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DEDICATION 

 Growing up, around the Christmas 

holiday, I would always find a way to get 

sick for that whole week. It became 

something to be expected, something to 

dread. No kid wants to be sick while he's 

trying to enjoy a new toy, right? Luckily, 

that pattern stopped a few years ago, 

but it was something that I did not want 

to experience; the holiday became, well, 

a chore almost--any sense of enjoyment 

could not be found. Also, time spent with 

family became rather short-lived as the 

years progressed. At one point, we 

would all spend the day together at my 

grandmother's house, enjoying each 

other's company, and have some meal 

on Christmas Eve; or, even spend a good 

part of the day together on Christmas 

day. Eventually, that went to the 

wayside: mom would be asleep for most 

of the day, because she had just got off 

from work after a twelve-hour night shift 

and dad would go back into his room, 

oftentimes leaving me to explore the 

gifts received by myself. Sure, I still 

enjoyed it, but there seemed something 

vital missing. This isn't what Christmas 

is about--it can't be. This is just giving 

each other things to play with. 

 I believe I missed the chance to cherish 

what truly matters about Christmas, and 

perhaps I won't get the chance to 

experience Christmas again as it should 

be experienced. 

 

 This segment, then, is dedicated to all the 
readers of this issue: that they may be 
able to cherish the meaning of the 
holiday, however they may celebrate the 
Winter season, and cherish each other. Be 
there for each other, and reconcile any 
conflicts and tensions that may have 
arisen over the course of the year; the 
greatest gift you can give someone is 
another chance. Enjoy the holiday the 
best that you can; it is not the gifts that 
are most important, but the time spent 
together and the joy that results. That is 
something that I will miss, so I urge each 
and every one of you to cherish that 
holiday the best that you can. 

 

 

 Vignettes 

 Sometimes the best descriptive scenes 
are the ones that are in front of us. Take 
the time to look at a scene, and depict it 
using words; provide enough detail so that 
the reader can imagine what the scene 
looked like.  

 

 Example 

 It was not even in the evening, when the 
sun had set. Snow begins to fall softly, but 
did not stick any more than an inch or two 
upon the streets. The scarf needs to be 
thicker, and tighter around the neck, as it 
began to be coated with a thin layer of 
snow. Under the street lamp, a solitary 
light appears amidst the darkness. 
Shallow footprints left behind become 
quickly covered by the falling snow, and 
people vanished without a trace. 

 



INSPIRATION AND ADVICE 

 

 Use your scenery and what you observe 
in daily life to your advantage. How would 
those events appear on the page? What if 
one seemingly minor detail about the 
event or scene was changed, what 
implications might that have? Feel free to 
explore such possibilities, and don't hold 
back. Success in writing, and in other 
areas of life, is rewarded to those who are 
daring, bold, persistent, and like to 
explore. 

 Any time you get a thought or idea, write 
it down immediately. When you go to use 
that idea, expand upon it. What does it 
mean or suggest? About life, humanity, or 
whatever it happens to pertain to? 

 

 Collaborative Projects: 
Advice and Tips 
 

 If you know things about your team 
members, such as what about a project, 
particularly in a group setting, challenges 
them, apply that information in a way that 
challenges them to overcome that 
difficulty in a productive and constructive 
way. For instance, if completing a work is 
a difficulty, set deadlines. 

 

 Find out each member's weaknesses and 
strengths, and delegate tasks 
accordingly. If you have a project that has, 
say, ten different tasks, delegating those 
tasks to various members of the team 
may be more effective. After the tasks 
have been complete, collaborate with 
members of the team, so that the 
members can review each other's work. 

 

 

 

 

  

 Be on the same page, and be supportive. 

One of the worse things to occur in 

collaborative settings is 

miscommunication: if everyone is working 

on the same thing, how will the project 

get done? Also, it may not be beneficial to 

fault others when they mess up; instead, 

be supportive, and encourage them to do 

better, and to keep striving for the 

collective goal. The group is as strong as 

its weakest member; if the weakest 

member is being berated, leading to a 

decline in motivation for the collective 

goal, then what implications will that have 

on the rest of the team? 

 

 Some Writing Prompts for 

Inspiration 
 

 You leave town, to stay in a motel far 

away from major cities; when you go to 

leave the motel the next day, your car 

breaks down, as it starts to snow. 

 

 You find an unopened present in the 

attic; the date is from ten years ago. 

 

 You are invited by a friend to a stranger's 

Christmas party, and you and another 

stranger end up being the last ones to 

leave. 

 

 You spend the holidays alone, 

reminiscing about previous holidays and 

find an album of pictures hidden in the 

attic. 

 

  



HOW TO STAY MOTIVATED, AND WHAT TO DO WITH 

WRITER’S BLOCK 

 

NICOLE 

 Hey, fellow writers! Something that’s always important to think about, no matter what you 
write, is how to stay motivated—and what to do when that motivation comes to a rather 
abrupt halt, also called writer’s block. This is something that I personally struggle with often, 
and so does everyone at some point. Some struggle more than others. Chances are, you 
work on projects that are important to you and that you are interested in. Yes, we should 
consider our audiences, but as the writer, YOU come first. After all, no audience wants to 
read something that feels like the writer got bored and lost momentum halfway along. If it 
wasn’t fun to write, it won’t be fun to read. So how do we keep that momentum going? 

 

 

 Love Your Idea 
 

 Do you ever look at the New York Times Bestsellers to see what people are currently liking? 
Do you generate ideas based on what’s popular? If you do, stop it. Stop it right now. Unless 
you think you have a unique twist on what’s already at the top AND you’re wildly passionate 
about your concept, I advise you to take a step back for a moment and think it over. Think 
about your concept. Are you writing this because you want to? Does your mind race excitedly 
whenever you think about it? Do you think you’ll have fun taking this journey? If your answer 
to these questions is yes, congrats! You’ve found a concept you can probably work with. 
Make sure you like your idea. No, make sure you love your idea. 

 

 Brainstorm 
 

 If you have a problem with getting started, you’re absolutely not alone. We’ve all been there 
so many times—that blank page is a scary sight. So before you face that blankety-blank 
document or piece of paper, try brainstorming first. And if you’ve already brainstormed, 
brainstorm more. Develop your concept even more than you already have. If poetry is your 
thing, try compiling a list of words you feel strongly about using in your poem. If your 
endeavor is a short story or a novel or anything in between, download a plot sheet, a 
timeline, and character sheet from the wonderful internet and fill it out for your main 
characters. These character sheets can get extremely detailed, but they can also be really 
fun. Even if the sheet includes aspects of your characters that won’t ever show up in your 
story, it’s always good to know your characters inside and out. Let them become your best 
friends. Your development will come more naturally, and you’ll enjoy writing the story even 
more. 

 

 



 Let It Write Itself 
 

 If you’ve never experienced this, it probably sounds stupid. But trust me: let your poem or 
story write itself. One huge writing rule that I live by is don’t put yourself in a box. Just don’t 
do it. That’s the worst thing you could do for your writing. That’s when you get stuck. If you’re 
writing a novel and your character wants to do something all of a sudden, let them do it. If 
you’re writing a poem and your voice takes a different direction from what you originally 
intended, let it. Your work could end up even stronger, and it will definitely be a lot more 
interesting. And if you decide later that you don’t like the direction you took, that’s what 
editing is for! If you have a plot line you absolutely want to stick to, that’s perfectly fine. But 
within that plot line, let your story take whatever turns it wants. Don’t be afraid to experiment. 

 

 Take Breaks 
 

 When it comes to getting tired—and of course you’ll get tired—it’s important to know yourself 
as a writer. Know when to take breaks during long writing sessions. You probably need these 
more than you think you do. You need breaks to keep fresh, and if your mind is not refreshed 
periodically, you won’t be doing your best writing. Sometimes it’s actually hard to stop once 
you’ve gotten going—I know the feeling. But to avoid fatigue, the best thing to do is find a 
natural stopping point in your writing and come back in ten minutes. Get something to drink 
or something to eat. Or better yet, take a walk around your house. Or even just a walk around 
your room. Do some sit ups. Odds are, you’ve been sitting for a while. Get you blood flowing 
again. Take deep breaths to increase the oxygen supply to your brain. Trust me, your brain 
will thank you. This will help considerably with your writing momentum because you’ll always 
be ready to write again. 

 

 Conquer That Block 
 

 Writer’s block. We’ve all experienced it. It’s that feeling when you’ve run out of steam and 
your fingers aren’t going anymore. You just don’t know what to put down as the next line or 
sentence. Unfortunately, these writing dry spells can go on for hours and days. Don’t let it. 
Take action and murder your writer’s block. One thing that can help is writing something—
anything—using a prompt. It doesn’t even have to pertain to your story or poem, but it 
absolutely can if you want it to. Prompts are meant to just get you writing again. There are 
tons of them online. There are even prompts to help you discover more about your 
characters. Find one that inspires you and get to writing. A similar tactic you could try is to 
write a scene of your story that you’d never include in the actual finished work. Let your mind 
run wild. Make your character go ballistic. Introduce a character or event that ruins 
everything. Blow your setting out of proportion. Remember, you don’t have to include this 
scene in the final product. This is just to get you writing. Hey, who knows, maybe you’ll 
actually end up using it. The end result should be getting back into that writing groove. Once 
you get back into the groove, you’ll be able to jump back into your original work. 

 



 It’s no secret—writing is hard. Grueling, 
sometimes. Sometimes it makes you 
want to quit. But it’s also fun and exciting. 
Writing is supposed to be enjoyable. If it 
was horrible all the time, you wouldn’t be 
doing it. So during these hard times of 
non-inspiration and frustration, remind 
yourself why you love to write and why you 
call yourself a writer. Over all, you’re 
supposed to have a good time. That’s 
when you produce your best work. Do 
whatever works for you and you’ll always 
be a happy writer. 

 

 

Staying Motivated by Chris H. 

 

 If you want to be committed to your 
project(s), then staying motivated to 
complete them, and setting deadlines 
can be beneficial. Even if one does not, at 
that instant, feel inspired, one can still 
write. The outline and the plotline which 
you have provided for your story serve as 
the "bones" of the story. If you were to put 
the "flesh" on the "bones", what would it 
look like? How would the plot unfold, how 
would elements of the outline connect 
together? Visualize the story, and write 
down what you observe. 

 

 Write down your goals, what you desire to 
achieve, why you want to achieve those 
goals, and deadlines for your goals. Make 
your goals specific, and not too lofty or 
abstract; if you have a clearly-defined 
goal in mind, you are more likely to know 
what to do to achieve that goal. 
Additionally, if it is more of a long-term 
goal, write down short-term goals that 
would help accomplish that long-term 
goal. So, for instance, if you want to write 
a novel, have, say, one weekend 
dedicated to character development and 
the plot-line and how it will progress 
 

 

 

 If you come up with any insight regarding 
the rest of the novel, write that down in a 
journal that you keep for that novel. 

 Sometimes, and this is along the lines of 

inspiration, you will think of a certain line 

of dialogue, or an excellent paragraph to 

include: write them in your journal to use 

for later. When one is working on the 

task, one can receive insights about that 

task. Productivity begets inspiration; 

being productive and applying that 

inspiration however possible, begets 

more accomplished and more inspiration. 

 

 This exercise was inspired from one that I 

saw online: at least once a day, in 

addition to the work and effort you are 

already putting into the work, write down 

one sentence that talks about your work 

in some way. If it is a novel, then it could 

be a scene; if it is a work of non-fiction, it 

could be a direction to take the work, or 

even ideas for an argument that would 

bolster your stance on a particular 

position. 

 

 There has been plenty of research 

surrounding ways to reduce one's 

procrastination, some of which will be 

summarized here: 

 

 One of the crucial factors in overcoming 

procrastination, involves first 

acknowledging that procrastination is a 

problem; one cannot begin to think about 

how to change one's behavior in regards 

to procrastination if one believes that 

procrastination is not a problem. Some 

other tips include: thinking about one's 

goals, for if one thinks about his or her 

own goals, then that individual may also 

think about how procrastination can 

interfere with those goals; make a 



schedule for yourself, to help 
with time management; if a 
task seems too large, it can be 
helpful to divide the task into 
smaller parts, and complete the 
task systematically 

 

 

 

Even More Prompts 
 

It has not stopped snowing, and 
the roads have been closed for 
weeks. 

 

The house across the street has 
been abandoned for over a 
year, but you notice the faint 
glow of lights strewn around a 
Christmas tree on the second-
floor of the building. 

 

You go to a friend's holiday 
party. Part of the party consists 
of someone picking a name 
from a hat, who will be your 
date (and that person is a 
stranger) for the remainder of 
the day. 

 

You get on a plane to visit family 
over the holidays; the plane 
takes a stop in a random city, 
but the next flight gets 
cancelled due to weather for a 
week or so. You're then 
stranded in a strange city, and 
are at the mercy of a stranger. 

 

 

 



A REASON TO 

WRITE 

 Some write as part of satisfying some 

need or desire for competing with 

others; such reasons have perhaps 

been used amongst friends who started 

a writing club, where they would either 

1) challenge their friends to come up 

with a story within a given period of time 

(Mary Shelley), or 2) more or less, write 

as much as possible and get as much 

published as each could, while having 

their friends constructively critique their 

work (Leo Tolstoy). Such reasons can 

indeed fuel someone's desire to write, 

but there are certainly other reasons 

why someone may write. 

 

 Experiential. One has experienced 

something, and feels a need to put that 

experience on paper. Works that are 

experiential in nature may include The 

Grapes of Wrath, for Steinbeck was 

living during the time of the great 

depression and the dust bowl and 

stylizing it as a story of journey and 

redemption has indeed produced a 

beautiful work; or Walden by Henry 

David Thoreau, which tells of his journey 

in a transcendentalist way. 

 

 Novel. The writer has a concept to write 

about, and views that it hasn't been 

explored in a particular way. The writer 

may view the topic as already been 

written about by other authors, but 

perhaps believes that it was not 

approached properly.  

 

 For example, George Orwell's 1984, a 

novel on a dystopian society: did he get it 

right, or should the story turned out some 

other way, particularly if just one detail of 

the story was changed? 

 

 

 Winter is a time for solitude; a time for 

reflection and introspection 

 

 Oftentimes, or at least this seems to be 

the case, people get bored during the 

Winter: there's nothing to do, the roads 

are closed, I'm bored. This need not be a 

negative thing, but it is easy to view it as 

negative (especially if people around you 

are viewing it that way). Winter, instead, 

can be a time for reflection and 

introspection; to stray away from that 

negativity will prove to be to your benefit. 

Contemplate about what has happened 

the past year, what you did, what you 

wanted to do, and what you regret. Write 

these down, and keep track of them in a 

journal perhaps. Then ask yourself, what 

prevented you from doing what you 

wanted to do this past year? Why do you 

regret some of the things you did, if you 

regret any action this past year? What 

would you like to change about yourself? 

Structure these into goals for the 

upcoming year, and write down the goals; 

also be sure to monitor next year when 

and why you slip up on those goals. 

Productivity will come, and your projects 

will blossom, in the coming next year; 



but for now, take the time to 

rest and to reflect on what 

strategies are working and what 

strategies are not working. If 

you do feel inspired during this 

time of reflection, then go 

ahead and work on your 

projects. 

What is especially important is 

to not give up: persevere on, 

and, as stated before, write 

down your goals and how you 

will achieve them. Based on 

what insights you gain from 

reflection and introspection, 

determine what obstacles you 

have faced, and how you may 

be able to overcome those 

obstacles. Then, next year, 

when you do face those 

obstacles, you will be better 

prepared in regards to what to 

do. 

 



JANE DOUGHERTY 

A Last Rose 

 

A last rose 

To take the memory of soft summer 

Into the dark halls of winter 

Where the howling wolves of loss and regret 

Pad and prowl through the uncanny white 

Of the slowly drifting snow 

 

 

Hoping for another spring 

  

In this land where snow rarely falls 

Damp leaves rot, 

Dead stalks stand stark 

Black against a steely sky. 

Birds huddle, 

Soft brown leaves 

On bare branches dripping damp. 

Rain falls, 

Cold curtain, 

Water unreflecting. 

No bright chill sunlight falls, 

Crisp ice crackling on shallow pools, 

Snow sweeping landscapes white, 

Burying autumn gold and the far-off spring 

With dancing crystals of intricate lace. 

Clouds hang heavy, 

Rain pours a vehement ocean, 

Stifling the robin’s song, 

Damping the leaping flames 

Of summer memories. 

We huddle, 

Damp-feathered birds before the hearth, 

Telling stories of how it was 

And how we hope it will be again. 

 

 

 

Picture by Mina Georgy 



PETER S. 

Winter 
 

 The stars were deep in darkness 
when I unlocked my home; 
the dust of our great galaxy 
was shining like a bone; 
The Plough looked sharp and lethal; 
Orion's belt was tight: 
without a cloud this evening 
tomorrow's crusted bright. 
 

 Down roads robing dusk round, 
I drove out to my work, 
ill fated, evil hearted, 
my thoughts a wicked dirk. 
But let them not take carriage 
and smash it into sticks, 
skidding off the roadway, 
cursing as it hits. 

 

 Give me back my legions! 
Ghosts march by my side. 
Give me back my troubadours! 
I'm sailed on this high tide;  
for what streams in the firmament 
is hate and bitter pride, 
omnipotent delusions 
with death to coincide. 

 

 Bring on the cold. Its glinter 
may make me fear that dark; 
and drive it from my centre, 
return to me, my spark. 
Though I must remember, 
yet need I to forget: 
the dark horse travels fastest 
where love might linger yet. 

 

Frost and Fire 
 

 Spiders dead at their posts 

in white lace and macramé 

draped between railings. 

 

Grass steeped in crystal brittle, 

crust-topped hedges, banks bearing 

the white exhalation of the icy titan; 

 

and yet a flat calm - 

complete preservation. 

 Under this fiery sun 

not a leaf dares to fall from grace, 

not one in all my journeying 

along clean roads 

of  the swept museum. 

 Dazzling remnants of carnival - 

sequin-leaves  

much more revealing 

than attempting to cover 

taut, dark limbs - 

still as waxworks in a diorama. 

 

My country clients come 

to drag me in  

away from their birch trees 

 who stand in pale make up  

and diaphanous dresses, 

exhibitionist adolescent party girls 

the late morning-after, 

mascara run,  

frocks cutely crumpled. 

 

Hazels have hung out catkins  

to wave in winter's face, but 

waive winter even they cannot. 

 



MOON ILLUSIONS 
SNOW FALLING ENDLESSLY 

 BY JOY REID 

 Last night the moon rose ochre, 
illusory giant at the end of the street 
within the proscenium  of her theatre, 

 argent cloud curtains open. 

  

 Upon that expansive disc what memories 
written from streams of tears down here 
to her dry parchment, the deed of time? 
And what emanate as resonant music 
stirring to blinked-back blurs in those  
who fix their eyes on her inexplicability. 

  

 You could tell from dusk something was afoot 
dark blue suffused all colours into 
monochrome  

 tyranny, black tree silhouettes,  muddy 
salmon  

 hues in darkness of clouds, a hint of bile  

 as if a green sun’s ghost had combed the 
memory of a tragic sky – all succumbed all 
died into blue embrace, at the end willingly. 

 Jupiter announced itself and fringes 
of occluding nuage, raven- wings, flew on. 

  

 I look with something in my mind lolling 
helplessly like a panting dog’s tongue 

 at this sandy moon  deranging all I tune 

 at end of road - a ruin of a rune, near full 

 and big and yellow-book of desert ending. 
 

 Is it enough to know that you have 
been noble 

 walked away  

 allowed the one  

 upon whom your heart is compass-
fixed  

 to travel North  

 of your longing?  

  

 There 

 where Yin and Yang cannot be sifted 
out - 

 day is forever dark. 

  

 If falling snow conspires to play a part  

 as storms contrived to do in Lear 

 then love is cruel. 

  

 Ishmael 

 how will you do for a wife? 

 Oh I can but me twenty at any 
marketplace. 

  

 Can you? 

  

 A ball of snow  

 held aloft by mittened fingers  

 is entrancingly crystalline 

  

 yet warmed and melted, moulded 
with missile-malice 

 bruises bones  

 shatters windows. 
   

   

 



JOY REID 

 Orange Tree 
 

 We are picking the winter oranges. 

 They are small but very sweet 

 wonderful for juice. 

 They had begun to fall  

 it was time. 

         Don’t pull them off, I instruct, roll. 

 Rolling works with the inclination of the 
tree 

 she will give up herself more      

 willingly. 

 Ed rollerskates on the fallen fruit hidden  

 beneath tidal leaves. 

 He fossicks one up – holes – no good – 
ants – 

 have been secreting sweets. 

            Leave them. 

 They are not salvageable and ants need 
vitamin C too. 

 The Orange glows with secret knowing. 

 It is a youngish tree 

 but spectacularly fertile. 

           It would make a fine Christmas 
tree, I reflect.  

 It is already festooned with golden 
globes. 

           Christmas is in December, you 
correct. 

           Yes, but in the high country it is 
celebrated in July. 

 It is an Australian eccentricity, one of 
many. 

           That still won’t work, you say. 

           Oh? 

           It’s August. 

 Ah. Stymied. The oranges shrivel in my 
mind. 
 

 But… you continue, we are stripping the 

tree, so…. 

           …so… I jump in, it is January. 

 He smirks. 

 I laugh. 

 The tree winks. 

 Later when I am supposed to be 

squeezing oranges 

 I am writing instead. 

 Ed walks in, unexpected – uh oh! 

 He sizes up the situation in a blink: 

           Traffic held up on the South 

Gippsland Highway 

 he reporter-intones. 

           Woman pulled over blocking traffic - 

writing poem. 

           Swing Bridge closed indefinitely till 

she decides 

           what rhymes with ‘dill’*. 

           It was ‘quill’ I laugh and get back to 

squeezing oranges. 

 . 

 *dill = slang for idiot. 

 

 

 Alpine Wilderness 
 

 I  

  

 Within your icy boundaries tiny seedlings 

flourish. 

  

 Frozen water forms  

 walrus tusk and narwhale horn 

 the unicorn  

 is no stranger here. 

 

 



ALPINE WILDERNESS (CONT.) 

 Silvered boles endorse  

 pewter pleating, bronzed folds 

 their long olive limbs both sinuous and 

oiled  

 recline  

          

 deliberating,  

 snow-wet stoas passing lore.   

  

 II  

  

 Too soon  

 do they 

  

 come 

   

 in lurid 

 space suit clothes. 

  

 Assert  

 an unwelcome 

  

 assault  

  

 on the snow. 

 

 Stomp  

 through foliage.  

  

 Slash  

 at trees. 

  

  

 

 Snap  off  

 crystal stalactites. 

   

 Spoil shamelessly. 

  

 And as they leave - having heaped a drift 

of snow on the hood – 

   

 they comment with unfelt irony 

  

 on their   

              communion  

 with the bush. 

 

 

 

Photo by Jessica Tuminaro 



ADDITIONAL PHOTOS 

MINA GEORGY JESSICA TUMINARO 



ADDITIONAL PHOTOS 

Thank you for reading! 



ENJOY THE HOLIDAYS! 
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