
to art ISSUE #1JAN 2019 

► Poetry Tournament Results  ► Anthology of Winning Poems  
► Kelsi Rose  ► Book Reviews  

D O O R W A Y



�

DOORWAY TO ART

Doorway To Art Magazine

WeArtFriends Project

Founding Editor: Galya Varna
 
Design Director: Eden Sleepwalker

Cover photo: “Landscape“, courtesy of Ioustini Giannakopoulou © 2019

All artwork in the current issue by courtesy of Ioustini Giannakopoulou © 2019 
(ioustini@gmail.com) 

All the works presented in the Doorway to Art Magazine, written or 
visual, are copyrighted to their respective authors © 2019
 
The graphic design of Doorway to Art is copyrighted to Eden Sleepwalker 
© 2019 Doorway to Art is copyrighted to Galya Varna © 2019



�

About

WeArtFriends

The project WeArtFriends brings together a 
creative community of poets, writers, visual 
artists, photographers, who share, create 

and experience together free art.

WeArtFriends features poems, short stories, 
book reviews, interviews with authors, 
artists and creative people, and more 
in the Doorway to Art online magazine. 

Through the Poetry Tournament WeArtFriends
gives a chance to poets from all over the 
world to have their best poem published 

in the ANTHOLOGY of Winning Poems.

We meet and communicate in the free realms 
of cyber space. We are not bound by the 
limitations of space and time. We share 
and help each other to become better in 
different aspects – better at what we do 

or better known by our respective audiences.

For more information – visit our 
website www.we-art-friends.com  or our 

Twitter account @WeArtFriends

Bulgara Magica Press

IN TER NATIONA L

POETRY  TOUR NA MEN T  2018

ANTHOLOGY
of

Winning Poems
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by
Eden Sleepwalker 

Visit here for details  
and order your bespoke book cover at 

BOOK COVER WIZARD

www.we-art-friends.com

https://we-art-friends.com/book-cover-wizard/
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Foreword

Dear Friends,
The first issue of our Doorway to Art for 2019 is live! 

Only a year has passed since the start of the WeArtFriends project but 
so many things have happened. 

Since November 2017 WeArtFriends has released 3 issues of the “Door-
way to Art” online magazine. We worked with, became friends with and 
featured 27 poets, writers and visual artists in the magazine. Thanks to our 
wonderful friend Eden Sleepwalker, we have launched a book cover design 
service https://we-art-friends.com/book-cover-wizard/ 

In February 2018 our first poetry competition was announced – we called it 
the Poetry Tournament as we believe that poets (as well as all other crea-
tive people) compete as noble knights and support each other. 

The winners in the WeArtFriends Poetry Tournament are:

@poetKelsiRose 1st place – poem “Sunday Sacrament”
@ebsnare 2nd place – poem “This Word Is not the Right Word”
@tamaramilessc 3rd place – poem “How to Stop Your Dog from Howling”

Congrats to our winners!
 
The runners-up in the poetry competition are not ranked according to 
score, so all are equally highly valued! ►

https://we-art-friends.com/book-cover-wizard/ 
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Dear readers,

If you would like to become part of our community, please stay in touch 
and follow our website www.we-art-friends.com or our Twitter account  
@WeArtFriends

Join our mailing list to stay tuned at  www.we-art-friends.com 
Stay inspired and keep transforming your dreams into art!  

Enjoy the read!

Galya Varna

Congrats to:

@LeilaTualla for poem “Indifference”
@AWInglis for poem “I Was a Man on Fire”
@Duisenali2 for poem “I Call the Mornings”
@Poet_Nick_Olah poem “Last Best Chance”
@schristodoulou2 poem “Forever Is Too Far”
@PoetrySkep for poem “For a Cantankerous Old Spider”

Thank you to our Jury - the poets 

Bianca Bowers
Eden Sleepwalker
Frankie Writez
Galya Varna
Isabelle Kenyon 
Nicholas Trandahl

The Poetry Tournament happened thanks to your work and efforts!
Thank you to all entrants and to the winning authors and runners-up!  

https://we-art-friends.com/book-cover-wizard/
https://twitter.com/WeArtFriends
https://we-art-friends.com/book-cover-wizard/
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In Shock That I Won

Kelsi Rose 

Kelsi Rose has always lived in Pennsylvania, where 
her words kicked up the dust of the country back-
roads and always smelled of pressed wildflowers. 
She has published two collections of poetry: “Spar-
row” (2016) and “Paperback Wings and Patchwork 
Eyes” (2018) as well two chapbooks: “The Drown-
ing Girl” (2018) and “your mother’s white-washed 
words” (2018). She is currently pursuing Bachelors 
degrees in English Literature and Psychology while 
she works on her next collection.

Interview with @GalyaVarna

Q. Kelsi, you won the first 
prize in the WeArtFriends Po-
etry tournament. Is this the 
first competition you have 
won and how did you feel 
when you got the news?
A. This is the first tournament 
that I’ve ever competed in for 

writing. I’ve done occasional 
writing contests among some 
of the online writing communi-
ties that I’ve won but this is by 
far the most prestigious. I was 
in shock that I won. I felt re-
ally good about the pieces that 
I entered; I just never imag-
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ined that I would place. I think 
I might have actually screamed 
when I got the news. I know I 
was very excited. 

Q. Some of your poems are in-
cluded in anthologies. Do you 
consider participation in an-
thologies important and why?
A. I’ve been included in six an-
thologies so far. There have 
been a couple other projects 

that I was accepted into that 
just never made it off the ground 
but it’s still exciting. I think that 
participating in anthologies is a 
great stepping stone to honing 
your craft as a writer and it can 
also help you build confidence if 
you’re lacking it. 

Q. You have published 2 books 
of poetry - “Sparrow” and “Pa-
perback Wings and Patchwork 
Eyes”. Tell us about each book 
and about its publishing journey.
A. “Sparrow” is my first full length 

collection. I actually threw it to-
gether as a sample piece for 
a poetry fellowship that I was 
trying to win (I didn’t win, of 
course). Around the same time, 
a friend of mine who worked 
for a publisher told me that her 
company was holding an open 
submission period, so I submit-
ted my sample piece rather flip-
pantly. I didn’t actually expect 
anything to come of it so I was 

amazed when I got the request 
back asking for the full manu-
script. I didn’t have a manuscript 
at that point so “Sparrow” was 
more or less thrown together 
in about a week. I did have, at 
the time, a private web archive 
that held all my poetry so I had 
a great deal of material that I 
could have included. Most of 
“Sparrow” was actually written 
in my late high school and early 
college days and a lot of the fo-
cus is on nature. My newer work 
tends to have a different voice 

“I think that participating in anthologies is a great 
stepping stone to honing your craft as a writer”
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than “Sparrow” does. 
“Paperback Wings and Patch-
work Eyes” was originally meant 
to be the title of my first collec-
tion, if I ever published. In high 
school, I dreamed about putting 
together my work but when the 
time came for my first manu-
script, I had more or less for-
gotten about my plan. I started 
sorting through my poems again 
during my first maternity leave 
and looking for pieces that I re-
ally adored but hadn’t felt right in 
my “Sparrow” collection. These 
poems were still mostly written in 
the same time frame, but some 
of my newer works did make it 
in. Instead of being more nature 
oriented PBW&PWE is more of 
a mosaic collection that shows 
that we can still be whole even 
after we’ve been ripped apart.  I 
forwarded this along to my pub-
lisher, who loved it and we pol-
ished it up for publication.
Both of my full length collections 
were published by Winter Goose 
Publishing. I know my publish-
ing journey isn’t quite typical as 
I only submitted once and got 
accepted. I know a lot of people 
try to get published and receive 
dozens of rejections before 

they succeed, but trust me, I’ve 
gotten my fair share of rejection 
letters since then!

Q. You also have 2 chapbooks 
- “The Drowning Girl” and 
“your mother’s white-washed 
words”. Where can readers 
find them? 
A. “The Drowning Girl” is a chap-
book that I actually self-pub-
lished as a side project. I just 
wanted to see if I could success-
fully write, bind, and produce a 
chapbook in a set amount of 
time. This one was completed in 
about 3 months, start to finish. 
It is eighteen pieces that center 
around a roughly 5-10 minute 
time frame in which a girl is stuck 
in a riptide. I had the work print-
ed at a local print shop and then 
I machine stitched the binding ►
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and hand-painted each cover. I 
mostly sell copies in person but 
I also host it on my Etsy shop 
Quiet Heart Art (found here). 
“your mother’s white-washed 
words” is a much more personal 
collection, that I actually hesi-
tated to share because of how 
it was originally perceived. Not 
everyone is going to like it, un-
fortunately. This collection is 
about the fears and worries that 
I experience as a white mother 
with biracial children in today’s 
political climate. I have an eight-
year-old stepson and a two-year 
old daughter (and another girl 
on the way) so I often fear how 
they will be treated and whether 
or not they are going to be in 
danger from every day actions. 
I also have anxiety so some of 
my feelings and reactions can 

feel exaggerated. This collection 
was actually published by a small 
publishing press out of Staten 
Island, JMF Chapbooks, LLC and 
it can be purchased from their 
Facebook shop (here).

Q. You are on Twitter and FB. 
Does the writing community 
on these two platforms help 
you as an author?
A. I am on Twitter and Face-
book, but I can’t say that I do 
a lot with these writing com-
munities. I have definitely used 
Facebook to connect with some 
other writers, but it’s mostly 
writers that are involved with 
my publisher(s). I do network 
on a few other free writing com-
munities, on which I am a little 
more active.

Q. Do your studies in English 
Literature and Psychology 
help you with your writing?
A. I do think that my studies 
help me with my writing. Psy-
chology helps me gain insight 
into other people’s thoughts and 
feelings but it also puts me in 
touch with why I do some of the 
things that I do. English Lit does 
a little more to immerse me in 

https://www.etsy.com/listing/607172673/the-drowning-girl-poetry-chapbook?ga_order=most_relevant&ga_search_type=all&ga_view_type=gallery&ga_search_query=the+drowning+girl&ref=sr_gallery-1-1&organic_search_click=1
https://m.facebook.com/JMFChapbooksLLC/products/1731038590316611/
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writing that I might not consider 
otherwise. I’ve gotten the pleas-
ure to not only read classic litera-
ture, but also read peer writing 
and get feedback. 

Q. Tell us please about your cur-
rent projects.
A. I have about ten current 
projects that I’m constantly jug-
gling; some are a little closer to 
fruition than the others so I’ll only 
highlight three for now.
I just finished a collection with-
in the past few months called 
“Twenty-Five Vibes” which was 
basically a chronological, almost 
diary-like collection that followed 
my political views, world issues, 
and emotional journey of my ex-
periences as a 25-year old mother, 
wife, and writer. It’s a little longer 
than my first two collections so 
editing and revision is taking a lit-
tle longer, too.
I also dedicated an entire collec-
tion to my kids called “The Birch 

Meadow.” I have always wanted 
to be a mother, so I focused a 
great deal of energy on my ideas 
of family and motherhood. This 
one still isn’t finished but I’ve got 
a lot of material for it. 
I am working on a healing col-
lection that is destined to be-
come a chapbook. It focuses on 
coming to terms with physical 
and emotional abuse from peo-
ple that I thought had my best 
intentions in mind. This book is 
about coming up for air when 
you feel like you are drowning; 
it’s about healing a wound you 
thought could not heal. 

You can contact Kelsi Rose on: 

Twitter @poetKelsiRose  

Kelsi’s  Amazon  page

You can visit her Facebook  page

Or her website 

►

►

“Psychology helps me gain insight into other 
people’s thoughts and feelings but also puts me in 
touch with why I do some of the things that I do” 

https://twitter.com/poetKelsiRose
https://www.amazon.com/kindle-dbs/author/ref=dbs_P_W_auth?_encoding=UTF8&author=Kelsi%20Rose&searchAlias=digital-text&asin=B0728JVC23
https://www.facebook.com/poetKelsiRose/
https://poetkelsirose.wordpress.com/
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 Poems by Kelsi Rose 

wInterbones/summerskIn
i.
I am winterbones and unsure hands,
eyelashes painted black and poem pieces like paper maché,
smile-shy and secret-colored eye,
lips like loneliness.
I am broken words and snowflake skin,
fragile thoughts past three a.m.,
and freckles that dot my nose like dust spots.

travelers

Your fingers,
wandering like vines of sweet pea,
curl passive around my waist,

come to rest on my hips
like weary travelers.

Tender, like your kisses,
I melt into your touch
with blooming, scarlet cheeks

Kelsi has kindly agreed to share some of her poems.

 
  Work From “Sparrow” – Winter Goose Publishing, April 2016
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I was made for you to love me,
to kiss my February lips;
to melt me into mud puddles.
I was made to bury myself in your summerskin
with your knowing fingers tangled in my hair,
as lost and sunken as shipwrecks.
And I was meant to shine for you,
to be your north star
to follow until your hands found their way
to the small of my back,
until your lips found my lips.

I was looking for a lighthouse,
looking for an anchor,
anything to keep me from drifting out to sea
with bed sheet sails and ocean eyes.
I found your smile sparkling as a treasure thing
and I kept you inside my heart
like a secret I might never speak of,
a caged bird singing,
songs like sonnets.

I am a snowstorm,
a white-on-whiteout,
frozen bits of flowers
kissed frosted like your windowpanes
and melting like candle wax
under your tender fingers.
You are my summer sun . . .

ii.
You are soft smiles and certain fingers,
sun-painted skin and wounded eyes,
broad-back’d and stable-spined;
your wonderfully wandering mind
and the curve of your lips.
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across my body
blushIng, mIld dIsasters
You bring wildflowers to my skin
flushed red,
with every touch lingering
like a small catastrophe.

You are a stranded star,
warmth that spreads on my skin
like a wildfire
or a flush that blooms across my cheeks.
You melt me faster than wax wings,
leave me breathless
and weak-knee’d,
ready to fall into your open arms.

You were made for me to love you,
to cherish the scent of your skin
and the sound of your laugh.
You were made to weave your limbs into my limbs
until we are just a tired mess
in tangled sheets,
skin-on-skintimacy,
and I am breathing in your spirit.

You are something special, a light
that I’ve only ever seen flash from the corner of my eye;
the electricity that builds up
in static shocks and thunderstorms,
the energy that breaks through clouds.

You are the rain, the summer sky water
that I’ve been praying for in this drought,
and I am soaking in your love.
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QuIescence

You are whispers written by sleeping thoughts,
traced on eyelids after I’ve sunk into slumber;
a place where I can dream of you
and memorize the shape of your hands,
your tired fingers, your work worn skin.

I remember you
when I wake, when I’m aching
for the thoughts of you;
for the sound of your voice,
your laugh, the way your words
curl into smoke when you smile.

achIng

i.
I just want
a ribcage full of thistle,
a handful of brambles caught up in my hair;

want to run wild, my heart
beating and aching as a hummingbird’s love song,
want to tell the stars that they can’t fall

hard enough,
or fast enough
to fade unnoticed.

I want breaking mornings, sleeping blue
and sonorous, your voice in my thoughts
at my waking moments.
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ii.
I am aching to the rhythm of your breath,
delicate and dreaming.
Darling, this is what love feels like:

to be the space between kisses,
the tension between two sets of skin
with soul-mate symptoms.

 I just want to be
your every daydream dissolved into reality,
a rush of endorphins and a laugh
that makes your heart
stop short.

iii.
I want to stay up, to watch you sleep,
your soft-spoken breath, the rise and fall of your chest
beneath me, and sometimes,

your heartbeat to lull me to
a place where words have no meaning,
where emotions speak like lyrics,
like laundry lists of what I love
about you, about us.

I am arched backs,
like little bridges,
tangled fingers like
telephone lines,
and I am resting
in your roses.
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  Work From “Paperback Wings and Patchwork Eyes”  
– Winter Goose Publishing, April 2018

Fear
Some days,
I am so afraid of drowning
that I forget the water is 
shallow enough 
to stand.

Freedom
I used to dream 
myself into the mouths 
of origami cranes, 
always hungry 
for freedom.

Furcula
Little fork 
     wishbone,
    sleeping 

between tender fingers
whose only goal is
to break you in 

   half;

whose grappling hands
do ache for the biggest 
piece of you.

nIghtmare
I wake with shaking spells,
breathing hard 
or afraid to breathe

because the shadows 
move around the room

like ghosts of you 
  and ghosts 
of me.
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star-droP smIle
When I breathe, the stars in my spine realign,
pop into place, give me something 
to grasp onto when the trains shake the air
with their trembling whistles and howling hounds 
in my neighbor’s yard bay at the very thought of it.
Despite the noise, 
I fall asleep to the lightning bug Morse code 
as they fall like shooting stars from my ceiling,
blink-blinking, winking secret messages 
amongst themselves.
And in my dreams, they wake me millions of times, 
mid-episode like commercial breaks.
I’m breaking ice cubes between my teeth and smiling
too brightly in the moonlight.

And the silk sheet moths are fluttering around 
my light up teeth, whispering, 
“Who are you, little poet girl, 
and where is your heart?”
I flash a Morse code smile, 
hoping to catch those firefly stars 
in my palms, force them into a mason jar
and hold them to the sky.
I stretch my crumpled rice-paper wings,
making thoughts to fly away,
fly awake, tonight.
But they cannot hold my weight.
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  Work From ““The Drowning Girl” ” – Self- Published, May 2018

choke
Find a way to make the nerves  
in your legs answer 
the urgent pings from your brain. Find your legs and 
put them down. Find your bravery, buried deep down 
in your breastbone. Now that you have found the bottom, 
all sediment and sharp-shell sand biting at the soft of your arches,
push yourself. Jettison to the surface. 
Turn yourself into a heat seeking missile 
and fire towards the sun.
If you don’t make it, 
  sink 
        and     
  sink again 
until you are blue in the cheeks, 
until you can feel your lungs 
shriveling in your chest,
begging for air.  
This is one of the 
first steps in dying.
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hyPoxIc
You can feel your heart slow
and strain against the idea of drowning,
struggle, the need for oxygen still burning
in your chest, air hungry. Tell your body 
you are sorry.

You are sorry for all the times 
you treated it like garbage,
for how you starved it, 
how you crashed it against
nightstands one too many times
or allowed it to be at the other end
of his fists,  how you pushed your fingers
into the bruises until they were 
a watercolor sunset.

The need for air
tastes like panic
and seaweed.
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rIPtIde
You feel the ocean
push and pull you, little ragdoll
floating face-up in the sun. It rocks
you like a cradle, you’re a boat on benign tide,
relaxed and restful.
You move yourself to stand
to realize that you can no longer touch the bottom,
the waves have tugged you gently out to sea
and the shoreline is still shrinking:
a panicked breath, the flailing of arms, a
scream that has caught in your trachea and a reminder
that no one knows you are missing. You push yourself 
to swim but haven’t gotten any closer.
The current has got you on a treadmill
with your battery on empty.
When a wave crashes over you, it sends you spiraling
to the bottom. You open your eyes in the abysmal
nautical nebulous— all ancient ocean mote and sunlight;
you flounder.
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salt & kelP
The seawater draws the blood
into your lungs like a bathtub,
fills it and leaves you breathless,
it fills it and shoves your head under
the surface.
The kelp finds its way
around your ankles, drags you into
its underwater forest, dense with its broad fingers, 
reminiscent fate of Beowulf. 
It grows until you can’t distinguish it 
from your own hair, they are both
heavy, and wet, and ocean-algae brown. 
You are anchored. You are taking 
on water. You’ve never been
a sinking ship so much 
as you are now.
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bathtub
On Saturday, you swallow your fear;
it is a heavy lump in your throat.
You remind yourself that you are 
  sixty percent water. 
You ease yourself into the bath again and 
the water is too-warm, your spine aches 
into the porcelain; your fingers prune
 into wrinkles.  
You remind yourself that your first nine months
were spent in water. You will not drown. 
You will not drown. You will not

drown. 
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worry
I wear my worry around my neck,
around my hands—wrung out as the laundry
my grandmother hung out on the line,
around my wrists,
around my waist.
It is a fashion statement I never wanted to make,
a pill I didn’t want to swallow, the scent
of fear is still worn into all
my clothes.

 
  Work From “your mother’s white-washed words” 

  – JMF Publications, July 2018
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PoPlar
“This is the hidden story of white supremacy
in America, the fuel behind the lynchings and police killings
and blood on the floor of black churches; passive, white complicity”

Zak Cheney Rice
I have a hard time processing it,
I know the words, I know the issues
but it is putting together a puzzle when I am
not looking at the picture on the box.
And the picture is burning crosses in yards
that could have easily been mine—
scorched grass, flames licking at the symbolism
of my marriage.
I always wonder if anyone ever warned my husband
to not fall in love with a white woman, always
wonder was he warned about the poplar trees
and my heart breaks.



30

DOORWAY TO ART

3131

stand
Since ebony flowers were plucked from the coast
of Africa, transported overseas in tight-packed
sardine can slave ships, transplanted in a place
where their roots grew deep into the cotton fields
they filled daily, they have been told,
with whips at their backs, get up. Stand up.
When four black kids sat at that counter,
peaceful pacifists, politely asking to be equal,
white fists at their backs, they were told to
get up, this section is not for the coloreds,
this is not how you inspire change,

get up.
When Rosa Parks rooted herself,
a tired seamstress in that leather bus seat,
refusing a white man the seat she was planted in,
they told her to get up, to get to the back of the bus
where her type belonged, submit to a white
man, hovering above her like a ghost;
get up.
Now, on bended knee, with interlocked arms,
football players are kneeling during anthems 
that celebrate their injustices. Famous people
are taking a stand against police brutality
and the statistics that say one in every three
black men will go to prison. How many
will die before they get there?
And they tell them, still,

get up.
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brIdgIng the gaP
For those of you who say
it is not my place to comment,
how I need to keep my whitewashed words
from painting his skin, you are not there.
You are not there when my husband’s voice
rings out
  “I’m Black and I’m proud”
to my wavering, seven year old son,
who is repeating words that he is not sure
that he believes in.
When that same little boys voice
is dripping with denial
as he denounces his race,
his people, says
he is Not.
You are not there to fill the extensive void
between his reality and his flesh,
please do not hate me for wanting
to use my own bones
to make a bridge for him.
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There has never been a more crit-
ical moment in this planet’s histo-
ry. Ecosystems and species stand 
upon the precipice of extinction 
and await human action. Spurred 
by the urgency of the situation, 

Fly on the Wall Press has teamed 
up with WWF, The Climate Coa-
lition, Dr Michelle Cain (Oxford 
University), former Derbyshire 
Poet Laureate, Helen Mort, and 
wildlife photographer, Emily Gel-

w

Introducing “Planet in Peril”: an anthology for our time. 

Fly on the Wall Press is a poet-
ry publisher with a conscience, 
publishing political and socially 
conscious anthologies and collec-
tions which engage with the world 
and take on big questions. Run 
by editor Isabelle Kenyon, the 

next project, ‘Planet in Peril’, will take on glo-
bal warming, combining science and the arts to 
create a poetry and photography anthology for 
our future generations.

New Publishing 
Service

Isabelle Kenyon  
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lard, to create an anthology for 
our future. 
“Planet in Peril” will combine 
beautiful photography of endan-
gered species and delicate eco-
systems, with poetry designed to 
increase public awareness of the 
complex issues surrounding cli-
mate change. A competition for 
poetry and photography submis-
sions will open on January 28th 
2019, with cash prizes and pub-
lication of the grabs. Photogra-
phy and poetry alike will reflect 
the damage already done to our 
planet and the urgency of the call 
to action, while the stark realities 
will be factually laid out with the 
support of Dr Cain. Fly on the Wall 
Press will welcome poetry sub-
missions which explore personal 
connections to the planet and re-
flections on the damage inflicted 
on it by humanity. 

This project will extend beyond 
print media, however. Our chil-
dren and our children’s children 
will have to live with the poten-

tially irreversible effects of cli-
mate change. Consequently, Fly 
on the Wall Press proposes a 
number of initiatives intended 
to involve and educate children 
of all ages in this project. First, 
the anthology will preserve a sec-
tion for twenty poems submitted 
by writers under the age of 18. 
Submissions in this category will 
be invited through communica-
tion with schools across Greater 
Manchester and Derbyshire ini-
tially. In addition, a poetry work-
shop for young writers, aged 15-
18, (“Raise Your Voice”) will take 
place in Manchester’s Northern 
Quarter on Saturday 9th March 
2019. Following the anthology’s 
launch in Autumn 2019, Fly on the 
Wall Press will reach out to pri-
mary age children through work-
shops designed to engage them 
in poetry writing and art inspired 
by the book and its themes. 
Further details can be found at 
www.flyonthewallpoetry.co.uk. 
Enquiries should be addressed to 
isabellekenyon@hotmail.co.uk 

www.flyonthewallpoetry.co.uk. 
isabellekenyon@hotmail.co.uk
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“Poetry book “Butterfly Voyage” by Bianca Bowers  
is a long and arduous search for self-love” 
by Galya Varna 

Structured as a classical quest 
master plot, the book relies 
much on the protagonist – the 
lyrical persona, who sets on a 
voyage in the realm of dreams 
and the intrapsychical, aiming  
to attain better self-knowledge 
and wisdom.
The poems in the collection  
are organized into 8 parts, 
preceded by a Prelude, 

disclosing the motivating 
incident (a series of cryptic 
messages received in dreams) 
that sets off the lyrical persona 
on this quest. 
In her 5th poetry book, Bianca 
Bowers invites the reader to 
suspend disbelief and enter 
the magical world of “Butterfly 
Voyage” where a world of 
cryptic messages, poetry, 
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parables, fables, sketches, and 
wise quotes is revealed. 
Although I do agree with the 
statement Ms Bowers makes 
in the foreword of “Butterfly 
Voyage” that in this book her 
voice is different from her 
previous books, the unexpected 
and vivid imagery characteristic 
of her poetic narrative are 
still present here. The original 
rhythmic and rhyming patterns 
give her poetry the sound of a 
fairy tale. 
The quest narrative is enacted 
with the lyrical persona going 
to different places and meeting 
different magical creatures along 
the way. Each meeting as well 
as each creature has a symbolic 
meaning. There are many tests 
that the lyrical persona has to 
go through along the road and 
encounter her own fears. The 
result of the whole voyage is 
learning and the reader learns 
together with the lyrical persona 
who has substantially changed 
by the end of the poetic 
narrative. 

It is very difficult for me to 
select a single poem as a 
favourite, because I do like the 
book in its entirety. I strongly 
recommend “Butterfly Voyage” 
not only to poetry lovers, but to 
everyone who is not afraid to set 
on a voyage into their own soul, 
looking for answers to difficult 
questions, learning things 
through self-exploration, finding 
their true self. What the lyrical 
persona learns while travelling 
in this magical world will inspire 
you to heal old emotional 
wounds, rewrite disempowering 
narratives, and rediscover the 
magic that is your authentic self. 
And at the end, I must say that I 
am a very happy person, to have 
encountered such a fine poet as 
Bianca Bowers!

Buy Bianca’s book on Amazon

https://www.amazon.com/Butterfly-Voyage-Bianca-Bowers-ebook/dp/B07JXYMS5N/ref=sr_1_4?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1546688387&sr=1-4&keywords=bianca+bowers
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“Individutopia” by Joss Sheldon  
by Galya Varna

Joss Sheldon’s outstanding 
dystopian novel “Individutopia” 
makes the reader think twice 
about the 21st century cult to 
individualism and shows what it 
would be to live in I-person world. 
The book is set in 2084 which 
immediately makes us think of 
Orwell’s “1984” but in contrast 
to the dystopian classic where 
individualism and independent 
thinking are persecuted, in 
Sheldon’s Individutopian world 

the famous Margaret Thatcher 
quote has become a reality: 
“There really is no such thing as 
society” and individualism is the 
norm. 
People have stopped 
communicating and speaking 
to each other, they don’t 
collaborate, they only compete. 
Individuals exist in something 
resembling a soap bubble – all 
days look alike and are repetitive, 
the insignificant is considered 
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important and it seems that there 
is no going out of this vicious 
circle. Loneliness and suicide have 
become the norm. 

The main hero - Renee Ann 
Blanca, reveals the author’s skill 
at masterful characterization. 
Renee and the transformation she 
goes through in the novel are a 
source of hope that mankind will 
not be lost forever in a vortex of 
insignificant tasks. 
After “Money Power Love” I have 

become a Joss Sheldon fan. I 
enjoyed reading his new novel 
“Individutopia” and am happy to 
recommend the book to other 
readers! It was not only a great 
read, but made me think of what 
modern society places highest 
value in. Figuratively speaking the 
book gives a fresh look beyond 
our individual soap bubbles.

Buy Joss Sheldon’s book on 
Amazon

Ioustini Giannakopoulou,  
mixed technique

www.amazon.com/INDIVIDUTOPIA-novel-set-neoliberal-dystopia-ebook/dp/B07FDS75D2/ref=sr_1_1?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1546688752&sr=1-1&keywords=joss+Sheldon
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The online magazine
Doorway to Art

is open 
to submissions 
for the 2019

issues. 

If you 
would like us

to review 
your poetry book, 

novel or 
collection of short stories

visit our website 
www.we-art-friends.com,

join our mailing list
and  

contact us at
www.we-art-friends.com,

or on
Twitter: @weartFriends

© 2019

https://we-art-friends.com/book-cover-wizard/
https://we-art-friends.com/book-cover-wizard/
https://twitter.com/WeArtFriends
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