

The Call
Valentina Basilicata

Shattered by Isolation • Laura Lynn McLean    

FICTION
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broke—and they haven’t stopped 
since. Who knew becoming an auntie 
would leave me nearly as sleep-
deprived as when I was nursing infant 
twins? 

“What happened? Can it wait until 
morning?” 

Ruth hesitates slightly, inhaling 
shakily. “No! Please. I can’t explain it 
over the phone. Just come now.” She 
hangs up without warning.

For a moment, I remain phone in 
hand on the edge of  the bed with 
my bare feet dangling over the cold, 
wooden floor. The ungodly hour 
and the steady rhythm of  ice rain 
rapping on the window make it hard 
to process our brief  conversation, but 
a sudden surge of  adrenaline radiating 
from the pit of  my stomach jolts me 
into complete consciousness. 

My unanswered questions have me 
cycling countless worst-case scenarios 
in my racing mind.

Keep it together. 

I roll toward my husband, seeking 
heat as I tuck the covers around 
myself; I nudge his back with my 
knees until he stirs. 

“You need to get up,” I keep 
repeating. 

Peter rolls over to face me, opening 
one eye, then the other. His thin lips 
are set downward, deepening the 
wrinkles at the corners of  his mouth. 
He’s always so grumpy in his sleep. 

“The kids are fine,” he mumbles. “Go 
back to sleep.”

“My sister just called,” I insist, 
annoyed at his complete oblivion and 
a little jealous of  his ability to sleep 
through an earthquake.

“I think her husband isn’t feeling well 
or something. She wants someone to 
get over there right now. I’m sure the 
baby is giving her a hard time, and 
she just needs an extra pair of  hands 
to get her through the night. Can you 
go, please? It’s ice raining, and I’m 
not comfortable going out in this 
weather.” 

Peter rolls his eyes. “OK. OK. I’m up. 
I’ll go.” 

I watch his tall, skinny frame head 
for the walk-in closet. He emerges 
seconds later wearing his go-to 
weekend attire: a pair of  frayed blue 
jeans and an old Bruce Springsteen 
tee underneath a tattered parka. He’s 
so predictable, but that’s one of  the 
reasons I married him. He was the 
first person I had ever allowed myself  
to trust. 

“I’m sure it’s not serious. You know 
how my sister panics for nothing,” 
I quietly call after him, trying to 
reassure myself  too. 

Already tiptoeing down the creaky 
corridor to the front door, Peter 
ignores me. 

My heart flip-flops like a fish out of  
water, and I swallow hard. Fatigue is 
letting my anxiety get the best of  me. 

Breathe deeply. In. Out. Stay in the moment. 
I remember my therapist’s advice and 
repeat her words instinctively. Count 
backwards: ten, nine, eight ... 

“Useless!” I mutter. 

I jump out of  bed and hurriedly 
follow Peter, tugging at his sleeve as 
he opens the door. Ice pellets bounce 
off  his coat and catch my toes. A 
gust of  wind blows the hair off  my 
neck, sending a shiver down my spine. 
Over his shoulder, I glimpse the ice-
coated tree branches and streetlamps 

glistening with a diamond-like sheen. 
Every surface appears smooth and 
eerily beautiful, their imperfections 
hidden beneath the cold, hard veneer. 
It will all be gone by morning, melted 
by the sun. 

“Please text me when you get there. 
Let me know what’s going on, or I 
won’t be able to get back to sleep.” 

“Yes, of  course. I gotta go.” Peter 
kisses my forehead, pulls on his hood, 
and shuffles to our sedan in the 
sloped driveway. I scurry back to the 
bedroom. 

The sound of  Peter’s scraper cutting 
into the thick ice on his windshield 
makes me cringe, like nails on a 
chalkboard, but I listen until he drives 
off  and the engine rattle grows faint 
in the distance. Finally, the house is 
quiet again. Ruth lives mere blocks 
away. Even with the storm, it should 
only take a few minutes for Peter to 
safely arrive at the apartment. 

With nothing to do but wait, I settle 
into my empty bed with my phone 
grasped tightly. 

Keep breathing. In. Out. Keep counting.

I stare at the screen. Two tanned, 
sand-speckled faces smiled back; I 
can almost taste the briny saltwater 
on their skin. The twins had never 
seen the ocean until our first family 
vacation to the Caribbean last spring. 
They had squealed with delight, 
endlessly splashing in the tide 
until their fingers and toes turned 
into wrinkly, purple prunes. Even 
I couldn’t resist letting the foamy 
waves wash over me again and again, 
blurring the rows of  self-inflicted 
scars on my arms and thighs. 

No messages from Peter yet. 

… seven, six, five …



24 • Winter 2020 • Open Minds Quarterly

I scroll backwards through my 
camera roll. I pause on an image 
of  Ed theatrically dipping his bride 
in front of  ornate wooden church 
doors, leaning in for a smooch. Ruth 
is beaming, her hand tenderly resting 
on Ed’s chest—just over his defective 
heart. Four years have flown by since 
Ruth and Ed tied the knot.

… four, three, two, one.

The old-fashioned alarm clock on 
the dresser relentlessly ticks away the 
minutes.  

What is taking Peter so long? 

I stretch out to fill the queen-size bed. 
Peter’s scent—Irish Spring mixed 
with perspiration—lingers, but I long 
for his body heat. My nerves make me 
shiver even more. 
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Breathe. In. Out.

I start feeling bad about not heading 
out myself  (the wait is proving to be 
more torturous than the short drive) 
and in that moment I give in to the 
voice in my head, the one holding me 
hostage since childhood. It’s actually 
a chorus of  voices—mainly my 
mother’s, my father’s—harmonizing 
to taunt me: You’re unreliable. You’re 
selfish and uncaring. You’ve never been good 
enough. What a disappointment.

Though I’d heard them before, the 
insults make my brain buzz and ears 
ring. Whether they are true or not, 
I am never really sure, but the self-
doubt and guilt they trigger is enough 
to make me crazy. 

I curl into a fetal position, resisting 
the urge to throw up. Tears soak my 
pillow. I reach into the nightstand and 
fish around until I hear the familiar 
rattle of  Ativans. Shake. Shake. Two 
green tablets tumble onto my tongue, 
melting as they mix with the acrid 
saliva beneath my tongue. I reach 
back into the drawer for a few swigs 
of  earthy gin from a flask I gifted 
Peter years ago. He never liked it. 

Repulsed by the stale smell of  my 
damp nightshirt, I toss about fitfully 
while waiting for the cocktail of  
pharmaceuticals and liquor to soften 
me around the edges, unfurl me from 
the inside out. 

I long to grow heavy with sleep, to 
escape this feeling, this moment, this 
whole night. 

Heart pounding, I remain shrouded 
beneath the crumpled bedding trying 
to somehow shield myself  from 
reality, but the words on my phone 
glow brightly and unwavering when 
Peter’s text finally arrives with a loud 
ping: 

HE’S GONE.

After the Storm Comes the Sun • Laura Lynn McLean
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“Oy, Marion,” I hear Olly’s voice 
calling from the foyer. 

I roll over on the sofa just enough for 
him to hear me stir. The unseasonably 
sunny daylight is brighter than my 
retinas can manage, so I keep my eyes 
closed. “You right mate?” 

“Uh.” My grunt echoes in the hollow 
space, prompting him to shove my 
mail through the slot and continue 
on his route, knowing he can hold 
off  calling an ambulance to pick up 
my body for at least another day. 

I’m hoping the cat will save him the 
burden and just start chewing away at 
my bones after a few days. 

“Moonie,” I call out. A few creaks 
in the house. “Moonie,” I call again. 
This time she responds with a distant 
“mew.” I forget when the last time I 
fed either of  us was, so I’m relieved 
to hear she’s still kicking. 

Picking myself  off  the sofa for the 
first time in probably a few days—
weeks, if  we were going off  of  the 

smell of  my hair and clothes—I 
wander over to the mail, scattered on 
the front mat.

I imagine—from the sudden drop off  
in mailed death threats following the 
news special that featured a photo 
of  us standing before our house in 
Dublin, the front porch and house 
number in shot—that Olly’s been 
sorting through my mail, removing 
any letter without a return address. 

Bless him, he must’ve missed this 
one letter, stamped from Germany, 

Daydream
Kendra Guidolin

 Winter Storm of Memories • Laura Lynn McLean  
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slipped between the latest Daily 
Knitting and Sky TV guide. I usually 
don’t bother anymore, mostly because
 all the letters tend to get at the same 
thing over and over again: 

“He was your husband” and “How 
could you have not known?” But this 
one is postmarked from Dresden, 
not far from where Tom was last 
seen, and I can’t help but open it up, 
just so I can confirm he’s still alive, 
still managing to escape those who 
recognise his face from the latest 
Hulu documentary.

“You stupid fucking whore,” the 
letter begins, and I’m thrust back 
into the frenzy that was the constant 
badgering at my door for interviews 
for Channel 3, The Independent, even 
for an American true crime podcast, 
and the constant retching up of  
stomach acid into my toilet.

Flushing the stomach acid down, 
I take a moment to wipe my chin 
and breathe deeply. The cat brushes 
against my leg on my way back to 
the living room, knowing the path 
I frequent by now. I collapse onto 
the sofa, and find my way back into 
the comfort of  my old VR system 
from my days back at the Castletroy 
TechStar. 

Expecting darkness, I flinch as they 
turn on. My vision focuses once I 
blink away the grey spots that litter 
the screen. The logo appears: a 
fluffy cloud with the title Daydream 
underneath in tiny blue font. Then, I 
am just off  a dirt path of  a concrete 
tourism site. I don’t recognise it 
right away, with my latest additions 
updated. 

The cliffs are foggy, and the ocean 
slams violently at the lavender rock 
below. Unfamiliar with my own 

coding, I re-enter the program, 
moving my head side to side in large, 
sweeping movements. Its sensitivity, 
dependent on the positioning of  the 
goggles to the console on the floor, 
calls for a sort of  emphasised quality 
specific to live theatre or Bugs Bunny 
sketches. 

Having left this world to hang 
suspended in my termination, the 
revived park seems larger than its 
original muse; the waves rougher, the 
fall steeper, and the edges where rock 
meets the ocean more clouded. 

I suppose since my last suggestions, 
they upped the definition and 
Guidolin 5 added more details, like 
seagulls fighting and parking tickets 
flipping through the wind every so 
often. 

As I turn my head to the left, I hear a 
small humming, though I don’t recall 
turning the speakers on. I lean my 
body forward, pushing past the mist 
that coats the air, down to a stony 
staircase. On one side of  the rail is a 
plaque that reads “Cliffs of  Moher, 
52.9719° N, 9.4265° W,” and on the 
other, an empty parking lot. 

I turn my head once more, flipping 
my body around to lay nearly entirely 
flat, face down in the cushion. 

Looking down at the bottom step, 
there is a weathered, old street 
performer, singing and playing an 
accordion hidden under a rain poncho 
that has a large four leaf  clover on the 
back. The only features that stick out 
from the yellow poncho are his grey 
eyebrows and his only slightly hairy 
chin, pinkened by the cold. 

He mumbles some lines, but the 
chords he pulls along to his tapping 
heel keeps me on track as he sings

under his hood, “and it’s no, nay, 
never, no, nay, never no more.”

“Oy,” I call to him through the wind. 
“You take requests?” His tune doesn’t 
skip a beat. He must not have heard 
me. 

I continue on, trudging past where 
all the tourists would sink in the 
mud and decide to go home, and 
find a small alcove with a patch of  
meadowsweet and yellow sea kale. 

The new spray effect shows the 
direction of  the wind, and glistens 
with the reflection of  what sun 
manages to seep through the clouds. 

The rapid waving of  windblown grass 
gives me goose bumps; it may be just 
a draft conveniently passing through. 

Stepping back onto the grassy hillside 
beyond the cobbled stairs, I examine 
the skyline of  the chalky white cliffs, 
searching for any irregularities in the 
image. The details are so crisp I catch 
sight of  some ants taking shelter in 
a Guidolin 6 crack of  the brick wall 
separating the park’s trail and the sea. 

The music softens behind me, and 
knowing the performer is far from 
where I stand now, I allow my eyes to 
glaze over the sharp rocks that jut out 
from the threatening waves directly 
below. They stand wide and vast in 
front of  me, urging me to leap. The 
deep violets and greens from the 
water fade into the bright clouds so 
seamlessly my eyes nearly missed the 
hovering watermark, Google 2024. 

Saltwater comes flying onto the lens 
and I flinch. The tiny droplets run 
down my goggles. I’m surprised, 
and confused for a moment, when 
I rub my eyes, and the rain doesn’t 
disappear.
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