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*All work is the property of its original artist. Thoughts and opinions expressed in the works of this publi-
cation belong to each individual and independent author.*

Dear reader,

Do you crave what is sweet or what is savoury? What 
do you want? What do you need? And can a craving 
overpower all reason?

When the angel and devil on your shoulders both 
speak in singsong voices, even selfish intentions 
appear good. When your heart and brain disagree, 
it’s not always clear which voice speaks louder (nor if 
the louder voice is the one that should be trusted…
trust me).

You know sugar coated words cause cavities; you 
know candy-coated exteriors are only skin-deep, 
but you expect toothache – not heartache – and so 
you let yourself fall for it anyways. 

Reasoning that even a small taste of heaven is worth 
it. Reasoning that sweet nothings really mean some-
thing, and a sprinkle of sugar or a dash of syrup can 
make anything – anybody – a little sweeter.

For life can be oh so very sweet: childhoods wrapped 
in ribbons and bows and hand-drawn rainbows 
sparked from imagination instead of storms. You’ll 
hold some days dear, like gentle hugs of sunlight 
peeking through cotton candy clouds and the dar-
ling angels you’ve held in your own loving arms.

But life isn’t always sweet. Bitter moments burn 
like acid, polluting blood with sour salts and strong 
spices. Rotten attitudes spoil, spawning molds and 
sharp stenches. There will be harsh; there will be 
mean; there will be violent. There will be numb, 
bland days – memories so stale, they are no longer 
worth saving in the pantry.

To the artists, thank you for spilling sweet secrets of 
lovers come and gone. For accepting the sour parts 
of life and sharing their bitter tastes in curved lines 
and rich lullabies. So that we can learn to appreciate 
true kindness. So that we can relish in all that life 
has offered us – the sweet, the sour, and everything 
in between.

As we celebrate our tenth issue, I cannot help but 
feel grateful for all this community has accomplished 
in the past two years. Starting as a one-off, mini 
magazine (which I had to beg friends and family to 
partake in) and growing to represent over 400 artists 
in 37 countries seems like a dream. Not only this, 
but the most creative, talented, and hardworking 
group of volunteers has agreed to join me on my 
journey to take Polemical Zine to new heights (read 
up on our talented team here).

Whether you contributed one painting or twenty, 
whether you wrote a full interview or just gave our 
magazine a quick glance, we could not be more 
thankful. Your continuous support for us and our 
mission has helped us prove to the world that we 
are all artists.

I cannot wait for the next chapter of our adventure.

Much love,
Rebecca McLaren
Founder & Editor-in-Chief of Polemical Zine

P.S. With our tenth issue comes many new and ex-
citing opportunities for you as an artist and reader. 
Check out our brand new website, Facebook page, 
and collaboration forum: Patchwork!
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Rebecca McLaren
(she/her)
Founder & Editor-in-Chief

Rebecca is a spirited, 22-year-old storyteller 
with a passion for art, social activism, and trashy 

reality television shows. She completed two years of me-
dia studies at Western University and graduated with an HBA from The Ivey School 

of Business in the spring of 2019. Her work ranges from abstract acrylic paintings, 
to handmade collages, to poetry and creative writing, and her pieces deal with topics 

of mental health, sexuality, feminism, and heartbreak. Most mornings, Rebecca regrets 
having cut her own bangs.

Both Rebecca’s art and writing have been published by Openwide Zine, Rally Zine, Alien 
Pub, Like A Girl Zine, Guillozine, CPPIB.com, A Vent Zine, Lame Kid Zine, The Humming 
Collective, Semicolon, Symposium, Nom de Plum, Synapse Zine, The Moon Zine, Stone 
Cold Ladies, Iconoclast Collective, Volta, Ultra Pink Zine, Lithium Zine, Suburban Rose 
Magazine, English Rose Zine, Double-Take Mag, Grace Galore Magazine, Jawbreaker 

Zine, Wednesday Zine, and Uniquely Aligned.

Rebecca lives in Toronto, Canada. When she’s not managing and curating 
content for Polemical Zine, she enjoys dancing in her kitchen, wearing 

flashy jackets, and spending her life savings on green juices. 
Say hello on Instagram @babygotbecs!

M E E T  T H E  T E A M
T H E  N E W  F A C E S  O F  P O L E M I C A L  Z I N E
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M E E T  T H E  T E A M
Margo Sulek is a lively and 

enthusiastic 18-year-old, also known by 
the alias @alienmargo. She is an Architecture stu-

dent, artist and stir-fry enthusiast with a deep passion for 
sustainability, technology and niche music genres. 

In her life, oversaturated with Chinese food and skyscraper designs, 
she takes flamenco dance classes and makes art relating to modern 

socio-political issues. Her most recent artwork explores the use of algo-
rithms and AI in image production and its potential to both innovate and 
contribute to the advent of deepfakes. 

Based in Sheffield, UK, Margo likes to spend her time 
practicing spins and jumps (read: falling over) at 
the local ice rink and pondering over the most 

effective posting schedule for Polemical 
Zine. 

Margo Sulek
(she/her)

Social Media Manager

T H E  N E W  F A C E S  O F  P O L E M I C A L  Z I N E



10

TA
N

IY
A

 S
H

EI
KH

  | 
 T

O
RO

N
TO

, C
A

N
A

D
A

  I
  @

TA
N

IY
A

SH
EI

K
H

Taniya is a vivacious 21-year-
old who is passionate about her Indian her-

itage, feminism, dancing, chicken wings, bubble tea 
and well… food in general. You can follow her food journey 

on Instagram @tanyumms or just her @taniyaxsheikh. 

Currently in her fourth year of study at Western University and Fanshawe Col-
lege in Media Theory Production (MTP), specializing in Journalism Broadcasting, 

she aspires to be an investigative journalist! She’s written stories for XFM and Ra-
dio Western while also hosting short radio segments on air. She has fully written and 

produced award winning, short documentaries on polemical topics like Canadian Gun 
Laws and Strip Club bylaws. She likes to build on stories that often bind people together 
rather than focus on aspects that will divide audiences.

For a night owl, she starts her days early at 5 am to teach English to kids in China and 
spends most of her nights mixing drinks at a bar. She’s a little crafty with her freelance 
company Tesigns where she designs logos for small and upcoming companies. 

When she’s not at work or school, she likes to mess around with 
her makeup and wigs while dancing to soca/afro beats or 

spends an eternity on the phone with her mom.

Taniya Sheikh
(she/her)

Podcast Manager
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Andrea Valdivia
(she/her)
Senior Graphic Designer

Andrea Valdivia is an emerging  24 years 
old Peruvian artist and graphic designer based 

in Melbourne, Australia, and goes by the alias, 
@Nea.au.

Specialising in editorial illustration. Nea´s work explores the ideas of fantasy, 
love, nature, female empowerment, and personalized portraits.

Andrea started drawing at a young age, often choosing sketchbooks over 
homework. Consequently, she decided to study graphic design where she 
found a passion for Illustration and visual arts during her exchange program 
in Australia.She has had her illustrations featured in several fanzines , in-

cluding Femszine, Dear Movie Zine, Wordly Magazine, and Polemical 
zine. Nea currently exhibits her work  in galleries across Australia 

and Peru, whilst maintaining a presence on social media 
and while she’s not doing that she enjoys long walks 

while listening to mystery podcasts or cheesy 
netflix series.
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Astrid
MacDougall 
(she/her)
Graphic Designer 

Astrid is a young and ambitious 24 year 
old from Scotland, and while she’s not making 

doodles she’s working hard towards a qualification in Media & 
Television, and has dreams of being a boss lady Director. When 
her head isn’t in the clouds, she works on her zany illustrations 
that heavily inspired by skate art, horror films and 80’s punk glam. 

When she isn’t studying and working on college projects, or 
doodling her time away she can often be found delving 

deep into YouTube, playing video games, or taking 
photos of her cat. More often than not though, she 

will be found at her actual job at an escape 
rooms venue. 
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Dead Elk took its sweet time 
to come about. Years spent working in tele-

communications followed by years spent working 
solely as a graphic designer ended with a massive step into 

the unknown by being able to take the opportunity to be a full time 
father to his daughter.

Since stepping into the unknown, Dead Elk has developed from angst riddled 
scribbles to a more refined targeted expression of emotion. There is no set style 

or medium as the works are based on feelings or simply the ideas and thoughts that 
stomp around my head til they come out. I’ve no idea what they look like to someone 
else but know that what they see has been giving my brain crap for a while in some form 
or another.

With this new found direction in art, also came suprise clarity in regards to design. There 
have been a few graphic design projects under the name Dead Elk and it has spurred a 
want to get back to the discipline of it all on a regular basis. 

A few days after admitting to myself I miss it and might do it again 
but only if it’s something I truly wanted to work for or towards 

I saw Polemical’s ad looking for volunteers. 

Dead Elk - David Walsh
(it/he/him) 

Graphic Designer
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Kirin Xin, often known by handle 
@kirixin, is an epicene designer and illustrator. 

They could have been captain of the football team, but 
decided to devote their life to beautiful men. Currently working 

in comic production, they have written zines on music, travel, ghosts, 
virtual pets, femininity in masculinity, and murder.

In high school they started designing and selling t-shirts, with part of the proceeds going 
to The Trevor Project. But while taking college classes for their Associate of Arts degree, 

their focus shifted to graphic design and comic illustration. At present, they are working 
as the lead writer and illustrator for an unannounced comic series, as well as doing freelance 

and graphic design at Polemical Zine. Their most recent projects include work for Comics MNT, 
Dragon Inn 3, and Springood. 

While based out of Missouri, USA, Kirixin likes to spend time travel-
ling, especially to zine fests. When they aren’t, they enjoy curating 
their Animal Crossing town, organizing their cassette collection, 
and pretending to draw. Much of their work deals in the queer 
community, especially in countering toxic masculinity in queer 

men and nb people. Usually they can be found in their natural 
environment: hanging around DIY pop shows in ugly hawaiian 

shirts, or laying on their bedroom floor.

Kirin Xin
(they/them)

Graphic Designer
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Dina Baxevanakis
(she/her)
Illustrator

Dina is a small, yet outspoken  21 year old 
living in a small town outside of Toronto, Ontario. 

Her love for childhood nostalgia and all things cute 
mix with her so-called old soul (claimed by her family) 

to create her playful, weird, and colourful illustrations. Her 
work focuses on having fun in everyday life, and she hopes that her playful style 

will one day assist in teaching  kids serious topics in a way they can enjoy. She is an 
aspiring children’s book illustrator in her final year in an illustration program, and 
she has dreams of starting her own business selling her little handmade creations. 

She always has to be doing something with her hands, whether it be doodling, 
crocheting, knitting, or fiddling with whatever she’s holding. Her biggest goal 
for her art is for it to bring joy to people, and remind them of the joyful times 

they had when they were kids. Besides artsy things, she loves thrifting, 
watching wrestling, going to rock shows, and collecting old photo-

graphs of dead people. 

She has had her illustrations featured in several on-
line magazines, including Crybaby Mag-

azine and Polemical zine.
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On the Bed

we couldn’t locate a corkscrew
in this hipster “Shrine Room Brooklyn Loft” Airbnb,
belonging to an eclectic “visual artist yogi dad”.
We tell ourselves it was well worth it 
to escape Spanish Harlem and exist in solitary harmony 
(for $123 a night, might I add).

so it’s our nonfiction NYC Lesbian Lair tonight
And I’m eager to revisit how sweet you taste. 
It’s a lost feeling I’ve missed most,
even when we’re on borrowed sheets 
and stolen time that I refuse to let go to waste.

Well fuck. We spilled the wine 
during my poorly delivered 
“Reunited & It Feels So Good” toast.
We watch the pink pool gather on the wood floor,
as I laugh at myself for doing the absolute most. 
It mingles with the remnants 
of the abstract landlord’s charcoal chips.
“Perhaps an improvement”, I muse,
as I absentmindedly trace patterns over your skin
with deliberately clipped cherry-stained fingertips.

eventually and expectedly the world begins to sway… 
in only a way that cheap moscato manages to induce.
But I still refuse to tap out
as I am at risk of missing moments,
no matter how much sleep repeatedly attempts to seduce.

bittersweet, b i t t e r s w e e t dreams
and I wake with the familiar sweet aches of exertion.
Fuzzy mouth feelings indicate
a moscato night successful, 
the finale a groggy “Jesus, it’s too bright, 
close the fucking curtains”.

I understand what bittersweet means
because it’s the only way to describe 
how moments such as these feel in completion.
Coupled with how sickly-sweet that $14 bottle 
of Barefoot moscato tasted,
it’s an adjective I’ve become familiar with, 
one that this weekend I’ll have used to depletion.

*BS: bittersweet		

BS*
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Bakkheia

Bare feet on the tile and
A shaking hand on the door
I step out of my house
Away from the tension
and worried whispers
and disapproving looks
and parenting books
and quoted bible verses

I slip into the forest where
I join the dance and
the wild women greet me
with open arms and he
is there that lively
god so different from the one
my parents beg/pray
to heal me of the
sickness that twists
and corrupts my heart

But the revellers cheer
at my depravity and they
applaud my twisted desires
the women grab me and place
my hands on their hips and
they kiss my cheeks and feed
me glass after glass of sweet
sparkling wine that drips down
my chin and fills my head with
glorious/terrible visions

Bare feet in the dirt
scratched and bruised
and blood mixes with
the papery skins of crushed
grapes turning the forest floor
into a tapestry of ecstasy
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I read somewhere that the Earth is
in between Venus and Mars,
Venus being the planet of love and 
Mars being the planet of war.
Does that ever make you wonder?
how we’re in this timeless space,
sometimes filled with tender affection, 
but often times consumed with lusting hate. 
I’ve held onto too much water,
trying to figure out the
 ins and outs of humanity’s rationality. 
Now I feel the tides of the oceans drip in between my fingertips,
as my mind floats away with tomorrow’s questions.  
                   - Alone Together
                                                   Natasha Saedi.

ALONE TOGETHER.
ABSTRACT CONFESSIONS:
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MARYKUAN.COM & MAHALAMILLER.COM 
@MARY_KUAN_ & @MAHULAHOOP__
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CANDY GIRL
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She brings me chocolate
And tells me that she thought of me,

I slip a hand between her thighs to tell her 
that I also thought of her.

I relish the sweetness of her kiss, 
the flavor of the urgency that fills my mouth.

Her inner desires--honey, agave nectar, syrup--oozing from her pores onto my tongue. 
I taste them when I press my lips to her skin.

She offers me candy-coated heart with delight,
melting in both my mouth and my hands. 

Long, languishing licks leave me breathless,
lungs yearning for air as she covers my mouth with her own.

The delectable promises that we’re waiting to exchange are ripe, ready for consumption.
If we don’t make the sweetest lovers, I’ll never trust my tastebuds again.

Lucious lust, sapphic saccharine, dessert always our destiny in a way:  
But you know what every dentist will caution--too much sugar leads to decay.  
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Trains pass overhead
Street light fancies
On This twilight
Door bell shatters
Cake to collect 

Order slip in hand 
Icing hangs from 
The ceiling 
Name in red 
Sprinkle painted floor 

Fur coat filled 
With sponged jam
Eyes taped shut 
Blasphemous taste 
On my tongue 

Atoning for this 
Savoury sin 
Mouth too wide 
Stuffed with black 
Velvet 

Alter man cannot hear 
Choking for this treat 
Come back, 
Another time 
This order isn’t ready .CA

M
D

EN
 S

TR
EE

T
BAKERY



48



49



50



51



52



53



54



55



56

TE
EN

 C
AR

RO
T 

I  E
M

M
A 

G
EL

BA
RD

  I 
BO

ST
O

N
, U

SA
  I 

@
EM

M
A

G
EL

BA
RD

  I 
  E

M
M

AG
EL

BA
RD

.C
O

M
 



57

TA
N

G
ERIN

E A
N

D
 BU

BBLEG
U

M
 I H

A
N

N
A

H
 FU

LLER  I SAVO
N

A
, N

EW
 YO

RK I @
A

PO
EM

SH
EW

RO
TE

I imagine that your lips taste 
Like tangerine and bubblegum
That I would melt into your arms
Like the sun dissolves into my skin
On a sunny afternoon
I imagine that that your hair
Would tickle my nose 
As I breathed you in
And that your hand would be
Soft and warm in mine 
I imagine that these soft daydreams 
Would slip through my fingers 
If I tried to hold on for too long 
And that I’d taste blood 
From biting my lips, trying to hold back 
The words that crawl up my throat 
And die prematurely in my mouth 
I imagine that your lips taste 
Like tangerine and bubblegum 
And that mine
Taste like ash
And deep sorrow
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I’d kill to unlearn the human body for all its tempestuous riddles 
to abandon the space behind one’s ear,
and the close proximity of the tilt of a mouth towards
another in a line of tongue like a curving question mark. You can ask
and ponder, but the heart never answers straight. There are three 
precise pinpoints along the femur where if hit, the victim 
will never walk again. Some people keep walking
like some people keep drinking 
like some people keep using even though it’s physically impossible 
cause the heart riddles. It told me, it asked,
What belongs to you, that other people use more? Your name. 
Good one. Say mine back.
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The Riddler
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“shaken up, canned soda”
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resolution of a childhood mystery: the rainbow
begins from the neon of your fingertips,
terminates in a dazzling sprinkle onto meringue.
what to do with leftovers
other than the guilt-free digging
of bare fingers into them, new vacant craters
narrowing the search for chocolate chip
and small pieces of each other
tucked amidst leavened mass.
some bruises, a pair of laconic tongues,
salt in excess of recipe requirements.
if you piece them together, you’ll see
what I meant to say is
sorry for showing up late to the party.
I didn’t have a knife sharp enough
to cleave a dry path through the ocean,
to cut the cake or six at once.
I couldn't possibly hold a candle
to the lucent bloom of actual ones
but you've sent your wish off
along with them.
perhaps now, in this dimness,
the shyest parts can peek out
and stay like this for a while.
we've memories and burning
questions to keep us warm.
remember how some days
we laid our threads bare
and some days aren't some days.
I took it as a lesson on second chances
the sky's inability to un-empty itself
and prevent light from casting
shadows into existence.
give me your hands, forgive
the pigeon of their crossing and
its eagerness to learn a new way
home, whatever that might be. 
at least with you here
it doesn't feel that much different.
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You’re sweet 
By: Pluto Swift 

 
I hand her a bouquet of yellow dandelions. 
My 10th grade crush. My first love! 
I’m bright eyed and unscathed by life.  
“You’re sweet, but they’re just weeds,” she says. 
 
I’m older now. It’s raining, no, storming, as we sit in my old 
Honda. 
The one with the shitty transmission. 
My college girlfriend: together for 3 years. 
I lean back. I’m slick, I’m sly. I put my foot on the moon roof 
button; it opens. 
Rain falls on our heads; I’ll ruin the fabric of my car for this 
opportunity. 
“Have you ever kissed in the rain?” I say. 
“You’re sweet, but you’re too idealistic for me,” she says. 
 
Years pass.  
She’s an “almost-was”. You know, the kind that strains your heart. 
Laying in bed together, smoke fills the air. 
“No one makes me laugh like you do,” she says. 
I barely manage the words, “May I come closer?” 
“You’re sweet, but you’re too much for me.” 
 
Maybe I’m the problem; It’s like I seek insecurity. 
“An illusion of safety,” says the therapist. 
 
October 2018: a rainy Chicago evening. 
A woman of twenty-four years: dark hair, winged eyeliner, dressed in all black. 
Forthcoming and honest, “I like you,” she says. 
“You’re sweet,” I say.  
But, I want to run.  
“I like you too,” emerges from my lips. 
 
A shudder of the internal world as it crosses paths with another. 
Is safety a fabrication? Moments flash by, entwined with her. 
A fear like rain, pouring down from a storm. 
But I haven’t kissed in the rain. 
Not yet.  
 
So I ask her, “Have you ever kissed in the rain?” 
The kiss doesn’t even miss a beat. 
She says,  “You’re sweet.” 
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You’re sweet 
By: Pluto Swift 

 
I hand her a bouquet of yellow dandelions. 
My 10th grade crush. My first love! 
I’m bright eyed and unscathed by life.  
“You’re sweet, but they’re just weeds,” she says. 
 
I’m older now. It’s raining, no, storming, as we sit in my old 
Honda. 
The one with the shitty transmission. 
My college girlfriend: together for 3 years. 
I lean back. I’m slick, I’m sly. I put my foot on the moon roof 
button; it opens. 
Rain falls on our heads; I’ll ruin the fabric of my car for this 
opportunity. 
“Have you ever kissed in the rain?” I say. 
“You’re sweet, but you’re too idealistic for me,” she says. 
 
Years pass.  
She’s an “almost-was”. You know, the kind that strains your heart. 
Laying in bed together, smoke fills the air. 
“No one makes me laugh like you do,” she says. 
I barely manage the words, “May I come closer?” 
“You’re sweet, but you’re too much for me.” 
 
Maybe I’m the problem; It’s like I seek insecurity. 
“An illusion of safety,” says the therapist. 
 
October 2018: a rainy Chicago evening. 
A woman of twenty-four years: dark hair, winged eyeliner, dressed in all black. 
Forthcoming and honest, “I like you,” she says. 
“You’re sweet,” I say.  
But, I want to run.  
“I like you too,” emerges from my lips. 
 
A shudder of the internal world as it crosses paths with another. 
Is safety a fabrication? Moments flash by, entwined with her. 
A fear like rain, pouring down from a storm. 
But I haven’t kissed in the rain. 
Not yet.  
 
So I ask her, “Have you ever kissed in the rain?” 
The kiss doesn’t even miss a beat. 
She says,  “You’re sweet.” 
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