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The difficulty of our times has been (as it always has) a defining force for our
generation’s evolvement, that we find ourselves up against constantly.

As writers, poets and poppyseeds, we were asked to contemplate on the
things around or inside of us that required our attention, maybe once in the
past, in a surrounding present, or an undefined future.

No matter the time, we are always within a challenging position when trying
to figure out what it might be that demands our notice, and even so, it is
merely a second step before the immense how to help, how to be there, how
to affect for -it -them -us. And of course the first step: an itching request for
something to change.
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Cardigans

I remember the moment vividly—draped in my grandfather’s dark green wool
cardigan over a light-yellow spaghetti-strap shirt. The textures clashed, the colors

contrasted, and yet, somehow, it worked.

“You know, you can mix contrasts—masculine and feminine, structured and fluid,”

I mused, posing in front of the mirror.

My parents observed, hesitant yet intrigued. “It looks surprisingly good.

We wouldn’t have thought to pair them.
“I understand fashion,” I said with quiet confidence. “I like to play with styles”
Their approval was fleeting. “Please take it off,” they asked. “We want to preserve it.”

The cardigan was among the few personal belongings my mother inherited after my
grandfather’s passing—a watch, a coat, personal letters. Each item carefully folded,
wrapped, and stored, as if preserving his presence. I had only borrowed it for a
moment, drawn to its weight, its warmth—a warmth that felt almost human.

The wool carried his scent, the imprint of his body, the habit of his hands slipping
keys into the right pocket. In that moment, I felt close to him, as if he were still

there.

Years passed, and I never wore the cardigan again. Yet, it lingers in my mind,

reshaping itself into an empty silhouette—an absence filled with presence.

Chun Chen



Growing up, I often felt alone. As an only child, I questioned why there were no
siblings, why the neighbourhood children were all singular like me. In my solitude,
I imagined companions clothed in empty cardigans, their forms growing—siblings,
classmates, teachers, an alternate version of my parents. My mother, once skilled

in knitting, had no time for it after the closure of her state-run textile factory. The
economic reforms of China in the late 20th century erased the stability my parents
had once known. Their survival had always depended on following the directives of
the state. But now, suddenly, they were left to fend for themselves with only a few

months of severance pay, whose value diminishing with relentless inflation.

Loss, powerlessness, and hopelessness filled our home. It was the paradox of a
nation on the brink of becoming an economic giant, while its people stood amidst
the ruins of certainty. The one-child policy had been rigorously enforced, ensuring
that all resources were concentrated on sculpting the next generation into global
citizens. The country stretched vast and empty, ripe for exploration. Desire swelled
without limit. It felt like being caught in a relentless current - swim fast to keep up,

no turning back, no place to rest, no pause.

I kept returning to the image of those empty cardigans, embodying the powerless
individuals swept along in the machinery of progress. My work materializes their
voices—voices of those unheard, unseen, displaced by the tide of transformation.
In these hollow forms, I find echoes of memory, resilience, and the quiet weight of

history woven into every thread.



Yeraz Kortun

Farewell To A Loved One

I want to demolish my home in Istanbul.

Home is an universal concept—for the lucky ones. It provides comfort, a space to
be ,and become yourself, a nest to be completely vulnerable. Even when nothing

in it physically changes, everything changes. My home is deeply engraved in my
identity. I very much see the remains of it in myself. Memories are still extremely
present to me. I still remember when I was little, I loved it so much that I wanted to
experience every corner of it, as if I could absorb every part of it into myself. Now,

I recall that thought with a bittersweet smile.

People often say that home is not a place but a feeling. I disagree. For me, home was

always a place. The feelings used to arise from being there.

By destroying it—this time by my own choice—I am preserving it. Every trace,
every step, carries my memories. By demolishing it, I make it eternal. I interfere
with its lifespan and disrupt its natural cycle. By destroying it myself I prove that I
was once there. Although it seems like the story ends here, it actually remains here

permanently.

1 plan the demolition to be unannounced. The other residents will not know.
Because I have come to the conclusion that there is never a good day to say goodbye
to something you love. Every day is too soon. Every day is unexpected in its own

way. So, I tell nothing to no one.

I want the destruction to happen slowly. I see this slowness as showing respect
for its long presence there. I plan to use an excavator, starting from the top floor
and working my way down. I plan to drive it myself- if I find the courage. If not
by someone who has no relation to the building, has no idea what has been felt or

experienced there. Commands are simple: start from the top floor and go to the

bottom.



My home is in the middle. This allows time for me to prepare myself - and later to
mourn. As the floors above me crumble, there is space for farewell. I experience
the emotions fully. I remember my memories. The good and the bad days. The

celebrations and the silences.

Then come the last two floors. There is time for grief. There is longing and despair, a
hazy feeling of guilt. But when the floors below collapse entirely, mourning stops. I

then forget what once stood there. Completely.
The building mentioned has already been demolished due to the high risk of
collapse after the 2023 Turkey-Syria Earthquake.

But I never felt like I had the time to say goodbye properly.

So, this text is my farewell...

The building mentioned has already been demolished due to the high risk of

collapse after the 2023 Turkey-Syria Earthquake.
But I never felt like I had the time to say goodbye properly.

So, this text is my farewell...



Miski Nakanishi

Children of water

A sunny afternoon, I walk along the edge of the ocean. The wind leaves
marks in the sand. The sun is almost too high for October. It’s the kind of
day when you realize autumn is slowly turning into winter. The beach is

almost empty. Here and there, I see people walking their dogs.

I'm not enjoying what is probably the last warm sunrise of October, nor the
cold water that would touch my toes if I took off my shoes and sock.

I'm just walking, looking at the wet sand, gazing at the pink, blue, gray and
orange of the seashells.

I'm carefully listening to the sound my shoes make.

Now and then, I make a short stop.

1 gaze at a black, flat, shiny stone just next to my left foot. I crouch down and
reach out my empty right hand to pick it up. The stone is much lighter and

a bit wetter than I expected. With my right thumb, I brush the sand off and
grip it again, slightly tighter. Then, I stand up to keep walking.

Little waves come to wet my shoes. I ignore them and just gaze at the stones.

I find another stone— a white, foggy one. It must have taken forever for this
stone to make it to this beach. The stone is gathering all the sunlight. This
time, I pick it up with my left hand— firmly, but gently. It looks smaller in
my hand. I bend my head to look at it more closely. Here and there, I spot

black grains.

Both my hands are filled with stones.

I run my fingers across them and continue walking, until I find my favorite
stones.

The wind blows my hair, and a dog, a very happy dog, gallop besides me.

I pass an elderly couple. They glance curiously into my hands as they walk

by. I respond by slightly raising my hands, full of stones.






Martin van Grootel Hernandez

and i think of the “mesh”
how it flows

how it glitters

how it smells

and i think of my hand

how it glitters

how it smells

how the “mesh” drips from it
and i think of my eye

how it perceives the flowing
how it flows

how round it is

and i think of my brain
how it thinks

how it flows

how it glitters



the greeks and romans

often fought about

who could go first and

who could go second and who then
could get the paprika and when

the paprika was finished then the
other may have a taste of the crumbs
and so he licked his

finger and pulled it along

the bottom and they sometimes

had wet trunks from the

swimming if they had forgotten

to bring something along or if

their parents no longer

worried about those things back then
in the time of the greeks and

the romans



Alexandros Nikolaou

Exeivn ) vOxTa fTav cav o nAiog va eixe katéPel ot yn.
MaAAov eixe Eexaoet va avateilet.

To E¢pw, emeldn) exeivn T voxTa fTaAY padi OV, GTO KPEPATL pov.
"EviwBa 610 1o Swpdtio va Eexethilel amo feotaotd.

Hrav n dwr tov.

H napovoia tov O0ple ydha pe péL kat i Hopr) Tov fTav aav éva
KAAOKALPLVO TIPWLVO.

ITpwv kAeiow Ta pdtia Lov, [OV eixe Xapioet Eva xapoyeho.

Awpo oAvTIHO,

Oa é\eye kaveig.

Mov &&1e, dpaye;



That night, it was as though the sun walked the earth
Perhaps it had forgotten to set.
That night, he was with me, burning my sheets.

The room with brimming with warmth;
his own.

His presence was like milk and honey
shaped like the summer dawn

A smile rose on his face,

right before my eyelids fell

A precious gift,
some might say.

Did I deserve it?



Znpepa n pépa eivan nAtohovotn.
O ovpavog kataydhavog kat o HALog pe mepneavia pag xapilet
Aiyn ano ) {eotaotd tov.

‘Exet apyioet va popilet kahokaipt.

AMG avtr) TN pépa Y ViwBw StapopeTikn amd Tig dANeS.
Eivau oav n {eotaotd mov éviwBa va éxet alhadet to dyyrypa
me.

Kabe Tt yio ka6, eima, éxet apxioet va popilet kakokaipt.

Zav Kovvayd 0 Aevko HavTiAL éviwda To owpa pov va
vdpwvel,

To otfog pov rBehe va meL.

Iap’ 6l avtd, okégrnra. Exet apyioet va popilet kakokaipt.

Hrav mov péxpt kat 0 HAlog xaupotav va Adumet mévw 6to
eha@pl ToL pavpLopévo Séppa

Eivat mov péxpt kat o Ovpavog otevayopydral otay Ta
ovvve@a dev TOV a@rivouy va Tov xapilet To anépavto Tov
yahadio

Oa eivar mov péxpt kat 1 Badacoa dtav Sev Oa Tov £xel kovta
™¢ Ba mayel ma va pag tpayovddet.



A sunlit sky blankets the world, today.
The sky deep blue, the sun gifting us its warmth, with pride.

I can smell it: summer.

But something is changed. The warmth touching my skin felt
foreign.
“Warmth nonetheless” I said, “I can smell it: summer.”

Whilst waving a white handkerchief, I felt my body drenched
in sweat,

I felt something in my chest, right beneath the skin, something
wanting to be said, but unborn.

So, I repeated: “I can smell it: summer””

The sun seemed to like
dancing on his light
tanned skin

even the Sky wept
when the clouds would not allow him
to be given that never-ending blue

Perhaps even the Sea

In all her glory

will cease to sing her song
when he is nowhere near.



KaBopai, meptrpryvpilopan amd ayvaotoug mov yvwpilw.
H d140eon pov maxviSidpikn aAd kot cuyXvopévn

Ta XeiAn pov agudatwpéva and xOeq.

TO HOVO TIPAYHLAL TIOV €PXETAL OTO UVAAS eival ) KOPHOGTACLA
Tov.. ZTiapn} Kat TPOTAVTWY EANKVOTIKT.

Axopa éxw Ta amOTVTIWHATA TOV TIdvVW pov, Bapnd onuadia
ndBovg kat evyapioTnong.

H popwdid Tov nrav évag kavtdg kakokaptvog idpwtac,

TO AYYLyHa TOV pe €kave va ViwBw oav éva TOAVTIHO
HapyapLtapt, To omoio Aaxtapoiae,

kat n0ele TOAD va viwoet.

10 6006 TOV Tav £va KATAPDYLO, TTOV OV NTAV adhvaTto va
unv £ekovpAc® TO KOPE OV HETA ot 0, Tt eixe TTPOKVWEL

Ba prmopovoa va eixa peivel ekel yla mavra



I sit, surrounded by strangers I somehow know.
My mood, playful—yet confused.

My lips, dry from yesterday.

The only thing that comes to mind is his frame

Steady, and above all, magnetic.

I still bear the marks he left on me—faint traces of passion and
pleasure.

His scent was like a sweltering summer sweat.

His touch made me feel like a precious pearl, desired, craved,
longed for.

His chest felt like a refuge, one I couldn’t help but rest my body
against

after all that had unfolded.

I could’ve stayed there forever.
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The lonely spectacled eider; wading in the North Sea, looking around
and starts sweating when the reali .
s Wit @mMinute e .

y W\I/A\’fniie‘r'e are all the
chicks?”
Does it have a visa? \"\
OMG-THEYRE GONNA DEPORT THE
i, SPECTACLED EIDER!

They confirmed COVID-19 was made in a lab, it wasn’t from a bat.
Wuhan does have a big disease research center so it’s not...
[implausible]
Someone {g’::z]]yfucked up there
o ’
Well, if it wasn’t for covid I V%{ouldn’t.l;e\}i\e. Did I tell this story already?
I was in the afrport and all the flights were'cancelled in from of my eyes.
My flight back to Australia4would have two transfers, one in Bangkok
and one in Manilla. So, I called my grandpa for advice because I was
so scared to Be stuck in the Philippines or something and he asked me
“Do you have @s$upport system there? Do you have a job and friends,
an apartment?” And I go like “Yea” “Then stay” he said. So, I stayed.
I just said goodbye,to my girlfriend, thinking I'm never going to see
her again, but then Ijust turned around and walked out of the airport.
We had just cried and%yerything and then I'm just like hey I'm back.
A,
3N \

\

TROTTEUR! Y ‘ 
TOURNEDOS! .

GROIN-GROIN! -

DO THE PUMP, DO
THE
PUMP!
Nul points :(

PANKCAKES PANCAKES PANCKAES



PANCAKES #" PANCAKES ~ PANCAKES PANCAKES
PANCAKES PANCAKES '\ PANCAKES
PANCAKES PANCAKES PANCAKES PANCAKES PANKCAKES
PANKCAKES \

PANKCAKES PANKCAKES

PANKCAKES PANKCAKES PANKCAKES
PANKCAKES PANKCAKES, PANKCAKES
PANKCAKES
PANKCAKES PANKCAKES PANKCAKE

PAI}I‘KCAKES PANKCAKES PANKCAKES PANKCAKES

Have yoﬁlad your ant-jam yet? S

He needs to recénter his chakras in tl‘xe Mediter
I'm less grumpﬁ there. P

B

NI
h

- ™

ean.

You let @ dog out? '
Hamish, go fefch that dog! 3
Butit looked like it wanted to go out..

I justiove beagles, man
The manager of this place I used to work has her Instagram explore
full of beagles.....§ ONLY beagles
Now, that’s a nice algorithm
F Al T get is thirst traps
I only like the dog on the ferry

Did someone sayibeagle thirst trap?
BEAGLE THIRSTTRAP!?22

Guys, that was my 100th bird!

e ‘Wooo0000hooooo!

— Congrats man!

»""f;"‘"\



Shall we watch this documentary about the migration of South-
African birds.

Or maybe this one about migration of birds to Israel?
Booo!
Fuck those Israeli birds!
p Actually,

they’re Palestinian birds. /'

i
'y

I think you just met your spirit animal.

Dude, I cried. It kept looking at me with those big black shiny .7‘.\5 y e s

while standing like a pencil in that shallow bath. And knowing

its in quarantine because’ she has lungworms makesyit only more tragic

for such a cute baby seal named Toos. TOOS! T hope she gets better and gets

released soon. I trust the Ecomare, they seem to knowg what they’re doing.
Y

j X

Okay, time for a broodje haring.
1
We're cycling in the first gear
We've done this before
Gooiglsg cycling in the first gear
an't'do three or four

Heron’s cyclingﬁin the first gear
qw =Don’t know nothing else

We're cycling in the first gear
Fasten your seatbelts



Sue and Neul

.\ Foreword

28th of December, 20089 is the day Neul came to this world.

Neul was born with 3 other siblings. Sarang, Chorong, and one
more with a curious name but loves to eat. His mother Dasol
started having contractions at midnight yet couldn’ t make it

on her own. Dasol" s family brought her to Liz Veterinary

Clinic’ (also where we met Neul for the first time) and she

gave birth to 4 healthy, happy. cheeky pups at around 1:30.
When we saw Neul for the first time, we knew it was him that

we loved. Every cent we made by doing chores went to the ©
fund for getting the necessities for Neul, as he was enjoying

his first winter, first everything inside his mother’ s paws. After

3 months of milk, rice, and mother’ s love, Neul came to us as

we promised Dasol on our knees that we would cherish Neul,

and be what she would be for him until forever. The 300,000

won was wrapped in a white envelope, and enclosed with our

best Sandylion stickers. We drove through the snowy February
landscape with Neul in my pink puffer along with a few cans of
chicken rice wet food, a pink dog bed with safari animals, and a

felt lobster doll. And this is how Neul became the 5th member

of our family. After that, Neul grew, grew, and grew. He ran, he
barked, he jumped, he walked, he napped, he ate, he painted all

' over the blanked with piss and occasionally - felt tip pens.



L

“He met friends and families, sunbathed, was mesmerized by
beings smaller than him, observed red spiders and ants,
chased birds, cuddled, woke up, and repeated this all over
again-- In between this time, he also encountered moments
and changes. Some being understandable (surprisingly death
was one of them. He was sad for a while tho) but some were
hard to process (moving houses, some family trips that he
couldn’ t join, toys disappearing) but always held his ground
strong and solid inside our house. Even after the leg surgery he
still climbed on top of the table to search for food, ate so much
chocolate, coffee, and grapes, and expressed himself in great
detail with howls and scratches. Yet as he reached the ripe

age of 15, some changes come more drastically than others.
| notice him experiencing the world a bit differently than he did before

' | feel Neul getting ready to receive love in a n
@ than he did before

Like all beings, dogs too experience both mental and physical

changes from birth to death. But unlike humans, dogs go
through ‘neoteny’ . Which is when a species or a breed
retenting juvenile features even in an adult animal. Dogs don’ t

go through the process of a ‘mature ego/self  like us soin

20
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ome senses they are always a baby at heart. No matter how

old they are physically.

We as humans tend to hate changes. We' re scared of

getting old, and things not being the same as they used to. We
want to delay it, avoid it, and get frustrated by signs that lead

us to death. And as much as | wanted to fill in this gap

between us and dogs, the conclusion was to shift our *
perspective which will lead to behavioral changes from our

side. Sometimes, we humans are so capable, so great when we
are compassionate enough, and when our eyes are delicate
enough to read through each other's movements. And maybe

the first step is to accept the idea of aging and to grow a

caring eye towards our old dogs. @ %

The first few weeks of making this book consisted mostly of
tears and panic. Stories of dogs in pain, passing away, people
creating duplicates of the dogs, accidents, and diseases. But
after wiping the tears away, | started noticing more around us
as well. More pills on the countertop and books about aging.
building houses after retirement, and printed-out articles about
menopause--- Maybe it was never about getting ready for .
death. Maybe it was never about having no regrets. Maybe it v
was always about living with our bodies, always so radically

new every day and for every breath.

]
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If you think about the fact that 24 hours for dogs is equivalen
to a week in dog time, you can also think about how big our
love must feel for them, and the sweet time we give them must
be more than a few minutes, hours, or days. Let s have pride
in the energy we create and the love we generate for each

other.

<

This book isn’ t just about Neul, it" s about everyone. Neul' s
amber-brown eyes taught me how to observe people, recognize

patterns, and accept how people all smell so different and nice.

The first part of the book is a summary of books about senior

dog care, and the second part is a care guide for Neul,

» S

optimized for our family’ s weekly life pattern. The walk-map

[
=7

was made with the most joy and experiments, and | hope
everyone reads this not as a book of rules, but as a
troubleshooting handbook/recipe inspo that will make

caregiving smoother for everyone. *7"

| wish everyone wisdom and happiness till the summer sun
rises.

With love and sweet dreams, $

Sue and Neul.

&
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Mili Calderon

I am working with developing the understanding of pattern making in the life of
an anxious person and how this progresses into obsessive cycles which are used
as a coping/comfort mechanism. This work was made while I was in conversation
with a relative, showing how my mind takes notes of certain words or ideas and
puts them in a specific visual order. With this, I've recognized my constant need
for pictorial order as a mechanism for completing tasks. The backside of this work
might also show the duality of this patern-making, and how it might not always fix
what’s needed. However, it always finds its way to comfort the mind, and arguably,
igniting cycles.

30 mins. Ink and thread on paper.
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Charlotte Jones

Hiding here, feeling both

They’re running through the skin,
figuring out who wins

focus

feel

perceive

the feeling that is stronger
my mind, let it win



The Launclry on the Line

Hanging
Moving with the wind
Drying

Hanging

The sheets next to knickers and towels
The wind bulges the sheets
And carries them into the air

The grass Qooking at it Ijrom below

The clouds Ahi&ting bﬁ

Tomorrow it will all be r‘epeall:ed°

Graziella Piras

26
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Patricija Gonsalesa-Ortisa

Warm blanket, quiet voice

Irinal!?

I cannot see you.

I saw you dancing in the Kremlin with Stalin yesterday, and he

gifted you an apartment in the center of Moscow.

You are so lucky, grandbaby!
Did you bring me something yummy?

I think I swallowed my teeth, Irina.

Your hands are so cold - mine are always warm.

She is singing.
I think God loves me. Otherwise, I wouldn't have lived so
long. How old am I?

When I was young, men used to say that my nose grew for two,
but I got it all to myself, haha.

Who is standing in the corner? Who is it?

Who are you?

My name is Nina Nikiforovna Mashkovskaya.
Is Irina my mom? No? Maria.

Maria.

When will you visit me again?

I'love you.

A mo6iio Tebs, 6abyTb



If anything, I believe it, that some day

all the nightmares you dream of will finally
come to an

end

And no one will chase you anymore, and
if you asked me to, as I've urged you to do
5o many times

I'd jump in

every single one of them, and entirely
destroy

all those unforgivable men that

occupy and haunt you every night in
your nightmare dreams

because

I'am your sister and I would

never let anyone hurt you and

I wish you could believe it, that I mean it,
and that I'll always be by your side

and never leave you alone for someone to
use you, disrespect your gentle soul that

I admire and miss so much

again.

28
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Drawing, 14 may 2025.
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Warmly orange spicy

shapes,

almost soft bubbles,

pillow sweet pink,

surrounded itchy yellow

crystal clear brown.
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Andréja Maiburovaité

What is care about?

When I am floating in a strange but already familiar space, I wish to touch to be
reminded of one’s existence. I look for warmth, I see the softness of things, the light-
ness of colour, they are not heavy, you could pick them up. A light mist drowned
them, moisture formed and dew fell. You could write on their surface with your
fingers in an invisible pattern. They smell of grass and rotten leaves. It's time to say
goodbye to life outside, I can feel how warm they are from their coldness.

I often talk to myself. I say that I am trying to catch up or rather to surpass her or
just to be one and exist in the same time, not in the past and not in the future, not
beyond their borders, but just to be one with my own head and with the images that
come up in my iris. I yearn to meet her, we seem to have spent our lives together,
only I lost you once, or maybe you decided to not continue going along with your
companion. I'm chasing myself, exhausted, and the ever-changing world is getting
in my way. Although it is what brings me back, pulls me out from being jammed

between the deepest twists and turns of my cerebrum.

I remember her, cheerful and charming. Strolling, dashing, always with neat blonde
hair. Trying to cut off anyone who belittled her, but always finding herself humili-
ated. Who is she? What is her life about and where is she in a hurry? What do her
coloured nails and expensive perfume say, where are they and what do they mean,
as she lies helplessly wrapped in a garment the colour of a screaming salad green, in
a bed meant for two people that respect each other. “You are Alone,” I tell her. She
too would scream, just like the salad plaid, but first, I let her move and breathe. You
can move slowly, you don’t have to rush to collect all the black-soled socks you’'ll
have to soak in bleach. All those mundane chores, mortal trifles, taking thousands
of minutes, without end. You like to drown until you can’t bear the emptiness of the
pain and the panic sets in, and when it fades she feels nothing, nothing at all, lying

on the floor curled in a green blanket with dirty socks around her.



Every family used to own a cow...

either one, or even several.

And...

small calves like these.

Nowadays youth won’t always recognise it as a cow,

some think it is a moose.
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Go go go.

And why have you gone on the road?

Why have you gone on the road you beauties.
You babies,

you beautiful babies,

g0 go.

Oh you came to eat here with your mommies...
to eat with your mommies you came.

Oh, my goodness...
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Here...

here you see heifers.

Here is a cow - with teats.
And the ones without teats...
Oh! And here is an ox...

with big bollocks.
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