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Lab Girl by Hope Jahren (Little, Brown, 2016)
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Einstein's Dreams by  Alan Lightman (Warner Books, 1993)
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Safiya Kamaria Kinshasa 

https://www.safiyakamaria.com/

A British born Barbadian PhD student in Cultural Studies at the University of Leeds. She is also a choreopoet 

who chiefly uses dance to compose her work. Her practice-led doctoral research interrogates the existing 

framing of dances performed by black Barbadian women to unearth buried narratives of Black femininity in 

Barbados. Safiya is applying Afro-diasporic dance techniques as part of her ethnographic fieldwork. 

Cane, Corn & Gully (Outspoken Press, 2022)

Some places to watch and listen to her:

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bHmyorgimkQ&t=485s

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DcijdBmXS0Y
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Hands of a Gardener by Sarah Salway (Worple Press, 2026)
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Moth by Eleanor Holmes (Ethelzine, 2026)
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From Moth by Eleanor Holmes (Ethelzine, 2026)
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The Wax Child by Olga Ravn, translated from Danish by Martin Aitken (Penguim Random House, 2025)
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SEVEN STARTS TO THE WOMAN WHO WENT OVER THE FALLS IN A BARREL
Annie Edson Taylor, 1901
by Frankie McMillan (https://www.cleavermagazine.com/seven-starts-to-the-woman-who-went-over-the-
falls-in-a-barrel-by-frankie-mcmillan/  )  

1

Picture the cold dark inside of the barrel. Annie feeling her way over the padded mattress to a harness 
hanging from the side. The barrel sways in the water. Picture her fastening herself upright into the harness, 
pulling the leather strap tight across her chest. Picture Annie flailing about, she can’t find her lucky heart-
shaped pillow. Now picture the barrel picking up speed, with the current, heading straight towards the falls.

2

It’s not as if falling was something new. Early on, I fell from my crib, I fell through haystacks, I fell from grace, 
I fell behind the church to kiss the bridesmaids, I fell between heaven and hell then into marriage and when 
my good husband was taken off to war I fell into despair. When cholera came and took the baby I fell so low 
I did not know I’d fallen. I fell short of loving men. I fell into debt. I fell about the house; birds beat against 
the windows, mold grew upon the cheese. Yet in the dark I dreamed that fame could come with falling.

3

Us boatmen watch the wind fall. Then we anchor by Goat Island so we can get Mrs. Taylor and the barrel 
ready without too much sway. When she begins undressing, we turn our backs. Let the oars rest in the 
locks, listen to the falls. We’d done talking. We’d told her no one has ever survived going over in a barrel, it 
was madness it was. She was killing herself and on her birthday.

We turn around. She stands there, a man’s coat flung over her shoulders. A big flowery hat on her head. 
Can’t help but stare. The long barrel begins bobbing alongside the boat. Later it’ll have white letters painted 
on it. Heroine of Niagara Falls. But we don’t know that now.

We spit on our thumbs, hold them up to see which way the wind’s coming.

4

If I hide my grey hair under a hat, if I lie about my age, I have my good reasons. 

5

My poor head is full of measurements. The length of the barrel staves, the circumference of the iron hoops, 
the position of the bunghole, the exact weight of the anvil at the bottom so the barrel floats upright during 
the ride. I look the barrel maker in the eye. I tell him I have every expectation of surviving.

Night comes. I talk to my lucky heart-shaped pillow, I talk about the barrel maker, the boatmen, the beef-
faced newspaper men, I talk about their buffoonery, their banter, and blather, I talk about the Buffalo 
Exposition, the crowds that await me, how lucky the timing was for my stunt, and I go on talking while 
candlelight gives such a ruby glow to the pillow I  push my cheek into the plump mounds of silk and Maude, 
Maude, Maude I breathe though I don’t know any Maude, not even a bridesmaid Maude and later, to knock 
some sense into my God-fearing self, I draw my knees up to my chin, listen to the noise of the falls and 
brace, brace, brace, I cry.

6
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A huge crowd had gathered on the Goat Island bank. Some had been there the previous day when the wind 
got too fierce to get the barrel out. Over the noise of the falls, we hear snatches of a voice shouting from 
the wharf. Mrs. Taylor, refined teacher of New York  …What are the bets …Will she take the plunge… We 
head around the inlet into view. The crowd erupts in cheers. Horns blast the air. We pause a bit as Mrs. 
Taylor stands in the boat, big hat on her head, her arms held out to the falls.

7

The noise from the falls grows louder. You are in a barrel heading for the plunge. You are still upright in the 
harness, arms crossed over your chest. Your lucky heart-shaped pillow, wedged under your chin. The barrel 
begins to spin. You are prepared, you tell yourself. You have planned for this. Below the boatmen are 
waiting. Below is your new life, fame and fortune. The noise is deafening. Happy birthday, you breathe into 
the red silk pillow. Happy birthday, you.
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Bear Fragments

by CHRISTINE BYL (Brevity, the journal of flash non-fiction, https://brevitymag.com/nonfiction/bear-

fragments/)

1.  In the High Sierra, her first time sleeping in a tent, my friend Pilar from Barcelona is terrified. She is afraid 
of bears. She wipes toothpaste from the corners of her mouth, tucks her hair into the hood of her sleeping 
bag, and cinches it against cool alpine air. She stares at the nylon ceiling. She lies still as a log, attuned to any 
noise outside. All night she hears it—rustle rustle—a bear in the bushes, edging closer to her, closer. She 
freezes. Holds her breath. The noise stops. She relaxes. The noise begins, rhythmic: rustle rustle. At 5 a.m., 
exhausted, her eyes drift shut and—quiet. The sound is her eyelashes against the silky polyester of her 
sleeping bag. Open, shut. Open, shut. She blinks, stops the rustle, starts it again, stops, starts. The bear is in 
her bag. She sleeps.

2. A Lingit story tells of a woman who married a bear. From territory to region, village to clan to family, the 
story moves. Once, I heard this: if you are a woman, and a bear comes close, lift your shirt and show him 
your breasts. He will see you are a woman, and remember your kinship. He won’t hurt you. I have never had 
to try.

3. Northern Rockies grizzlies mate in early summer, lumbering towards lowlands in May, meeting up in 
meadows of glacier lilies just pushed up through snow. For weeks, they do little more than loll and hump 
and goose each other, frisky or dutiful as aging lovers. The boar gives sperm in great jets. But a sow does 
not become pregnant then. Her body protects a fertilized egg, un-implanted, for months while she feeds, 
grows fat and slow on grub-moth-root-fish-beetle-seed. A bear cannot be pregnant before she is full. By late 
September, when food is leaving and the bear tires of gorging, the egg burrows into her uterine wall. The 
bear dens up. The cubs circle and twist inside of her; she breaths once, twice every few hours, her heart 
nearly stopped. Mid-winter, cubs are born. For months in the den, they suck the sow’s milk-grub-moth-root-
fish-beetle-seed while she lies on her side dreaming of glacier-lilied fields.

4. Bear a grudge bear fruit bear your burdens bear down bear out bear arms bear the cost bear scrutiny 
bear left at the corner bear my grief bear a child bear up under pressure bear in mind bear witness bear 
north.

5. In Glacier National Park, I knew a photographer. One morning in an alpine meadow Lester saw a bear 
across the hill, a dot on the horizon. “It looked pretty far away. I had to squint to see it,” he said. Lester 
photographed the bear as it came closer and closer, steady and steady. He yelled, but it came up to him and 
stood and looked at him, and Lester fell down and played dead like you are supposed to, if a bear gets that 
close. The bear sniffed him and turned him over (ripped his skin open in long tears on his back) and licked 
him and sat on his leg (blew out his knee) and shit on his middle, a wet pile. The bear moved on. Lester can 
still hike, the wrecked knee fixed with metal plates. He still takes pictures in the mountains, awake to 
territory and perimeter. “I don’t blame that bear for a thing it did,” he said.

6. While his sister wasn’t watching, a young boy wandered off. His village was in a mountainous area in 
Pakistan, and the family worried. The boy was only two. A search party looked for days without a sign. They 
were about to give up when one man found footprints outside a cave. Inside, the searchers saw the boy 
nestled with a bear, curled close to her side, both asleep. The men entering the cave woke the bear, and 
they shot her and returned the boy to his family. At a hospital, he was examined. The boy had no scratches 
on him, not a single mark. In the boy’s belly? The milk of a bear.



7. The scent of a bear is a thick, greased wind. Close, you can smell it right away. It precedes any other trace 
in the air: blueberry or saw exhaust, spruce needle or wood smoke. Old and sharp. It brings to mind 
adrenaline and rot and sex, and everything I’ve ever known that’s wild.



Birds/Humans/Machines/Dolphins by Genevieve Carver (Guillemot Press, 2024)
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Names Strangers Have Called Me

by Amos Varos, https://thediagram.com/22_2/varos.html




