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Foreword

Juliet Jacques
Oscar Wilde once said that “the truth 
is rarely pure and never simple.” This 
seemed like the perfect title to give 
to our zine that collects prose, poems, 
scripts, essays and artworks by 
members of The Oscar Wilde Temple 
Artists’ Group, made in winter/spring 
2019 and launched at Studio Voltaire, 
London on 18 April 2019.

The group met four times between 
February and April 2019, and soon 
agreed that we should all make works, 
individually or collectively, that 
responded to The Oscar Wilde Temple 
exhibition at Studio Voltaire, made by 
McDermott & McGough. The brief was 
broad: they could respond specifically 
to the artists’ work; to the life of Wilde, 
or the other LGBTQI+ martyrs whose 
stories were presented in the Temple; 
or to themes of queer suffering and 
erasure, joy and collectivity suggested 
by the installation.

The artists and writers in the group 
met this challenge in all sorts of 
intelligent and inventive ways: some 

with fact, some with fiction, and some 
blurring those boundaries; some with 
poetic reflections on personal histories 
(their own, or those of others); some 
with criticism of LGBTQI+ culture, 
past and present. The end result has 
been a vibrant set of work, which 
we unanimously decided should be 
presented as a zine, and that all 
proceeds should go to akt.

So I must thank all the members of the 
group for the work that you will find 
here—as well as Laura Harford of Studio 
Voltaire for convening the sessions, and 
Virgil B/G Taylor for his encyclopædic 
knowledge of queer zines (including 
his own, Fag Tips), and for all his work 
in helping to design this publication—
with considerable input from its 
contributors, of course. It was a joy to 
work with the group, and to receive 
their work, which really impressed 
and moved me with its variety and 
vivacity—I hope it is as much fun for 
you to read as it was for us to create.
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The Time Machine, or: 

“This conversation took one hundred years”

Phyllida Jacobs
In 1895, Oscar Wilde was convicted of gross indecency 
and sentenced to two years hard labour. The same year 
saw the publication of The Time Machine by H.G. Wells.

1895

There’s calamity in the air,
The newspapers sing
Of trouble —
Wilde is as good as dead, we know it. 
In the midst of all that fear,
I opened up a book and dreamed
Of another time.

1995

When my students ask me if I am gay, I say 
No.
When my father asks me if I am gay, I say 
No.
When my brother asks me if I am gay, I say 
No.
My mother knows not to ask.
My world is cracking open all around me — 
My life has become
Uninhabitable.
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1995

“They put up a blue plaque here
To mark the pillory where they pelted her
With stones until she lost her sight —
And never saw her wife again.
They put up a plaque where they hit him
And the hurt throbbed hard in his side
As if he’d grown a second heart.”

The tour guide said, their voice 
Sinking like a stone in water.

“Sometimes the mark we leave on history
Is a bruise.”

 
1895

In the centre of the city
There was a place you could go
And talk and drink and kiss and fuck,
Where everyone felt normal and brave.

I looked at my friends and smiled.

“In ages to come, when nothing
Is left of us,

Remember this.
Remember joy.”

1995

“They put up a blue plaque here
To mark the pillory where they pelted her
With stones until she lost her sight —
And never saw her wife again.
They put up a plaque where they hit him
And the hurt throbbed hard in his side
As if he’d grown a second heart.”

The tour guide said, their voice 
Sinking like a stone in water.

“Sometimes the mark we leave on history
Is a bruise.”

1895

“There will be no statues,
No plaques, no monuments.
Only a memory, and then the  ghost
Of a memory.
There will be no statues
For people like us.”

One boy said to the other, softly,
Behind the safety of a locked door.

“But still I believe that someday,
Someone will remember us.”
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I died in the broken gloom of a room 
somewhere in the west of a city to the 
north and in the west of the third world 
of a system at the outermost edge 
of countless others. Small corners of 
larger worlds, where I am but nought. 
It happened on the last day of the first 
month, around the turn from one day to 
the next, and my mother sat in the next 
room. I was surrounded by medical men. 
They did their best, and their best was 
enough, for a time. This happened some 
five years ago, and is yet to happen. My 
death is once and future. It is now and 
before, but it is forever with me, forever 
a part of my life, and ever shall be. 

Time is fractured. Pieces of the past 
linger in my mind like echoes, resound-
ing notes reverberating through these 
chambers, these empty, lonely halls, in 
whose mighty emptiness, shadows and 
shades have come to live, the light flick-
ering, and banishing them some, but not 
forever. And yet this time, this terror, 
this horror has come not just to me, but 
to all my fellow queers. Their lonesome 
hearts beat heavy with the grief of 
fallen brothers, fallen sisters, cut down 
by our collective indifference. Once, 
through a brightly-coloured window, I 
saw the man who broke my life, across 
a crowded room, his smile like the ray 
of sunshine which melts a frozen pond, 

and shatters whatever illusions may be 
cast in the mirror. 

Delusions, illusions, all, come from me, 
to me, and yet, I seek solace among 
my kin. Those with whom by blood and 
sweat and pain and grief and cum and 
joy and lust I am bound to share my 
lonely, buried life. For where else shall I 
find my kin? England, where I was born, 
but feel forever strange? The Dutch-
man’s land, wherever I was found, but 
never I called home, and with whom I 
share a tongue and little else? Perhaps 
my mother’s land, where even there 
they war with words, split by tongues 
they speak with neighbours, but not 
their own. Nay, I’ve felt my kin. Felt 
them with my hands and with my fin-
gers and other parts. And yes, those are 
my kin, with whom I’ve felt most that 
sought-for, prayed for thing. Compan-
ionship. Which I think, in families, those 
ordinary folk find least. 

I was long denied my part in their story, 
and now, I shall take it for mine own. 
But where? Where shall I go? Where 
shall I start? The El Dorado of my kin. 
An isle made not of gold, but born from 
Fire. It protects the rich, pale men from 
the ocean, the storms hitting it first, 
and tearing it apart. And still it stands. 
And still we come.

Home

Benjamin Farrand
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In the afternoon, I returned to para-
dise, where for a whole year I hadn’t 
been. The one place I had felt at home. 
And yet, it was a poor substitute. No 
homecoming. No warm embrace, the 
sheen was gone. The lacquer stripped 
bare, and all of it seemed less magical. 
All of the imperfections looked over 
before, seemed to rise to the surface, 
so that all the rituals, all the novelty 
of the underwear party, the sex parties, 
tea, where one met boys to have sex 
with later, felt empty. Perhaps that was 
me, but perhaps, when looking past the 
glamour one imagines the place to have, 
hypocrisy is laid bare. When I arrived at 
the house, they asked me about him. 
I’d sent Ned a message to say where I 
was, incase I should fail to appear. But, 
there, with the smell of the sea, and the 
freedom of the open water, I turned up, 
a half unwelcome boy, come to marvel 
at the splendour. 

I still have that note. I’ve folded it, and 
some of the ink has faded, but it still 
reads the same. I run my hands over 
it sometimes, and I smell the oil, on a 
summer’s evening at the end of June, 
embraced by the heat of a city without 
sleep, and smile.

All these images, all these places, all 
these selves, I am and ever shall be. Like 
the mighty, I was not, I will not be, I 
simply am. Before I was born there was 

nothing. And once I am gone there shall 
be nothing once more. In endings, we 
find beginnings and in beginnings, there 
are endings. Where once we were. I was 
born on the 16th of June some 24 years 
ago, and since, there have been many 
miles, many hearts, many losses and 
many falls. But I’ll always return.

Across a vast expanse,
Of midnight blue,
Of opal, turquoise, topaz
Rising, ebbing, flowing,
Throbbing in and out
Of bays and inlets
Too copious by far
To count,

One quarter score in hours
Back in time, and yet, 
With marvels, wonders,
I can scarce believe,
We’ve brought it closer,

So that now it’s come
Within our long-extended grasp,
That we might bridge the gap, 
We’re ever told to mind.

Yearning ever further, longer,
Staring out at sky and sea
Further, further, as if my very eyes
By staring, wanting, wishing
Might, just, rip me, tear me, 
Pull me, tug me, 
Bear me, hence.

It lies, it cheats,
in wait for me, for us, 
Its mystic charms bite and tear
Our flesh, our many-headed self,
Within, without and never breaking, 
But ever-shattering, its delusion 
Pierces into souls, and brings us 
Never closer, never closer, home.

I met him under the light of the mid-
summer moon and he told me a hundred 
different things, not with his words, but 
with his eyes, which at first were shy, 
and withdrawn, and at times uncertain 
of me, a foreign-born boy, whose gaze 
seemed to stare. With those eyes, he 
told me a thousand stories, a thou-
sand words seemed to shine with every 
glance, every stolen moment, which 
pierced my skin like the cold steel 
of the moonlight. The drive back to 
Brooklyn was illuminating - as soon as 
the doors closed his shyness was gone, 
and was replaced by a strange sense of 
urgency, as if we didn’t have the time to 
waste. I would be gone in the morning, 
off to somewhere I had been before, but 
which existed, it seemed, only in a fan-
tasy. But the urgency did not hinder us, 
but rather elevated it. One of those rare 
moments to remember, but never return 
to. As if by being immediate, unique, 
the dusts of eternity, surrounded it. 
The smell of it, of coconuts and sex and 
sweat and the summer heat of New York 
City, everything I miss in the cold winter 
nights of a city half a world away, lin-
gers in my mind like the warmth of his 
body, gone when I awoke, replaced by a 
memory, and a small, carefully written 
note. I’ve kept it, put it in my pocket, 
and kept it there until I preserved it, not 
in amber, but in a book, as if, by keeping 
it, I’d have some proof it wasn’t fiction.



this great

love of 

mine

Gayathiri

There’s so much I want
to watch you watch and hear
you hear. 
Poetry and music and 
laughter and yawns that
it spills over the page

Like how conversations
demand pen 
and notebook so we don’t 
lose any threads of our
quick, elated imaginings. 

I can’t talk fast enough 
to say all the things that
come to my mind and 
can’t sit silent enough 
to listen to all the things
overspilling from yours. 

I have room for this because
of how I’ve loved myself. 
Filling me with me so 
completely has made room for 
you. I look down at my hands, 
carving out this person 
and I am proud. 

But sometimes it can be easy to forget 
to gaze upon yourself when 
your eyes so easily swim
into and within another’s. 

And when this happens
I tenderly bring myself 
back 
to this one I so admire
and continue
sculpting, working out, 
fortifying, this 
great love of mine. 

And I can’t wait to watch
and hear and swim in 
her
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It shapes who we aspire to be and who 
we can even conceive of being—often 
before we know who we are. 

As a result, I have found it much harder to 
understand, and accept my own sexu-
ality. For it sends a clear message: that 
if you do not conform to this extremely 
heteronormative definition of success, 
there must be something wrong with you. 
It leaves an identity vacuum, in which you 
are unseen and therefore unvalidated: dif-
ferent and isolated by this difference. It is 
as if you do not exist. And this invisibility 
makes it harder to find the structure and 
clarity thorough which to process, and ul-
timately own these experiences. Especial-
ly if you do not fit into a clear “box”. 

I think it also makes it harder for other 
people to understand this difference—es-
pecially for older generations. So often, 
it is ignorance—a lack of education, or 
unknowing—that fuels discrimination, 
prejudice and hate. We all need to be seen, 
and to see the diverse lives of other peo-
ple reflected in our society. To see that 
there are multiple, endless, and equally 
valid ways of being and loving and that 
they all are okay. 

On a personal level, I have felt like I’ve 
consequently had to embark on almost a 
re-education project: to counterbalance 
years of this one-dimensional condi-
tioning, and somehow fill the void it has 
left—with new possibilities. Because it 

is deeply disorientating to realise, slowly, 
that you may not actually have, or want, 
the life that you dreamed you would; 
the life that your parents, and society, 
and the media dreams up for you, from 
the moment you are born. And there is a 
strange grief that comes with that loss, 
no matter how intangible and abstract it 
may be. 

So, I have thrown myself into this task—
no mean feat, with 25 years to make up 
for—by immersing myself in cult queer 
classics like Tipping The Velvet, and The L 
Word (apparently a rite of passage—and 
no wonder, considering that it was and is 
still, since 2004, the only series to focus 
entirely on the lives of queer women), and 
much more. Hoping, maybe, that in doing 
so, I shall find the answers, that there 
will be a nice, clear end-point. Of course 
there is not. It is a long process, a journey. 
And real life, behind the screens, does not 
come with neat, happy endings—whatev-
er your sexuality. 

Yet, in learning about the lives of other 
queer women, in their many forms, I have 
felt an unexpected lightness. A surprising 
sense of coming home, as I have realised 
that I am not alone. That I am, in fact, 
imperfectly normal. There is joy in this 
messiness, hope and love and communi-
ty and endless possibilities. And, all of a 
sudden, being me, whatever that means, 
seems rather wonderful. 

“I think about you too. I mean I mastur-
bate about you a lot”, admits Villanelle, 
the assassin; after her pursuer, MI5 
officer, Eve, finally tracks her down at her 
Parisienne flat. “I think about your eyes, 
and your mouth, and what you feel when 
you kill someone”, confesses Eve—before 
lying down next to her in bed. And plung-
ing a knife into Villanelle’s stomach.

It is the explosive finale of 2018’s BBC 
thriller, Killing Eve: eight episodes of 
psychosexual tension, in a borderline 
obsessive Bond-esque cat and mouse 
chase—but one that puts two women at 
the centre of the narrative. And girl, did it 
grip the nation.  

The series pulled in eight million view-
ers—including my parents, granny and 
most of my (midlife and millennial) work 
colleagues. It broke records, and taboos, 
with fourteen BAFTA nominations, and 
won Sandra Oh an Oscar for Best Actress 
in a Television Drama. A second series is 
eagerly anticipated and coming soon. 

Yet, it is not alone. The last few years 
have seen a boom in the representation 
of queer women in film and TV—played 
by big names, with big budgets and big 
audiences. The on-screen lesbian, bisex-
ual, and anything in between, is having a 
moment. 

And this is important, because, growing 
up, I didn’t see anything like this. In fact, 
I can’t remember seeing a single LGBT 
female role model on my screens. No 
sidekicks and certainly no kick ass her-
oines, who me and my friends looked up 
to, or wanted to be. Not in Disney, not in 
rom-coms, not in soaps, or crime dramas, 
on the news, in action movies, or anything 
remotely mainstream. 

It was always the same message: girl 
meets boy. Then comes marriage. Plus 
children if you’re super lucky (and super 
straight). And, only then, do you get your 
happily ever after. The end. It’s an ideal 
which is cemented into the very founda-
tions of our society, and the culture we 
produce. It bombards us from all angles. 

SAPPHIC SCREEN QUEENS

Florence Phoebe
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Blue Is The Warmest Colour was criticised 
for. And Colette, played by Keira Knightley, 
also put this famous queer writer’s expe-
riences centre stage, earlier this year. 

This year, further upcoming releases 
include Vita and Virginia, out in July: a 
take on the relationship between Virginia 
Woolf and her lover, Vita Sackville-West, 
played by Gemma Arterton and Eliz-
abeth Debicki. Due in May, is Tell It To 
The Bees, an adaptation of the novel by 
Fiona Shaw—who is herself married to a 
woman—about a romance between two 
women in 1950s Scotland. And 2020 will 
see the film Ammonite speculate on the 
nature of the intense female friendship 
between fossil hunter Mary Anning (Kate 
Winslet) and her younger friend, played by 
Saoirse Ronan, in 1940s Yorkshire. 

However, it is not always enough just to 
be “seen”: this visibility is only one part of 
the battle, and there is still major prog-
ress to be made in the types of represen-
tation afforded to queer women in the 
media. Most significantly, it is important 
to realise that many of these stories fall 
victim to a peculiar “misery trope”, which 
dominates so many LGBT narratives—
both for men and women. That is, they 
often end in heartbreak, loss, tragedy, 
prejudice and unrequited love—and it is 
rare to see a happy ending, with couples 
who stay together. 

Indeed, this is something I was acutely 
aware of when I went to see The Favour-
ite earlier this year. It had been so hyped 
up in the media, and by many of my 
friends. So I had high expectations. Yet, I 
came away feeling oddly deflated, after 
seeing yet another somewhat depressing 
representation of lesbian love, where 
one woman’s desire—the Queen’s—is 
abused by other women, in a ruthless, and 
ultimately unhappy, power struggle. The 
bleak, unresolved ending just seemed to 
compound the idea that life will be harder 
if you are anything other than straight. 

There is, of course, real value in exploring 
the pain and suffering, which is sadly 
often such a common part of the queer 
experience—both today, and in the past. 
This is particularly important in the case 
of women, whose voice and very sexual 
desire has been denied for so long, in a 
world where it was never even illegal to 
be a lesbian. It should be noted that, in 
August 1921, the government attempt-
ed to make “Any act of gross indecency 
between female persons…a misdemean-
our and punishable in the same manner 
as any such act committed by male 
persons under section 11 of the Criminal 
Law Amendment Act 1885”. But, in the 
debate that followed, there was concern 
that this would only draw attention to 
it and encourage women to explore their 
sexuality, so it was never passed. 

And I can’t help but question why it has 
taken me so long to realise this. At times, 
I have felt like I am peeling myself apart, 
layer by layer. As if I am performing some 
sort of total operation of the self, wading 
soul-deep into my past. And painfully 
piecing myself back together again, day 
by day into some unknown, new form—
yet one which is more me, and that 
should have been known to me, a long 
time ago. 

But it is more than that: I am angry. I am 
angry that it has taken so long for me to 
get to this point, and for the time wasted 
feeling anything less. I am angry that I 
had to go out of my way, to actively seek 
out these role models and representation 
and information. I am angry that, in 2019, 
it is still so often a case of “re-education”, 
when this should just be a basic part of 
our education—of which, popular culture 
is a key vehicle. 

Of course, this is beginning to change, 
and there has been significant progress 
over the last few years—especially in 
the case of TV. In addition to Killing Eve, 
where the lead, Villanelle, is bisexual, 
other 2018 shows, such as Channel 4’s 
The Bisexual and Sky Atlantic’s Sally 4 
Eva specifically put bisexuality in the 
spotlight, exploring it through their main 
characters. Plus, queer women’s voices 
have seen increased visibility within 
other non-LGBT genre shows, such as the 
recent BBC Comic Relief 2019 Red Nose 

Day special reboot of Four Weddings and a 
Funeral, which featured a lesbian wedding 
between the characters played by Lily 
James and Alicia Vikander. As well as the 
second series of BBC’s Fleabag, which in-
cludes a gloriously casual moment, where 
the star, written and played by Phoebe 
Waller-Bridge—not, perhaps, coinciden-
tally, the same woman behind Killing 
Eve—reveals her sexual fluidity, by kissing 
Kristen Scott Thomas’s character, Be-
linda. And, when asked if she is a lesbian, 
she replies simply: “Not strictly”. In both 
cases, Twitter blew up. 

Moreover, a flurry of mainstream films 
have been released recently, that give a 
platform to queer women’s experience. 
Most notably, 2018’s The Favourite won 
Olivia Colman an Oscar for Best Actress 
for her performance of Queen Anne, and 
explored the complex 18th century love 
triangle, between the Queen and two of 
her courtiers, Lady Sarah Churchill, Duch-
ess of Marlborough (Rachel Weisz) and 
her cousin Abigail (Emma Stone). “It was 
awfully fun having sex with Emma Stone”, 
teased Colman afterwards. In addition, 
Disobedience, starring Rachel Weisz and 
Rachel McAdams, told the tragic love 
story between two childhood friends in 
a present-day orthodox Jewish commu-
nity in London. Its tender sex scene was 
praised for putting women’s pleasure 
back into the narrative, when so often 
these are made in the male gaze, by male 
directors. This is something that 2013’s 
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LGB—and for the first time the number 
of bisexuals was higher, at 2.3%, and 1.9% 
gay or lesbian. Then another 5.3% said 
they did not know or refused to say. And 
0.9% defined as other. Yet, when you look 
at the older generations, only 0.7% of 
over 65s identified as LGB. Overall, over 
6% of the population did not identify as 
heterosexual: with 2% LBG, 0.6% other 
and 4.1% who did not know or refused to 
say. If you consider that only 1.1% of films 
were found to include an LGBT character 
in 2016, change is clearly not happening 
fast enough. Which is curious, considering 
that the “pink pound”—the purchasing 
power of the LGBT community—has been 
valued at £6 billion per year in the UK. 

But an increase in more nuanced queer 
representation is also crucial, in order to 
help fight the discrimination and preju-
dice which still exists in British society 
today—and which is internalised, at a 
huge cost to our mental wellbeing. For 
example, a 2018 Stonewall study found 
that 52% of LGBT people experienced 
depression last year. One in eight at-
tempted to take their own life; and 31% 
thought about it—this went up to 46% 
for transgender people. A February 2019 
government study also showed that the 
satisfaction levels for LGBT people were 
still lower than for straight people, at 6.5 
out of 10, rather than 7.7. And that 2/3 of 
LGBT people say they avoid holding hands 
in public, for fear of negative reaction; 
2/5 have experienced incidents of verbal 

or physical harassment because they’re 
LGBT; and 24% have used mental health 
services in the last year, because of their 
sexuality. So, although much progress 
has been made in the struggle for sexual 
equality, it is more important than ever 
that we do not become complacent. 

In conclusion, there has been significant 
progress in the representation of queer 
women in popular culture. Yet there is 
still a long way to go, in both the quan-
tity, as well the form this takes. We all 
deserve to be seen. And to see the rich 
tapestry of human life reflected on our 
screens: in love and joy and hope and re-
silience, as much as pain and heartbreak. 
We need to see more LGBT people in the 
mainstream, playing the heroes and hero-
ines, as much as the sidekicks—and filling 
positions of power. We need to see people 
who do not fit in a box. And we need to 
see a broad spectrum of genders, races, 
classes and abilities. We need to see who 
we are, and who we could be, now and in 
the future. So that, for the next gener-
ation, coming of age in our society, it is 
less a case of re-education—than simply 
education. The world is so diverse, so why 
isn’t our media?

Yet, while this can help us build legacies 
with our past, and provide catharsis for 
present day experiences, this absence of 
happy endings is damaging when it alone 
dominates the narrative. That is, it needs 
to be balanced by more nuanced repre-
sentations of queer life, in equal measure, 
which show audiences—especially young 
people, who might be struggling to come 
to terms with their sexuality—that you 
can lead normal, happy lives, whatever 
your sexuality. We need to see more 
positive role models, who set an example, 
with just as much joy and humour and 
lasting love; as well as hope and resil-
ience in the face of challenges. 

In addition, there needs to be more inter-
sectional representation of queer wom-
en—that reflects  the rich and diverse 
experience, depending on race, class, age 
and ability. Indeed, the actors and charac-
ters mentioned above are overwhelmingly 
white, middle-class and able-bodied. This 
is something that seminal shows like The 
L Word, in particular, have been criticised 
for in hindsight. And it is part of a wider 
problem of representation in the media. 
For example, a 2016 study by MDSC (The 
Media, Diversity and Social Change Initia-
tive) found that out of 900 popular films, 
released between 2007 and 2016, white, 
straight men were the norm. In the top 
100 movies of 2016, only 31.4% of speak-
ing characters were female, let alone 
queer; 29.1% were non-white, 2.7% had 
disabilities, and 1.1% were gay, lesbian or 

bisexual. None were transgender. Another 
study, by GLAAD (Gay & Lesbian Alliance 
Against Defamation) found that only 18% 
of 2016’s top films featured LGBT charac-
ters—but of this, 83% were cis white men. 
So we need to see not only increased 
representation of LGBT people, but more 
women and more diversity within this. 

But, in order for this to happen, there 
needs to be changes within the industry 
itself. For instance, the same MDSC study 
found that only 42% of directors were 
women; and of the 1438 content creators 
in these films, only 17.8% were women. It 
is telling that both Killing Eve and Flea-
bag were written by a woman, Phoebe 
Waller-Bridge; as were other series like 
The Bisexual—the writer and star, Desiree 
Akhavan, is bisexual herself. We need 
more women, and more queer women, of 
different colours and classes, in positions 
of power, to put a range of women’s voic-
es back into the narrative. There must be 
more disruption behind the scenes, to see 
diversity on our screens. 

And this is important: while LGBT peo-
ple are a minority, we are a significant 
minority, and one that is increasing in 
visibility—something which the media is 
just not yet reflecting. The most recent 
ONS (Office of National Statistics) study 
published in January 2019, found for 
the first time that over 10% of 16 to 24 
year olds defined as something other 
than straight. Of this, 4.2% identified as 
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Kybalion?
Who’s behind you?
[whisper] Shouting shouting shouting shouting
Lapdog! Labadous! Lazalous! 
It’s in the present but these are not real

It’s the dream, Kybalion.
You’ve written this to me before. 
You are everyone’s lover and I am the same love of 
your life. 
Feel the porcelain of mud, I was there and tethered. 
Away from you.
[blow air]
Measure the height in the sky of light—word, it was all 
gone, well it was over. 

Kybalion,
Who do you represent? 
How many of them? 
I am the trilogy that does not have an ending. 
Don’t you understand, Kybalion? 
You are the sibling of your own goddex. 
The codex only you can answer.

3, 45, (...) 1009, (...), 700, 1594, 
Kill, it, (...)  on, (...)  I, now,

My dear Kybalion, our promise is ticking away.
You and I, Kybalion, the dim shine into the distance. 
Oh bless, bless Kybalion, 
Circling round primroses, 
So many nights were shrivelled,
taken apart from benty arrows.

Kybalion!
Where were you before? 
Open up Kybalion,
You are already what you’ll become
You have everything that you’ve prayed to have

Kybalion and three beans, things that I have never told 
you,
You are ruptured and torn by your own myth
You were there, but you have never let me in

Oh Kybalion,
Did you lose something in the past? I didn’t.
What would you do? What would you do? What would 
you do?
I am wearing exactly what you’re wearing
Hold my hand Kybalion, you’re far away from home
Close your eyes Kybalion, you can be anywhere

I spoke to you in the ship.
When.
I saw you, and (you) turned away.
When.
I kissed you on the forehead.
When.
When?

Kybalion

Nayu
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Smile Kybalion, 
It will be the last, the first, and the only
Come and drink with me from the first grail of failure.
What are you now? A cat? Hazel?
 
Kybalion, 
I am sorry,
you were thinking about me when I wasn’t thinking 
about you,
When you were looking into a pond, 
I shined to you as a white sun, but I did not listen to 
you
Do you remember, Kybalion?
Don’t worry, I’ll cry for you now
Forget everything, even forget I was here
You will become me, I will be in you
Here, now, and then.
Kybalion.

Lateness ricocheted into chaos; the clocks slipped out of sync.

The new measure was not really new. 
It had come into effect as a matter of 
national security for systems of gov-
ernmental administration, and across 
telegraph and railway networks years 
ago. Now Parliament wanted to stan-
dardise daily life across the country to 
Meridian time. The High Court said the 
change would be imperceptible in the 
ordinary man’s daily routine; scientists 
and mathematicians preached the vast 
astronomical significance of uniting 
under the rotation of stars and spheres; 
and travelling sales companies encour-
aged the scheduling of matters under 
the railway timetable.

There’s nothing ordinary about the ordi-
nary man’s daily routine, Ruth thought 
as she caught up with the newspapers. 
The story of a housewife who took 
revenge on her infedelious husband by 
lacing his sherry trifle with cyanide 
caught her attention. According to the 
investigation’s chief officer, the two 
women’s pocket watches differed by a 

full eight minutes and forty seconds. 
Had the mistress adjusted her pocket 
watch to the correct time that morning, 
the two women would not have crossed 
paths on the stairwell and the husband 
would have had the extra few minutes 
to straighten the bedclothes and fresh-
en up.

Ruth, and the rest of the reading public 
following the case, imagined all the 
extra-marital affairs that would take 
advantage of all this newly freed up 
time, all the business and recreation-
al pursuits that could slot into those 
eight minutes and forty seconds of 
synchronised time. The ordinary man 
no longer revolved around the day, it 
revolved around him.

Not everywhere unanimously support-
ed the new law. Outer regions voted 
to keep their identity, resisting city 
governance. Church bells chimed at 
variance in different municipalities with 
more moderate church halls and village 

Meridian

Laura Davis
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assemblies striking up well ahead of the 
older cathedrals and church towers.

Yet it was London that suffered the 
greatest from the declaration. As trade 
strided along with greater urgency, its 
timekeeping devices grew less reliable. 
A clock wound to the correct time one 
week, could slip three minutes behind 
the next. At London Bridge station, in 
the time it took to glimpse from one 
clock to its companion piece across the 
station hall, three precious minutes 
would have elapsed. Look back to the 
original and you would then be two 
minutes and twenty seconds ahead of 
yourself. Half the railway passengers 
would work up a hot mess running 
between platforms while their counter-
parts would flip out and curse as they 
watched their connections disappear 
into a puff of black smoke.

It was then that John Belville, a senior 
astronomer at the Royal Observatory, 
founded the Standard Time Company. 
The company delivered the Greenwich 
Mean Time to various clerks, horolo-
gists, clock fabricators and instrument 
makers across the city. Throughout 
the day John remained with the instru-
ments on Observatory Hill. He enlisted 
his nineteen-year-old daughter Ruth to 
operate the business. “Modern times,” 
John told his daughter, “were to operate 
on a strict budget. The clock resets to 

twenty four hours each night and with 
that you can do anything my girl.”

The time supply chain, as it came to be 
known, used the city’s road, rail and wa-
ter networks as a means of distribution, 
but it was Ruth’s efficient march, the 
swinging pendulum of her steady trot, 
that kept the cogs turning. Ruth’s silver 
chronometer, who she affectionately 
named Arnold, was exactly one tenth of 
a second to the signal from the Royal 
Observatory master clock, from which 
it received official approval.

She began her journey to her first 
clients in the West India Docks. Ruth 
descended Observatory Hill, crossed 
Greenwich Park and entered the foot 
tunnel to reach the Isle of Dogs. Bur-
rowing into the East End, she brushed 
up against streams of messengers, 
sailors and dockworkers. On the north 
bank, stories of murdered prostitutes 
haunted the streets. Ruth boarded 
The Millwall Extension Railway, pass-
ing through Limehouse, Stepney and 
Shadwell to alight at Fenchurch Street, 
alongside various tailors and craftsmen. 
Next, a thoroughfare to the mineries 
for nautical instrumentmakers and the 
Houndsditch district of clockmakers, 
watchmakers and jewellers. For lack 
of a bus service, she continued her 
journey by foot via the slung carcases 
of the meat markets to Moorgate. From 
there she went south into the City to 

serve the banks, exchanges, brokers 
and merchants. Her clients in the City 
include the General Post Office and the 
Bank of England. She then went down 
Fleet Street, along the Strand before 
taking the underground to Kensington 
and Chelsea. Then she went to Oxford 
Circus to catch the Bakerloo line north 
to Baker Street, her final stop.

Most encounters with her clients were 
brief, hurried along by the nature of her 
work. She barrelled past thousands of 
bodies, all thrubbing along with fresh-
ened haste. Her penultimate stop was 
Montcroft’s, the clockmakers. He was 
training his daughter to take over the 
business on her twenty-first birth-
day—a formal education. The shop 
doubled as their home, she pretty much 
knew the hows and wheres already. 
They sold clocks to politicians, busi-
nessmen and international traders with 
a lifetime warranty. The brass mecha-
nisms demanded generous oiling, polish-
ing with vinegar and routine dusting.

In the workshop, Montcroft built clocks 
himself, painting dark strokes on their 
cream faces and assembling their deli-
cate metal arms onto gilded fronts. He 
had grown pale and whiskery from years 
tending to the shop’s dark corners. He 
wore an oil-slicked apron over a bat-
tered trouser suit. It hung loose and 
baggy on his frame, disfigured from 
hunching over his low desk. He could 

almost be mistaken for a scarecrow if it 
were not for the beady black eyes that 
shone from below his heavy brow.

Montcroft’s apprentice however, was 
reluctant to give the needy creatures 
attention. Born on the chime of mid-
night, June was a headrush of a girl who 
had filled the figure of a woman with 
frightening speed.

The master clock presided above the 
shop shelves on which sat clocks in oak 
stands or ornate glass cabinets. There 
were smaller figures too, dressed with 
ribbons, fixed into gold chains or simply 
sewn into leather straps. The jitterbug 
shopfront ticked away like an insect. On 
the hour the grandfather clocks rung 
out loud and sonorous as three mount-
ed cuckoo clocks—rare Black Forest 
timepieces, hatched their whistling 
birds. Presiding over the music was the 
master clock, a heavy and imposing oak 
frame, the second hand of which jab-
bered at the hour.

“Montcroft, it looks like you have a 
problem here.” Montcroft had barely no-
ticed Ruth enter the shop. He uncoiled 
from his workshop and twisted the 
magnifying glass from his eye socket.

“What? Oh no. No no no, this cannot be. 
It’s buggered. We can’t be open like this. 
We must shut.”
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Ruth’s journey had been seamless, so 
far, she had almost flown between dif-
ferent clients.

“We’ve got a clerk from the German em-
bassy this afternoon and then one from 
the naval office. And the inspection 
tomorrow—”

“Just hide the clock in the back, they’ll 
never know.” June was a problem. 
Always interrupting. Her mouth had 
grown an overbite from voicing so many 
unwarranted remarks. A clockmaker has 
no use in being impulsive. But for June, 
life in the shop ticked by a hundred-
and-twenty-four hours to the day. So 
what if she got up to a little tinkering?

It was not hard for Ruth to track down 
the culprit. The central dial of the 
master clock was coated in a sugary 
crust, the sticky residue of boiled-down 
toffees.

“Montcroft? Do you have a lemon?”, 
Ruth called from the workshop. The 
correct combination of acid and fat 
might undo the girl’s dirty work. “Don’t 
you know what you’re doing is crimi-
nal. I could have you arrested for such 
an offence.” Montcroft went to the 
grocers’ in search of some citrus fruit. 
Ruth entered the workshop, looking 
for a screwdriver to take the lid off. A 
kerosene lamp glowed dim illuminating 
calculations scratched into the wrin-

kled papers on the desk. Stale cigar 
smoke mixed with the sawdust in the 
air. Notes were pinned onto the wall. In 
the haste of searching for a spanner, a 
splinter struck Ruth’s index finger. It hit 
a nerve, she gasped out loud.

The nearest tap was some way down 
the lane. “Suck it”, June commanded. 
But Ruth’s fingers were sooty and black 
from her day operating underground 
turnstiles and winding mechanisms. The 
sprite took the finger into her mouth 
and from there pulled Ruth into a kiss.

They were plunged into the very heart 
of the moment. It was indivisible, no 
stroke of a clock hand could slice it up—
two strangers completely impervious to 
the hour. The exhilaration of everything 
at once. Nothing could split its husk; 
the enormity of that second, a second 
prevented from ticking away.

[two(?) faces… set… aside… each. a 
beat… and another beat,,,

each face looked forward, though each 
face looked back into another;;;

a humidity wove the face(s) back into 
themself(s), making out its flattened 
wave; a ground for smudges between 
the face(s), grease, glass and the most 
romantic cloud(s)...]

Sabhera stopped writing mystic poetry, 
flexing. She looked up at the window, 
set still at the point of her departure: 
a bay filled with vehicles, each of them 
embodied in a framing of arrived or not-
yet-departed. Sabhera drew a small, 
heavy-browed face into the ground of 
the surfaces she encountered; for her, 
this was a custom that felt, sometimes, 
like punctuation: a beat. A huge beam of 
orange-like light is going out into space 
in a way that curves with the planet; 
a heavenly flex for the small blue dot 
where everything seemed to have 
happened.

Nahi looked up from the page, which 
was held at a seemingly right angle 
on her mythic computer that she had 
wrought in the dark parts of space. 
She made that face. Nahi, having been 
rendered a villain by people hailing 
as Sabhera (a 12 o’clock sky-looking 
one at that), had course to reflect 
upon the constellations that made up 
their system, their body. Feeling out 
and losing track of the many journeys 
crossing the skim of her skin, starting 
their film and startling their hairs, Nahi 
scowled, choosing to remember, instead, 
how to let herself blink…

Rili: a cat ran quickly across the beach, 
moving its body fastly out of the way of 
the water coming to it without stopping 
from set still places; it didn’t have to 
have matter(ed), because it was already 
a ghost. Observing the scene from a 
bluff very much like the one in the 1993 
film Poetic Justice (where Justice and 
Lucky first kiss), Rili turned the moment 
over and over in her mind’s fingers. She 
could hear the alto sax in her mind, and, 
looking up to the skies and (covered, 

Rilinahisabhera

Sandy Bhamra
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not-yet-visible) stars, wondered where 
the next landing would be. The earth 
lay out behind Rili, marked and telling 
on its own future by its empty forests 
and emptying settlements. There were 
still some tentpoles on the beach, and 
Rili took the opportunity to practice her 
chairspin and an inversion. Rili’s body, 
and cut-short hair, told of where she 
was situated, and as her body clasped 
its knees together, her metal and hair 
parts moved in relation to her skin and 
its contents. Having fallen into the sand 
after a difficult handstand, Rili rolled 
back over herself, acquiring a sandy 
aspect. 

Rili as sandy, she looked up into the 
greyed, full sky and, in what felt like a 
moment she had felt before, rain began 
to cover her in patterns of water. She 
could imagine that these were all the 
people and butterflies she had thought 
so much about, those who had, till then, 
been yet to come; she could not imagine 
that. She felt the sand that had climbed 
onto her body start to say goodbye. 
Light thoughts and impressions flying 
back into the sky, she greeted the giddy, 
gazing figures she had found waiting for 
her: 

Nahi using the crowd as cover: a 
detective had to be fucking careful, 
even in the midst of a carnival. Nahi’s 
usual denim and flowing attire had been 
replaced with the white of the festival, 

a funereal celebration of the dead… or 
something ash-related. Nahi had no 
time for this, being made of outer space 
and, indeed, the last part of the night, 
the middle of the day and, maybe, all 
the other things that exist outside of 
day and night. What was SHE doing 
here… she didn’t care anymore, it was 
her last day on the force! Interrupting 
her thought, Nahi moved, pretending 
to dance, past many different people, 
reaching for, and nervously acquiring, 
a glimpse of a figure in white standing 
looking at her, scratching her head and 
looking up to the sky. While everyone 
was dressed in white, this one was… 
familiar…

Sabhera was a superhero… or so she 
thought! In fact, her escapades had, 
thus far, been limited to doing some 
DJing at various venues and radio 
stations. Apparently, there had been a 
fictional planet and people named after 
her, in addition to her supposedly having 
died and been scattered in orange-ash 
form into a mythic river. Who knew 
(more arcuately, curving around and 
refracting off) where she was dispersed 
to, now that she had travelled through 
time to meet, what she thought, was 
the/a physical manifestation of her 
and of inky blue-black (no) space. 
She saw, from the corner of her eye, a 
body-vehicle not without some degree 
of suspiciousness, ducking pretty 
obviously… not trying to look subtle...? 

In the heat of the festival, the orange 
star connecting through the top of 
her head, all(?) her dreams became 
connected to this unfurling moment: 
she ran giddily to kiss this detective, 
and, having weaved and passed through 
and out of the sight of the crowd, let 
her face drop and her chest heave in 
a high, quiet giggle. With the cool of 
the shade, she looked over from the 
periphery, waiting for the beat.

Sandy held her two hands out into 
the space at the end of her arms; she 
felt her winging scapula. Deciding to 
persevere, she stretched both arms out 
wide enough so as to bend and reshape 
the fused hair-metal that hung from 
her earlobes and, gleaming in a diffusion 
of browns, oranges and blues, began to 
move in a circle, until feeling she should 
fold down and slide her across the floor. 
The space between the sky, her body 
and the floor was eliding into a chord, 
and their frequencies allowed for a light 
rain that could not be seen in the shape 
of the glass. She liked the way she 
moved.
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Content note for discussions of mental 
health, suicide, self-harm, transphobia 
and strong language. 

“It gets better.” 

I know what you are thinking. Bullshit, 
right? Arguably the biggest cliché in 
the world. The mantra of the abled, the 
“normal”, the well-off conformists of 
society. A line fed to us by the seeming-
ly delusional who believe that you can 
just think your problems away. Even the 
word “nonconformist” is anchored to so 
many negative notions. The cry of the 
unheard, the lost and the damned. If you 
don’t conform, then in the eyes of the 
world you are nothing but an immature 
little punk who needs to be hammered 
into shape. So what happens to those 
of us who are forced to rebel? To those 
who break the rules that society has 
had in place for generations? Rules 
about who you can love, how you can 

dress, or how you choose to present 
your gender? 

We have no choice in this. To be LGBTQ 
means to stick your middle fingers up 
to the world and say “This is who I am”. 
For many, including myself, making this 
statement was a matter of life and 
death. Either I could die young as a boy, 
or live my life to the full as the girl I 
was meant to be. 

Breaking these rules comes at a huge 
price. We are shunned by a society that 
seemingly despises us. Even those who 
are meant to love us the most can cast 
us aside in a heartbeat so that they 
don’t have to associate their bloodline 
with someone who goes against their 
archaic moral values. 

People will pretend to care. Politicians 
will say they love you while they spit at 
you from their balconies. Corporations 
will throw their banners up at our pride 

How to love yourself when 

the world is set against you.

Zoey Ribbons

parades, but turn their backs on you 
unless they want your money. Even your 
friends may pretend to stomach you 
while they laugh behind your back. 

Being a rebel comes with a heavy heart, 
especially when you have no choice in 
the matter. You will be conscripted into 
your own personal army against the 
world. Friends and allies may back you 
up, but the feeling of impending doom 
riddles the air constantly. Especial-
ly when the world seems so ready to 
self-destruct at any moment. At times 
it will feel like a never ending fight. A 
war with no purpose. A trip through hell 
itself. 

The heartbreaking reality is that some 
of us do not make it. The hammer of 
conformity can get to us so that we are 
no longer our true selves, or we simply 
see no way out from the maze, so we 
take our own lives. 

Who the fuck do they think they are to 
tell us that it gets better? Who the hell 
are they to treat us like dirt and have 
the nerve to say we are “inspirational”? 

It’s a sad truth that being a rebel seems 
to go hand in hand with hatred and 
suffering. The constant fighting for 
even the most basic of human values 
as an LGBTQ person can wear you down 
until you no longer know who you truly 
are. The revelation of discovering your 

identity is at first euphoric, but the bat-
tle-hardened veterans of dissent will 
know that this does not last. Even the 
most positive of attitudes can quickly 
turn to ash when you see how truly ugly 
mainstream society can be. 

We can look at the statistics and the 
research all says the same. The high 
rates of LGBTQ depression and suicide, 
unemployment, homelessness. It all 
paints a horrifying picture of what life 
is like when you are outside of the norm. 
Yet society says they understand, but 
they have no idea what it is truly like. 

So what’s the solution? While there 
are some truly amazing people out 
there doing outstanding work to fix the 
damage caused by the society we find 
ourselves in, how do we fix the core is-
sue? Unless we do that, we are doomed 
to be caught in a never-ending cycle 
of suffering. Firstly, there’s the act of 
quite literal rebellion. All it took was 
one brick being thrown at the Stonewall 
inn by Marsha P. Johnson to kick-start a 
movement that would help improve the 
lives of the LGBTQ community for years 
to come. Sharing hidden government 
war crimes and transitioning while they 
put you in solitary confinement like 
Chelsea Manning? That takes courage 
that none of us can ever know. Allowing 
the government to castrate you for the 
act of being gay after you had helped 
save the lives of thousands? We must 
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ful since it’s all ok for me, so I have the 
luxury of being able to love myself. 

The truth is that I am writing this in a 
small room in a supported accommo-
dation scheme. After failing hilarious-
ly in my attempt to kill myself, I ran 
away from the world, wanting to get 
away from the unbearable war in my 
head that was my life. I fractured the 
relationship with my family. Well, the 
ones who didn’t abandon me when I 
came out, anyway. I spent six months 
homeless and sleeping on the couches 
of friends, until I was given the room 
I am currently living in. And to add to 
the fun, I was diagnosed with Bipolar 
disorder while I was sofa surfing, and a 
few months later I spent five weeks in a 
psychiatric hospital. 

Transitioning itself was a brutal experi-
ence. I tried my hardest to forget what 
was going on around me until I became 
a shell of a person. I was somebody who 
had no drive or ambition, constantly 
smoking weed or drinking to make the 
screaming stop. I put up a wall around 
me to keep the world out. It’s all I had 
the capacity to do at the time. All I 
could do was hold out and survive 
against what felt like a never ending 
hoard of hatred. 

Most of society would look at me like 
I am nothing. I’ve been dependent on 
welfare for years, I don’t have a job. To 

them I’m useless. Some of them would 
probably punch me in the street if it 
wasn’t illegal. 

So how did I come to love myself 
through all of this? I realized how 
strong I was. People had told me this 
for years, but I had never believed them. 
It took me years to figure it out. After 
everything I had been through, the toxic 
upbringing, the suppressed feelings 
around gender, transitioning when I am 
six-foot-six tall, it all added up. 

But I always knew one thing. I was a 
rebel. I wasn’t ever going to be like 
everyone else. That made me special. 
I started to surround myself with a 
wonderful LGBT family who were spe-
cial too, who understood my pain and 
always had my back. We are strongest 
when we stand together, and knowing 
you aren’t alone in this beautiful, terri-
fying world is so important. 

So you know what I think is one of the 
biggest acts of rebellion? Loving your-
self in a world that wants to continu-
ously beat you down. In a world so cruel 
and uncaring, realising how strong you 
are for simply existing in it makes you 
a badass of incomprehensible strength. 
To love yourself in the face of hatred is 
the biggest “fuck you” to toxicity that 
you could ever give. 

be eternally grateful for those such as 
Alan Turing who have sacrificed so much 
of their lives in the name of standing up 
for what they believe in. For the simple 
right to love and be who they want. 

While sharing around copies of the anar-
chist cookbook and taking down those 
who treat us like crap sounds like my 
perfect Sunday, realistically it’s not go-
ing to happen. As much as we may want 
it, direct action is incredibly, incredibly 
difficult to organize, and usually quite 
ineffective. Especially when so many of 
us are exhausted from all the fighting 
of simply existing in our day to day lives. 
Signing up for a new war is simply too 
much to fathom for some, even more so 
when current power structures are so 
deeply rooted into place. 

The other solution would be simply to 
carry on the way we are now. Things are 
getting better, right? Laws are being 
implemented or changed to allow us the 
basic human rights that we should have 
had years ago. Mainstream society is 
giving us some room to exist, and some 
are helping us fight back against those 
who are against us. It’s something, 
right? 

I’m not going to say “I believe I have a 
solution” like I think it’s going to change 
the world. Take my opinion with a grain 
of salt and with the knowledge that dis-
covering it took months, if not years to 

figure out. And it will likely make some 
people’s eyes roll into the back of their 
skull at the speed of light. But I’m writ-
ing this with the aim of helping as many 
people out there who feel like they’re 
stuck in the never-ending war. To those 
out there who are in pain, I want to help 
you see the light through the forest 
you are trapped in. Because I have been 
there and made it out to the other side. 

It wasn’t easy. Plenty of times I want-
ed to give up through exhaustion and 
self-hatred. The world beat me once 
and I tried to end it all. Luckily for me, it 
failed miserably. A few more times more 
it knocked me down to points I never 
want to experience again. All my experi-
ences of my 25-years on this earth, six 
of them being as my true self, can be 
summarized with three simple words. 

“It gets better.” 

I must be joking, right? Either that or I 
am an incredibly fortunate and self-en-
titled. I’m fully self-aware that as a 
passing trans woman in western society 
it must be rich of me to make this argu-
ment. But it’s not just knowing it gets 
better alone that I think is the answer. 
You need to be able to love yourself too, 
with all of your heart. Now you’re proba-
bly imagining me writing these state-
ments like I’m pining for the summer of 
love, thinking that the world is wonder-
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Once you learn to love yourself, then 
you can fight back. You can stand 
against the negativity of a society 
who thinks you are worth nothing. You 
can plan for your future, and draw the 
map to get there. You’re worth so god 
damned much, and you know it deep 
down. You just need to let it out. 

Not only that: Never, ever give up. You 
are a warrior. You are a battle scarred 
badass with the potential to change 
the world. It may not seem like it, but 
there are people out there who love you 
and will support you no matter what. 
You just need to find them, and find it 
in your own heart to love who you are. 
You’ve got this. I know you do, you beau-
tiful, wonderful rebel. 

One of my earliest memories in my tran-
sition was when the light switch first 
clicked that I wanted to live as the true 
me. At first I was ecstatic. A week later 
the fear set in and I knew what I was in 
for. I wanted to give up there and then. 
I drank so much alcohol and cut myself 
so deep I ended up in the back of an 
ambulance on my way to A&E.

I will remember this moment for the 
rest of my life. There I was, sat in the 
ambulance, covered in my own blood, 
drunkenly telling the EMT how stupid 
I was for thinking I could transition to 

be a six-foot-six woman. I’ll never, ever 
forget what she said to me. 

“It gets better.”

I wish I could tell her now how much 
that meant to me.



chosen family tree key: 

Row 1: Achilles and Patroclus, Alexander the  
Great, Sappho, Plato, St Sebastian, David

Row 2: Antinous, Catulles, Christopher Marlowe, 
William Shakespeare

Row 3: C. P. Cavafy, Walt Whitman, Oscar Wilde, Simeon 
Solemon

Row 4: Fernando Pessoa, Langston Hughes, E. M Forster, 
Mary Renault, Derek Jarman, James Baldwin 
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Live! Live the 

wonderful life 

that is in you! 

Let nothing be 

lost upon you. 

Be always 

searching for 

new sensations. 

Be afraid of 

nothing!

Oscar Wilde






	40upZine
	2upPoster

