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Letter from the Editors

Acta Victoriana was founded in 1878. It is still the oldest continuous 

university publication in Canada. 

We thank our contributors for these 144 years of  literary excellence. 

Acta Victoriana would not stand without you.

Katrina Agbayani and Marissa Lee
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a.m.

Jack Nickalls

5

laundry architecture  / 

and the dog seeking 

patches of  sun that 

have fallen / through 

the windows / yes / 

many moments 

behind / and acres  of

blue sky above / and

solitude / many 

sentences reeling 

through the mind / ink 

stained / and bereft / 

and beating through a 

swarm of  seconds / i 

shall /
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find out why at ww –

Meghan Butcher

Right now it’s all halted trains
 subway stops and glittering brass -
but the low end has their backs to us, playing to backstage
and I may never sleep again in my little room
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The Familiar Groove 

Genevieve De Giorgio

often I wonder what the 

bearded vulture thinks of  

as it breaks up its dinner into 

brittle bite-sized pieces 

of  mammalian bone, 

lifting the carcass into the air 

high above the earth, and 

dropping it 

again, and 

again, and 

again.
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Sinapis Alba 

Angie Lo

“For truly, I say to you, if  you have faith like a grain of  mustard seed...” (Matthew 17:20)

I wonder about you, crimson-jacketed girl, 
Bent over the rows in the field where not a thing would grow last 

Fall. Bent over like you were as a young child, gathering 
The melting mounds in your hands as you tried to make the snow last. 

Wandering the ridge in the summer, soiling your palms 
Drawing marks and arrows in the sand at the places that you’d go last. 

At the water’s boundary, hurling beyond your reach, 
Trying to make things go too far with the stone I saw you throw last. 

Wrapping yourself  in your choir robe, trying to hold fast 
To that hymn you sang alone in the chapel’s waning glow: Lasst 

Uns erfreuen herzlich sehr. That this was not 
The end of  you, that there was still some gift you could bestow last— 

Hands cupped near the ground, the packet now empty beside you, 
Girl crimson as the leaves, if  there’s one thing you should know last: 

What brings an angel low is not the wind’s sinking gust.
They say too much of  you, these seeds you choose to sow last.
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Jesus Christ the Teenaged Sin-eater  

Emmanuelle Christie

infant Jesus crawls among the scraps, allows 
the hounds to lick his sores. grabs the sick bitch around 
her thick neck and grapples with her, gnawing 
at the rim of  fat grown up around her chain— 
his belly round like pregnancy with want, a corpulent bowl 
overturned. he suckles among the puppies, fighting 
for a nipple leaking thin water. he will grow up 
on all fours, half  cur, with cutting teeth, body 
cracking with indigestion. 
a fine wretch! holding him up by the scruff. 
behold the pale back made to be struck. he eats 
the leftovers from the wake, adheres to his mouth 
a common shoulder. he rolls growling 
under the table with the other beasts of  burden. sin 
has a salty taste.



Decomposition
Nina Katz

I am the sum of  sums; 
I stumble through half-baked suns 
Sweating cyanide and apple tongues. 

I refuse to wear my glasses. 
They paint the world too crass and 
I’d rather pass the possibility of  
Glimpsing your face. 

Are you the progenitor of  my greatest sin? 

I want to kiss you, 
Open-mouthed and bloody-gummed 
Because I am (chronically) compelled to 
Carefully sully perfection. 

No, but I will not stare, 
Please drape my rapacious eyes with 
(Egyptian cotton, nina, polyester makes you sweat) 
With Egyptian cotton, then. 
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Again and again, 
We (I, not us) rip into 
This jellied yolk, 
Mango lukewarm against thawed flax waffle, 
Ah, but I can’t assume that you know. 

Why must eighteen years of  almost-life end in a 
Tremulous, spilled question? 
My fingers flex with catastrophic impulse; 
Any action at all is greater than words. 
I cannot return, crestfallen, to compromise. 

Can I not fly higher than “maybe”? 

Magnolias migrate to memory and 
Summer breathes in, then out.
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Teen Mother 
Emmanuelle Christie

when Hashem passed over Horeb, 
Moses shone bright and terrible beneath his hand. 
Mary, nineteen and Nazarene, was mighty enough to labour God. 
yet her face is plain. 

I have seen her face in the marketplace: 
her fingers rouged with henna, poring over olives. 
she will mash chickpeas, pound harissa. 
when Hashem covered her, she held the fear inside of  her until it bloomed. 
she laboured with God until they bled. God tore her open. 
they wailed together at the injustice of  it all. 

God slid into the midwife’s arms between raw knees. 
Mary, nineteen and Nazarene, scrubbed ichor from his cheeks. 

she filled his mouth with milk. 
God sucked a woman’s breast and saw that it was good.
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Empathy 
Maria Vidal Valdespino
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pet names  
Diana Vink

baby baby tucked his whiskey in the glove compartment [it smells just like my dad]. i 
was flat-faced, baby bitch, early bloomer. he left when the flower petals fell: baby bitch, 
baby powdered princess, i am nibbling your foundations and your gentleness like i am 
the witch and you the bubblegum mare, the bubblegum baby, did you not think to save 
me? [baby] blue bell bottoms from the seventies; my mom locked hairspray from the 
eighties in the cupboard and swore it was the devil. my gnarled hands still wrap around 
the cans, poke holes in your fragility, spill aerosol on the floor. you were baby blue jean 
flammable, and i am still the genes that my mother gave me [i am drinking your dye and 
i am drinking your dye]. 
baby baby left his whiskey in my glove compartment [a sample for the flames]. i have a 
tongue and a taste and you are eating, eve, and you asked me to stop writing poems. 
you are full on girls from texas and connecticut and there is no room for this new 
brunswick baby bitch [i asked how you knew they were about you, not a second man 
with the same headstrong hatred and you said no one is that unlucky]. baby baby, i left 
my whiskey in your glove compartment [won’t you check?]. it is not here, black-stained 
dresses spill their tears on the floors and i am drinking your dye and i am drinking your 
dye [and i hope that you die]. 
i am wishing well empty [i am wishing you well]. my mother did not breed me for 
vengeance. i trip into easter-blue vigil where the priest asks me what i am sorry for and i 
say my inheritance; if  i could stop being kind then i would. god, i never believed in you 
and still i do not because i am cursed with hands altruistic and empty,  a half-naked 
image of  divinity, the wasted hourglass whiskey bottle he left in my glove compartment 
[i am a waste of  an hourglass and of  nineteen years]. 
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he said that’s not an answer and yes, i too am adam, writing in code and you are the 
terrible atlas suspending rosetta stones where i cannot read them so i will whisper it all 
to you now, the final stand, in which it still does end with swearing, in which you call 
me baby baby, i think i left my whiskey in your glove compartment and i tell you i think you 
left your head in your ass. then you will be angry.
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Queer Constellations
Izabela Deren

I told her I didn’t know what to do / anything / you are so beautiful / 
Hands together like the locket we left on the city’s east end / 
Is this what it is like to be someone / 
To be where stars go when the sky goes dark / 
To finally believe in magic / over surgery / energy over the blade 
Tell me / how / we went twenty years / without / 
Knowing that there was a place for us / 
In the universe / 
That a queer kiss / lands somewhere / 
In a constellation / 
For a child to point up at / 
And wonder what it is / 
A parent’s silence / the child will / point at the lights / 
In everyone else’s dark sky / 
Until they grow / go chasing 
Twenty years / for two bodies / 
To find each other / and teach one another / 
How to make their feet / their tongues / their hands / 
Dance / 
She whispers / keep going / and she becomes / 
The most beautiful monument / Sapphic statue / 
I adored a body / 
And / a soul / 
You are so beautiful / 
Skin touches skin / somewhere a star explodes
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chewing gum   

Ellen Grace

I want to keep cracking this branch into smaller and smaller pieces 
and I don’t want to think about how I don’t know that my life will end, 
because I do. 

I want to evade death behind a closed door 
with fingers feeling for buttons 
and you, showing and not telling, 
claiming every golden leaf  as your own. 

there are hands I want to burn because they are ugly 
there are hands I want to burn because they are ugly connected to beautiful— 
neither of  these I can hold. 

when two bodies melt into each other, it sounds like chewing gum 
it’s skinless skin to skin thinking of  
skin contact breaking blister holding truth serum look at what comes out so you 
can keep swallowing down the disease of  thinking you know where your body 
belongs.
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September 18th  
Glen Bullock

CW: gun violence, death

 “Are you going to take a jacket?” 

Kenyon’s mom would always ask before they went out for their after-dinner 
walk. Like he was suddenly going to say yes. Like he didn’t wear T-shirts in 
the middle of  winter. 

Kenyon, his mom, and sister would do the same lap every evening, unless 
mom had to work a double. Up the street, through the park north of  the 
community centre, then back down around the block. His sister liked to 
stop and use the jungle gym. There were usually old men, Ethiopians and 
Somalis, playing pickup soccer on the field under the lights. 

Kenyon thinks that’s part of  the reason his brother moved out, so he didn’t 
have to do these walks anymore. That, and the constant fighting with mom. 
But Kenyon didn’t mind them. They’d always run into people from the 
neighborhood. Like now, mom was talking to a woman she used to work 
with, while his sister stood watching a corner kick. There were other families 
by the playground, and a group of  guys standing just up the street. Thane, 
he was one of  them. Kenyon recognized his hat. 

“Hey! Yo, Thane!” he yelled. 

   Kenyon started running towards them. He was going to give him shit for 
the game earlier. 

* 

 “Ten - nine, game point!” 
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Kenyon’s voice got high and screechy when he was excited. 

The rest of  the kids had stopped playing. They were standing around the 
gym watching. “Come on K!” they yelled. “You got ‘em.” 

Kenyon could barely hold onto the ball he had so much adrenaline. 

“Can you check the ball already,” Thane said, fake annoyed.

He and Thane had probably played over a hundred games of  one-on-one. 
In this same gym, same basket. And he’d never beaten him. 

Kenyon bounced the ball in front of  him. He was still shooting from the 
waist - he wasn’t strong enough to bring the ball over his head - so he took a 
couple steps back. Thane was daring him to shoot it. He took a breath, bent 
down, and heaved it just over Thane’s outstretched hand. 

It was one of  those high-arcing shots that took forever to come down. 

* 

 Kenyon had been going to the community center for as long as he 
could remember. It was the place he went after school. When his friends’ 
parents came and picked them up, he’d walk the three blocks north to the 
old building. 

He’d enter through the glass doors, walk down the hall past the front desk 
and the computer room, past the men playing ping pong in the hallway, until 
he reached the gym. 

It was always the same kids that came after school. People from the 
neighbourhood. Kids whose parents worked late or just wanted them out 
of  the house. And it was the same staff. Michelle, the Jamaican woman in 
charge, Zena, the younger girl who never spoke, and Thane. 
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Thane was the same age as Kenyon’s older brother. He liked to talk to 
Kenyon about ball, and would sneak him an extra slice on pizza days. And 
every day, after all the kids were signed in, Kenyon would get on him.

“Yo Thane, you ready?” 

“Pass the keys to the ball cupboard.” 

“Can you hurry up and eat already so we can play!” 

* 

   Kenyan yelled again as he ran up the street. And Thane turned and saw 
him. He smiled.

Then came the gunfire. 

Several rounds, all in a row. 

Kenyon had heard gunshots before, way off  in the distance, but these were 
right here. Like they were flying across his ear. 

Thane and the rest of  the guys started running. Someone grabbed Kenyon 
from behind. He was getting pulled/carried him the other way. 

There was screaming coming from somewhere. Screaming from the families 
by the playground. Screaming. Gunshots. Kenyon tried to turn back to see 
what was happening, to see where Thane was, but his mom had him tight to 
her chest. 

It was just under a minute of  gunfire. Fifty casings. 

On the way home, Kenyon heard sirens, people yelling. Saw people running 
in all directions. 
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At the house, his mom kept asking if  they were ok. She kept grabbing 
Kenyon and his sister, hugging them, and patting their bodies to make sure 
there were no bullet holes. 

   And for some reason, all Kenyon could think about was the game earlier. 

* 

 “That’s game! In your eye!” Kenyon yelled. 

The whole gym was screaming, running around in circles. 

He did the Ja Morant celebration from the playoffs, the one he’d practiced a 
million times. He’d be talking shit for weeks. 

“Can I play in the weekend runs now?” he asked. 

“You think you’re nice don’t you?”

“You said if  I beat you!” 

“Ok ok, I’ll see when the next one is,” Thane said, laughing to himself. 

And Kenyon hung around as Thane put the equipment away, dribbling and 
shooting until the last possible second. 

* 

 The day after the shooting the community centre was closed. 
Yellow tape surrounded the intersection just north of  the building. In the 
morning, there were several news trucks parked on the sidewalk. A woman 
was interviewing parents and employees at the centre. 

Afterward, when the rest of  the kids had gone out into the hall for snacks, 
Kenyon stayed behind. 
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But by the afternoon, people cleared out. There were no families by the 
playground. No men warming up for a soccer game. The neighbourhood 
was quiet. 

 On Monday, after school, Thane made the short walk north. Inside 
the front doors of  the building they had a section blocked off  with candles, 
and notes, and pictures of  Thane. Some recent, and some from when he was 
young. 

There was even a picture from a tournament they held a couple years ago. 
There was Kenyon, kneeling at the front holding up the number one, and 
Thane, with the same hat on, standing off  to the side smiling. 

Kenyon made his way down the hallway, past the front desk and the men 
exchanging paddles, and stopped at the entrance to the gym. There were 
a couple of  young kids kicking a dodgeball at one end. An old man was 
stretching on a mat. Other than that it was empty. 

He watched for a while, then he turned and continued walking down the 
hall, past the computer lab and the snack room, and out the back door. 

In memory of  Thane Murray (1993 - 2021)
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every single afternoon

Jack Nickalls

the oldest fresh figs / in 

the world / and a deep 

brown blooming / like 

sun in the pond / waking 

the murk / with no known 

living peers / one can 

disappear / to even

themselves / 

unconsciously / the brain 

carries out countless 

functions / consciously / 

she looks up from the 

counter / and just stares 

/
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mojave
Cheryl Cheung
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Arrival in America   

Matthew Friday

With thanks to Emma Lazarus

No dirt cheap steerage ticket from Liverpool,
jammed in the hold of  an empty cotton ship,
holding onto few belongings, threadbare coat,
stalked by typhus and seasickness, the sudden
spewing out onto Ellis Island, cross-examinations
by indifferent border guards, shaming medical
inspections, new names, compassion from former
immigrants, instant friends plotting to fleece.

My ship is a trans-Atlantic flight from Amsterdam.
in a half-price Economy - desperate airline - trying
to ignore the complaints of  a wandering tempest,
coughing travelers lying flat to breathe freely,
unmasked protestors huddled in masses of  denial.
I lower my mask only to gobble luke-warm dinner.
I keep my bag close, bulging with paperwork
and hopes that the Embassy’s good wishes work.

A Customs Officer colossus fueled by viral fear.
He prescribes infectious orders and irritation.
Obedient and fearful, I accept the accusations
of  mysterious forms not filled in, the dismissive
hand when I offer my paperwork (that will create
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a Kafkaesque series of  complications months later).
Hurried handwriting suggests dishonesty. 1-1000
-the chances of  contracting the British variant.

I’m British but haven’t been there for over a year.
He lowers his guard, risks a small smile, but still
warns me he could get sick. Desperate for humanity,
I tell him I understand his fear. His shoulders relax.
He stamps the passport and holds it out, warning me
not to get any trouble. I hurry away in my last pair
of  shoes, torn on the inside. A Russian-American TSA
agent welcomes me with smiles and a warming story

about having an English wife. From Reading. One
short flight to Portland to meet my mighty woman.
Seattle shrinks below to the size of  a concrete hive.
The line of  Cascade volcanoes state in a wintry ellipse
amongst rugged sentences of  hills, all named after
presidents, generals and diplomats replacing names
from native legends as old as glaciers. My wife waits
wearing a respirator by the golden Arrivals door.
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In Xian  

Matthew Friday

In Xian I watch the way
an elderly woman tapers
her yin brush quill into night deep ink
and spill into onto bare yang paving slabs
wider than her stance, spelling
out incomprehensive characters
poetry in her arms and hands,
her hum and movement.

I applaud her and she laughed,
waving me away, ink flicking.
I ask for a translation.
She shrugs a toothy grin.
A kindly local reads the characters and tells me:
Idiot tourists cannot read Chinese.
Seeing my surprise, the old woman laughs
and Lao Tse nods.
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poem for the beginning of  the year  

Marie Gamboa

how do you trust january
when december’s knife is still in your back
turning blood to black ice?
how do you begin to open yourself  up—
willingly, without the blade twisting inside you?
last january i cradled every long-lost december
as if  their power over me would teach me
a thing or two about motherhood.
then i was the one holding the knife; since then
i’ve been suffocating december in swaddles
of  gift wrap, gold, and mere
vanity. if  redemption is found
in self-giving then how am i
giving until i am giving
even my own hands
and it is still not enough?
enough. regret turns over to reveal its other face:
january’s door ripped from its hinges,
the culprit’s knife left behind.
enter, you say.
i enter.
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my slow town calendar adventure, part four: the 
birthday party this began at felt in retrospect   

Miles Forrester

then, “i think the perfect birthday party feels immortal
to me. it does a double cleave. it’s a synecdoche

of  the whole year in an evening and it evens out the year,
you know (?), lets what is knowledge-able in it take the wheel

and peel out of  there. just look at that horizon. expect
good things for the birthday person, pet, or propinquiter.”

propinquitry is the word which i’ve found myself, using
a kind kind of  sequencing, kind of  like the day after

the birthday and all of  the pleasure that exists in that.
you would need a curved whole-world sized t-square to measure that.

“it’s a celebration for you to continue being
yourself, you divide then recognize yourself  wider than

when you began, for a moment more than what’s after
all that marvels and disasters on feet, in parts, of  clay.

it’s like all of  the toasts in toronto have come your way.
that’s what the perfect birthday party feels like anyway.”

in all seriousness, i heard a person saying this.
my contemporaries would all gather and talk like it

truly just was what seemed like destiny to do. we went
every possible way to make slow town seem possible.
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The Love Song of  Polonius  

Veronica Spada

I call the grizzlies from their tethered woods to carry me like Kings of  

old. Here we eat our fancy fowl with rosemary and salt, forks on this side, 

knives on that. Floating on this palanquin, we listen to your strange guitar, 

the music from your uncle and your father and the uncle of  your father 

who never touched the throbbing chords. There, I read your letters to my 

daughter; here you find the poem of  a clown with shame caught in his teeth. 

Here the bondsman runs without his bonds, fleeing through the reeds, 

hurdling his fictive felonies. And there the Mighty Lord whistles and laughs 

at those who dare to run.

 I fester with these yellow crimes: this murder and creation. I break 

into the evening, the streets rising with purple smoke, chin against my chest. 

Men in shirtsleeves call for dogs without names. The players prepare to play. 

And here I hear the drummer drumming. On the other side of  the curtain, 

the sun breaks into brokenness. It bows its head with shame, inventing 

forgiveness. And I feel the dagger digging.
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ill be here:   

Paul C. C. C. Badere

 ● damning the hesitant heartbeat and frolicking thoughts—
 floating away, ropes apart,
 they fray in clichés.

 ● drawing desires from/of  community jars, with fumigated secrets—
 k(l)ept by each aching breathe,
 cleft in beached nets, floundered by
 peaceful (r)egrets.

 ● clamping resident scarred feats in
 closeted negatives—
 gnawing aged air, they’re choked and spread;
 left for dead with bleached pulp.

 ● clawing at doors ajar, revealing
 fetter’d netizen creeps—
 knots dysfunction’d, leather-sunken,
 humming to terminal organs.

 ● crimping feathery hairties, sprawling with flaking fabric—
 fasteners stiffen with teary comedic
 tragedies and snap in
 salty brittles.
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Rising off   

Marie Gamboa

A fog. A descent.
I carry the morning on my back
like a mother carries three children at once.
Morning the colour of  porridge: steam
rising off  the edge, coiling
at the scorch.
Maybe today’s duty begins with salvaging
the oats that spilled over and a prayer
lifting its song among the pots and pans.
If  the soul is a mirror, let it be fixed on love;
let this be my ode
to fidelity.



Stop Making Sense
Tara Parsons
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areas of  interest are poetry and creative non-fiction.

Jack Nickalls is a writer from Huntsville, Ontario. His writing has never 

been published (unless, of  course, you are reading this).

Maria Vidal Valdespino is a first-generation Mexican immigrant from the 

noisy neighborhood of  Ixtapalapa surviving in the north end of  Tkaronto. 

She balances huge red glasses on the bridge of  her nose and stands tall 

at 5’5 feet. She adores all shades of  pink, despite green being her favorite 

color, and the feeling of  crunchy textures, both edible and toxic. As the 

eldest daughter of  a multicultural home, she centers her experiences of  

homesickness, poverty, and imposter syndrome in her art to illustrate the 

various joys and pains of  learning to become whole away from home. 



Although not a poet nor the best writer, Maria’s creativity and emotions 

are translated into her abstract collages, sometimes made from editorial 

magazine clippings or digitally drawn silhouettes and dots. Maria hopes to 

proudly represent these different experiences with bright patterns and silly 

lines, and sometimes moody eyes.

Marie Gamboa is an undergraduate student at the University of  Toronto 

studying Christianity & Culture, English, and French. She enjoys the occa-

sional roasted milk tea and takes a lot of  pictures of  the moon.

Matthew James Friday is a British born writer and teacher. He has been 

published in numerous international journals, including, recently: Dawn-

treader (UK), The Dillydoun Review (USA), VerbalArt (India), and Lunch Ticket 

(USA). The micro-chapbooks All the Ways to Love, The Residents, Waters of  

Oregon and The Words Unsaid were published by the Origami Poems Project 

(USA). Matthew is a 2021 Pushcart Prize nominated poet.

http://matthewfriday.weebly.com.

Meghan Butcher is a pianist studying at UofT and a sucker for pretty 

words. Her work has been modestly recognized by literary journals and 

non-profits across Canada. Some of  Meg’s greatest inspirations include 

Debussy and well-made London Fogs, and she can be found either in 

front of  a piano or on social media @megzegzoo.

Miles Forrester is a poet and artist living in Toronto, Ontario. He 

received his MA for Creative Writing at Concordia University. His thesis 

project, Way Out Belleville, emotionally mapped his hometown across a 

span of  equilateral triangles. He has been published in Acta Vicatoriana, 



Headlight Anthology, and Bad Dog Review. In 2021, he exhibited new media 

work from “Slow Town” with The Roundtable Residency. 

Over the course of  the pandemic, he has been writing a series of  poems 

called “Slow Town Calendar Adventure”. A “Slow Town” is another 

literary-municipal-alternative (utopian? maybe) to conditions we’ve been 

inured to, presumably where there’s enough time for alternatives to be 

tried. This series is an epic-in-stasis wherein the protagonist, an unnamed 

“i”, theorizes where and what a “Slow Town” could be over exhilarating 

and disquieting zoom-calls, park treks, and texts with the “Contemporary 

Propinquiter” (an opportunist/theorist). The prophetic register of  the 

“Con-Pro” (alternatively the “C.P” or “Seep”) presents a vision of  “Slow 

Towns” that is hard to parse, and it’s difficult to determine if  the proposed 

tempo is progressive or reactionary. Regardless, as this is an epic, a change 

is coming and we’re moving towards it. The risk is to catch a slow in ac-

tion and not “familiar slow oblivionation”.

Nina Katz is a poet and playwright born and based in Toronto, Canada. 

She has experimented with a wide assortment of  poetic styles, from con-

fessional contemplation to biting satire. Nina delights in imbuing her po-

ems with interesting sounds and rhythms, believing that the oral quality of  

a poem is integral to its beauty and meaning. She is interested in feminist 

social critique but also in personal explorations of  topics such as memory 

and guilt. Her strong connection to her Jewish heritage also informs and 

contributes to her work. She has majored in English and Drama and mi-

nored in Creative Expression and Society at University of  Toronto in



order to further hone her craft.

Paul C. C. C. Badere (they) is a Queer Filipino-Canadian settler based in 

Brampton, Ontario, and a student at the University of  Toronto at Victoria 

College. They write as a necessity, to obscure and process life experiences. 

More work can be found @creamymemeylinguine on Instagram. They 

often interpret their poems differently each time when read.

Born and raised in Boston, Tara Parsons is a first-year student at the Uni-

versity of  Toronto, studying a combination of  art history, political science, 

and economics. As a child, art fascinated Parsons, eventually becoming her 

outlet and mode of  expression. Inspired by interpretation of  the impor-

tance of  art, she intends to paint the relationship between art, music, film, 

and literature to express larger truths about the world and her inner self. 

Her work is consequently referential and naturalistic, hoping to express 

her sentiments in an intriguing manner.

Veronica Spada studies English and Philosophy at the University of  

Toronto. Her writing has appeared in Acta Victoriana, Goose, RIC Journal, 

Mystery Tribune, and the Hart House Review.
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