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About JabberwockyAbout Jabberwocky
 Jabberwocky is an undergraduate literary journal published by the 
University of Massachusetts Amherst. The journal is affiliated with the 
English Society, which is the undergraduate branch of the English De-
partment. All editors and contributors to Jabberwocky are undergraduate 
UMass students.
 Jabberwocky is divided into four separate staffs for the purpose of 
reviewing submissions: poetry, fiction, media, and criticism and nonfic-
tion. All submissions are anonymously reviewed by the respective staffs 
to be approved for inclusion in the journal.
 All contributions by members of the Jabberwocky staff were re-
viewed anonymously without input by the submitting staff member.
 Jabberwocky is not copyrighted. Any student work that is included 
in the journal remains the property of the artist. All contributors reserve 
the right to publish their work elsewhere in accordance with guidelines 
set by other publishers.
 The views and opinions expressed in Jabberwocky are solely those 
of the contributors and do not necessarily reflect the viewpoint of the 
staff, the department, or the university.
 We would like to extend a special thanks to the English De-
partment, particularly Celeste Stuart and Department Chair, Randall 
Knoper, as well as Lisa Furtek in the Art Department and Beth Wallace 
in the Journalism Department.
 Jabberwocky was printed with the support of Amherst Copy & 
Design.
 Questions, concerns, and input can be sent to 
umassjabberwocky@gmail.com or sent via Instagram direct message 
@umassjabberwocky. Students interested in being on staff for the next 
issue can contact the Jabberwocky email in Fall 2020. Submissions will 
open again at the beginning of the Spring 2021 semester.

Letter from the EditorLetter from the Editor
Dear Reader,
 It is only June, and this has already felt like a long year for many of us.
 This is not the first version of this Letter from the Editor that 
I have written. In the previous letter that I had drafted, I had written 
about how we are all reeling from the novel coronavirus pandemic. I 
wrote about how this global health crisis has made viciously apparent the 
inequities of our society and spotlighted the failure of those in political, 
economic, and social power. I wrote about the campus closure and what 
we students lost as a result of it.
 This makes it sound as if the coronavirus is the only destructive 
actor in this unpredictable, unending circus of world events. We have 
indeed been entrenched in the pandemic for months now and continue to 
be, but in the days leading up to the publication of Jabberwocky 2020, we 
are faced more starkly than ever with another deadly force ingrained in 
the history of the United States.
 In addition to the coronavirus crisis, increasing divisiveness, 
and international political tensions this year, our country has also been 
grappling with the murders of George Floyd, Ahmaud Arbery, and 
Breonna Taylor. Theirs are not the only names to be mourned; those we 
haven’t heard on national news this year include those of Tony McDade, 
Nina Pop, Dominique “Rem’mie” Fells, Riah Milton, David McAtee, 
Sean Reed, Steven Demarco Taylor, William Green, Douglas Lewis, 
Samuel David Mallard, Yassin Mohamed, Finan H. Berhe, Darius Tarver, 
Kwame “KK” Jones, and Monika Diamond.
 These Black men and women died at more than the hands of 
police officers, racists, or transphobes—they died at the hands of white 
supremacy, a system greater than any one person, a system in which 
everyone reading this is intertwined, where being a bystander yields the 
same violence as being a perpetrator.
 It is only June, but even longer than the span of this year, howev-
er, has been the need for drastic changes towards justice.
 The purpose of this recap of the state of the world is threefold: 
Firstly, it is to preserve a part of our generation’s history, as I believe it is 
the rightful role of an annal of the UMass community to do so. As intense 
as this history may be, it will ultimately benefit both current and future 
readers to recognize the events we are collectively living through. Sec-
ondly, it is to give real-life context to the fiction, non-fiction, poetry, and 
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media you will find in Jabberwocky 2020. All art and literature is inherent-
ly political; we must acknowledge the environment in which they were 
made and curated. Finally, it is to preface the contents of this journal 
which, in this time, may contain just a touch of the balm each of us needs 
to soothe ourselves.
 Within these pages lie a variety of voices, each with a striking 
capability to evoke emotion, make statements, and mend wounds. Within 
these pages is pain, is passion, is power. Like every Jabberwocky journal 
before this one, the work of creatives all across UMass are uplifted, but 
this year, these pieces of art have a particular onus thrust upon them. It is 
in a strange and anguished year like this one that art is more crucial than 
ever.
 Apocalypse, surreal, fervor, youth, and resolute are some words that 
come to mind when I think of the themes from this year’s journal. This 
collection speaks to the multitude of identities, lived experiences, and 
expressions of the UMass community. To showcase all of these has been 
the continuing goal of Jabberwocky and will remain true for all of its future 
issues.
 I won’t claim that publishing the journal with this introductory 
letter will lessen the very real and very righteous sorrow and rage all 
around us right now, nor that it is the fullest extent that I or each of my 
staff members can do to enact change. It is, however, a small offering—a 
small promise—of resilience, inspiration, and imagination. 
 Another small action: on the following page, you will find a va-
riety of resources for both non-Black ally readers and Black readers. This 
list is by no means exhaustive; allies, if you are able, donate your money 
and time to Black, Indigenous, and POC (people of color) causes in other 
spheres. Hopeful and encouraging sentiments, while well-intentioned, 
are just that—sentiments. Give your time, attention, energy, and avail-
able funds to Black folks. We are in a time of much-needed revolution, 
in great part thanks to the Black community and Black leaders, activists, 
and organizers. I urge you all to dig your hands deep into this work—and 
work it is, sweat-on-the-brow and strain-in-your-hands work—and 
continue it even when the screens stop showing the names of the people 
who rest in power.
 It is only June, and we have so much of the year left to work 
towards a better us. 

Many, many thanks,
S.X. Wong
Editor in Chief

ResourcesResources
A Psychotherapist On How To Be There For Your Black Friends Right 
Now by Kelly Gonsalves

Here Are 25 Organizations You Can Donate to That Support Emerging 
Black Artists, Thinkers, and Change-Makers compiled by Noor Brara

Black Trans Femmes in Arts (BTFA) Donation Page

Queer Writers of Color Relief Fund Info Page (Shade Literary Press)

People of Color in Publishing Donation Page 

You can order today from these black-owned independent bookstores 
compiled by Corinne Segal

COVID-19 Resources for Artists of Color compiled by Eddie Lu

Black-founded or Black-run Organizations in Boston compiled by City 
of Boston Arts and Culture

Literary Journals Featuring Writers of Color

Editors of Color's Diverse Databases

Black and Bookish run by Antoinette Scully

African American Literature Book Club

How To Write Characters of Color As a White Author by Benjanun 
Sriduangkaew

Writing With Color tumblr blog

Twitter hashtags to follow:
#PublishingPaidMe
#WeNeedDiverseBooks

https://www.mindbodygreen.com/articles/how-to-check-in-on-your-black-friends
https://www.mindbodygreen.com/articles/how-to-check-in-on-your-black-friends
https://news.artnet.com/art-world/where-to-donate-black-lives-matter-1879701
https://news.artnet.com/art-world/where-to-donate-black-lives-matter-1879701
https://www.artsbusinesscollaborative.org/asp-products/black-trans-femmes-in-the-arts-sponsored-projected_/
https://www.theshadejournal.com/support
https://www.pocinpublishing.com/donate
https://lithub.com/you-can-order-today-from-these-black-owned-independent-bookstores/
https://blog.fracturedatlas.org/coronavirus-resources-for-artists-of-color
https://docs.google.com/spreadsheets/d/1z8sMfv4A1feUG6zPgfskI9RiRyF1DWnQaVPvoBs_AaM/edit?usp=drivesdk
https://writersrelief.com/2014/11/13/literary-journals-featuring-writers-color/
https://editorsofcolor.com/diverse-databases/
https://blackandbookish.com/
https://aalbc.com/
https://medium.com/@soverybee/how-to-write-characters-of-color-as-a-white-author-f3dec0de1252
https://writingwithcolor.tumblr.com/Navigation
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Monika Diamond (34, Charlotte, NC) was a transgender businesswom-
an who was committed to bringing together and creating community for 
LGBTQIA+ people in Charlotte and beyond. She was a chosen mother 
to countless people.

Kwame“KK” Jones (17, Jacksonville, FL) leaves behind his mother. He 
will be missed by his friends and loved ones

Darius Tarver (23, Denton, TX) was a Criminal Justice major at the 
University of North Texas. He leaves behind his father, Kevin. Sign his 
petition here.

Finan H. Berhe (30, White Oak, MD) will be missed.

Yassin Mohamed (47, Claxton, GA) will be missed.

Samuel David Mallard (19, Cobb County, GA) will be missed.

Douglas Cornelius Lewis (39, St. Paul, MN) leaves behind a sister, who 
says, “He always had a big ‘ol smile. He made me feel so safe and protect-
ed.” He is described as being “a big teddy bear” by those who knew and 
loved him. He leaves behind his girlfriend, Christine, and four children.

William Green (43, Prince George’s County, MD) leaves behind his 
mother, Brenda, and his fiancée, Sandra. Sandra says of William, “His life 
matters. He was loved.” Donate to his family’s GoFundMe here.

Steven Demarco Taylor (33, San Leandro, CA) “was best known for 
trying to make people laugh.” He leaves behind three children. Sign his 
petition here.

Dreasjon “Sean” Reed (21, Indianapolis, IN) was a veteran of the Air 
Force. He leaves behind an aunt, Ashley, an older sister, Jazmine, and a 
niece. Donate to his aunt's GoFundMe here.

David “Yaya” McAtee (53, Louisville, KY) ran a barbecue restaurant 
called Yaya’s BBQ. He was known for his generosity and kindness, giv-
ing free meals to the needy. He leaves behind his mother, Odessa, a sister, 
Addy, and a nephew, Marvin, who has inherited his uncle’s barbecue 
business. Donate to his GoFundMe, started by a community organizer, 
here.

Riah Milton (25, Liberty Township, OH) was a transgender woman 
who worked as a home health aide and studied at the University of Cin-
cinnati. She leaves behind a sister, Ariel Mary Ann, and an aunt. Sign her 
petition here.

Dominique “Rem’mie” Fells (27, Philadelphia, PA) was a transgender 
woman loved by friends and family. One friend said of her, “Dom was a 
unique and beautiful soul who I am lucky to have known personally.” She 
leaves behind a sister, Dior. Sign her petition here.

Nina Pop (28, Sikeston, MO) was a transgender woman and food service 
worker. “Everybody loved her,” said her friends and family. One friend, 
Emory, says of Nina, “She was always happy.” Sign her petition here.

Tony McDade (38, Tallahassee, FL) was a transgender man whom online 
friends describe as having “a big heart”; some nicknamed him “Tony the 
Tiger”. He leaves behind his mother, Wanda. Sign his petition here.

Breonna Taylor (26, Louisville, KY) was a graduate of the University 
of Kentucky and an EMT. Inspired by her mother to join the healthcare 
profession, she was also passionate about her work at two hospitals. 
Some close friends and loved ones called her “Beezy”. She leaves behind 
a boyfriend, Kenneth, and a best friend, Elysia. Take action and #Stand-
WithBre here.

Ahmaud Arbery (25, Glynn County, GA) was loved by many. His 
mother Wanda says of him, “His spirit was good.” Ahmaud’s smile was 
described as being able to “light up a room.”  Take action and #RunWith-
Maud here.

George Floyd (46, Minneapolis, MN) was described as a “gentle giant” 
by his brother, Philonise. George worked as a bouncer for a restaurant 
and nightclub, and was an active member of his church. He leaves behind 
five children. Take action and demand #JusticeForFloyd here.

This list was intended to be as expansive and inclusive as possible; however, there are 
likely more deaths of Black men and women that have gone unreported by news and 
unnoticed by many this year alone. Their lives matter all the same.  

https://www.change.org/p/department-of-justice-justice-for-darius-j-tarver?source_location=topic_page
https://www.change.org/p/department-of-justice-justice-for-darius-j-tarver?source_location=topic_page
https://www.gofundme.com/f/family-of-william-green
https://www.change.org/p/san-leandro-police-department-justice-for-steven-taylor
https://www.change.org/p/san-leandro-police-department-justice-for-steven-taylor
https://www.gofundme.com/f/justice-for-dreasjon-sean-reed
https://www.gofundme.com/f/justicefordavidmcatee
https://www.gofundme.com/f/justicefordavidmcatee
https://www.change.org/p/liberty-townships-board-of-trustees-justice-for-riah-milton-womanmurdered-in-liberty-township-ohio?signed=true
https://www.change.org/p/liberty-townships-board-of-trustees-justice-for-riah-milton-womanmurdered-in-liberty-township-ohio?signed=true
https://www.change.org/p/philadelphia-police-department-justice-for-dominique-fells
https://www.change.org/p/black-lives-matter-actvists-justice-for-nina-pop?recruiter=1097907699&recruited_by_id=51c9ef50-a1c1-11ea-9e15-db1c6f0a4809
https://secure.everyaction.com/BAMRHpdpAUS8Rle7I00UrA2
https://www.standwithbre.com/
https://www.standwithbre.com/
https://www.runwithmaud.com/
https://www.runwithmaud.com/
https://www.justiceforbigfloyd.com/
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T he Failures of NeoclassicismT he Failures of Neoclassicism

I HAVE BEEN commissioned to
write a perfect poem. A poem
like a pillar, a poem that could
hold up a new Parthenon with            
nothing but the strength of its            
stanza breaks. There are many          
poets at court. I have to really              
excel at this if I want to be                
noticed. Someday I want to          
read my odes to the queen in              
front of the queen herself, not            
just to her veiled gentlewoman          
acting as her silent        
antechamber surrogate.    
Someday I want to wear a            
laurel crown on my brow, not of              
gold but of real leaves painted            
gold. A lie that’s true deep down              
is the best kind of artifice. If it                
were really up to me, I would              
write a poem about the king’s            
consumptive cough and the        
way it echoes through the          
palace in the middle of the night              
while the queen and everyone          
else is out carousing and          
spilling red wine on white          
tablecloths. I’ve never touched        
one of these tablecloths, but I            
have seen the washer-women        
carrying them early in the          
morning. I have never eaten a            
peacock. I wonder how good          
something so gaudy can        
actually taste. Another thing I’d          
do (had I the power) is to make                
everyone at court – cavaliers,          
artists, chambermaids, priests,      

Leon Lydia Friedman

Artist Statement for Cover Art, “Rescue party 2897”, by Sara Steinberg

Sara Steinberg has been taking photos for a number of years. Her cover 
photo is titled “Rescue party 2897” and was composed using experi-

mental methods. Can you guess how it was done? 

The number 2897 is a prime number with the property that the sum 
of the cubes of its digits plus 2897 is equal to another prime number 

squared. For example  23+83+93+73+2897 = 672.

Sara Steinberg enjoys going for long walks in the woods. 
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errand-boys, mistresses – wear        
a uniform of black and white.            
That way no patterned calicoes          
or brocades would distract from          
the true color of their souls.            
Perhaps if I put this in my              
poem, the queen will give it a              
thought. I once saw a peacock            
ranging about the palace        
gardens at midday, a broken          
silver chain around its neck. It            
had gotten loose, but it would            
be rounded up and eaten by            
evening. There is no escaping          
some things, is there? I don’t            
yet know what fates I will be              
unable to escape; I haven’t met            
many monsters yet, though I          
trust they will cross my sunlit            
path soon. If it were up to me,                
I’d make a poet the prime            
minister. Not myself, mind you. I            
would much rather wander        
about all day reciting verses to            
the bent-backed gardeners, the        
children who sweep the chapel          
floor after Mass, the old women            
who sew the servants’ livery,          
the dirty little dogs that hide            
underneath banqueting tables. I        
lead a busy life for a poet.              
Almost every day I walk by a              
girl who wears a man’s wig and              
stands guard at a door behind            
which lies I know not what. I              
have never talked to her. I            
wonder at her silence. I doubt I              
would be able to stand there all              
day, wordless, perfectly      
postured, seeing and hearing        
everything and nothing, like a          
pillar, like a Corinthian column.          

Ludic
Shriya Shree Agrawal
Poster paint on canvas
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OctoberOctober

Tell me. How do you remember it, the slipping? 
I drift— 
 
The leaves are falling from the tree outside the window 
While a cool draft seeps through the sill 
You sit on the floor and in your lap 
The back of my neck rests on the bones of your ankles 
I stretch out my arms, reaching for you like the edge of heaven 
Your fingers move through my hair and we laugh 
Oh, by God, we laugh until the tree is bare 
And you kiss me until the needle finds its last groove in the vinyl 
For you loved music and its tangibility, its existence in one place only
October, I thought, you are October 

Catherine Buckley

Pilot’s license scented with palm trees,  
And bananas that will never ripen.  
 
The porch door slams no matter how gently you close it,  
And the windows don’t have any screens. 
Only the west doesn’t have any bugs so 
Why doesn’t the east have screens?  
They also have a colorful roof ‒  
I’m told it was made that way.  
 
Do you know how to mold wet clay to roof tiles?  

His pilot’s license is scented  
With palm trees and bananas  
And a hint of gasoline  

ScentScent
Jacob Hession-Kunz

Notes Left on Wooden Bunk BedsNotes Left on Wooden Bunk Beds

Thick Louisiana air smacks my skin and says 
Honey, time moves so slow here even the river strolls 
And so I write notes on kitchen walls that are covered in mud 
Saying things that maybe I mean but maybe I don’t

We ride through neighborhood streets in the back of pick-up trucks 
While we pass by homes without walls and dogs without collars 
In some houses all that’s left is the plumbing, a singular bathroom sink 
We try to keep our balance going over bumps, avoiding the debris

Settle down a breeze sings, trailing off the Mississippi 
Orange seeps through the street lights and into the sky at night 
In the morning I hammer nails into wood into blue tarps into roofs 
We cannot have leaking leaving brown splotches that cost too much

And so I read notes left on wooden bunk beds but I don’t write mine 
I don’t write mine until the ceiling cracks from the weight of my ancestors 
I don’t write mine until the light shining in from my window fades to a
 static grey 
I don’t write mine until I’m home again with a roof and walls and it does 
 not feel like a home

Time moves much quicker here

Catherine Buckley
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T he Quarterdeck MotelT he Quarterdeck Motel

 The sun, exhausted, left the sky above us dark, but the summer 
heat still resonated throughout the mud ground under the motel. It had 
been almost a month since my dad sent me up to my uncle’s motel in New 
Hampshire to spend my summer as a maid. The Quarterdeck Motel is, 
proudly, the cheapest overnight stay a traveling motorcyclist can find in 
Laconia. Without WiFi or air conditioning, rooms were discounted. 
Although unconfirmed, the Quarterdeck is also likely to be the oldest 
and most dilapidated building in Laconia. But for my father, the work we 
do is an heirloom. Fifteen was the paradigm age to practice motel house-
keeping.  It was when my dad first started cleaning rooms with his sister 
and her new husband at her in-laws’ latest investment; my two sisters 
were fifteen when they took over the position, and I have done the same. 
This summer, it’s just my aunt, her mother-in-law, and me.
 The Quarterdeck is a secret from the sidewalk. Pedestrians and 
passing cars can only view the bright cartoon sunset-adorned sign, the 
parking lot, and a coffee-colored wall. But just beyond the parking lot’s 
handmade white railing, the landscape drops sharply into a steep emerald 
hill that leads guests directly onto a modest lakeside beach. To the left, 
eleven rooms with pale blue doors and gold doorknobs. To the right, a 
large deck, tiki bar, and colorful beach seating. Candy red, lapis blue, 
lemon yellow, and shamrock green compose our lake-life colorscheme. 
The deck has two grills and six white plastic tables. It’s tented under a 
black weatherproof fabric that was hand-sewn by my aunt herself—a 
former wedding dress seamstress. The tiki bar is strewed with tacky 
tourist beach decor gifted by regular guests. The motel’s primary demo-
graphic are regulars; they come for the lake and stay for the hospitality.
 I reside in, what is often referred to as, the penthouse. The pent-
house is the top floor of the upper building—it is the most egregious clue 
to the motel’s previous life. The street-facing side of the upper building 
is the aforementioned coffee-brown wall viewable by passersby. It is 
detached from the primary guest rooms; only two of the three floors may 
be rented out if no other rooms are available. The third floor is the pent-
house—formerly a restaurant, and for the subsequent decades, a storage 
room. The red and white checkered tile floor was torn up along with the 
moldy sheetrock walls and ceiling. Now, the penthouse has a treehouse 
aesthetic, unfinished wooden walls, floor, and ceiling. Two ancient 

Abigail Sullivan

refrigerators and stoves greet you in the immediate foyer. Decorations 
include a pale pink rug, three sun-washed floral couches, and an array of 
outdoor porch furniture. There are two rooms, each with their own bath-
room, wardrobe, mini fridge, and two queen sized beds. The bedrooms 
still have the red and white linoleum tile from their days of restaurant 
service. The entire floor smells like dust and wood shavings. I live here 
alone. With all of my friends home in Massachusetts, no WiFi, and little 
to no relationship with my aunt and her mother-in-law, my penthouse 
solitude is nihil ad rem. Regardless, the penthouse is less of an abode, and 
more of a bed to sleep in post-sunset.

Busking for life
Sara Steinberg

Digital photography
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 Leaving the upper building, down the main stairs of the mo-
tel, past the guest rooms, at the bottom of the hill, underneath the lake 
front room porches, sits an obsolete garage. Inside, the dirt ground is 
sporadically sprinkled with plywood and the walls are adorned with 
decade-old pool floats and cobwebs. There is a door and single light bulb 
hanging from the ceiling. Through the door is a three-foot tall entryway 
under the building. Years ago, my father laid wood sheets on the dirt for 
comfort throughout nights of long sewage pump maintenance. As previ-
ously mentioned, the building is old and needs constant maintenance. It 
is without pride that I announce how well-acquainted I’ve become with 
the sewage pump. I can only imagine that my epitaph will read: “For 
someone with minimal direction in life, she knew her way around a sew-
age pump,” a sewage pump that has been so affectionately dubbed “The 
Baby.”  We keep one baby monitor next to the machine and the other in 
our kitchen.
 Running the motel is a hobby; caring for The Baby is our job. 
The Baby was born in the 1940s. The cylindrical body stands five feet 
tall, and four feet in diameter. There is a three foot-long lever on top of 
the cylinder; the lever has a large, flat disc on the end. The whole ma-
chine is gunpowder grey and copper penny rust. Sometimes The Baby 
throws a tantrum, and the lever gets stuck. The pump gushes sewage 
under the building and unpredictably through guest room toilets—a 
visual antecedent to an open fire hydrant. Therefore, caring for The Baby 
is non-negotiable. The solution: push the lever down, hold it, release 
it, and make sure it rises back completely. An unremarkable task, it has 
remarkably atrocious consequences if neglected. Through the receiving 
baby monitor, we listen to the pump turn on, count to sixteen, and sprint 
under the building if it doesn’t turn off.
 Tonight, the monitor sits next to an empty glass jar of alfredo 
sauce on the kitchen counter. Just outside the front door, the white paint 
on the fence around the porch has just dried.  The four wicker chairs have 
matching blue cushions, and the center coffee table’s glass countertop 
is cluttered with our dinner plates. As per usual, we had finished our 
tortellini in tandem with the sunset, capping off our day’s work with 
the sun. Mary Kaye, Nana, and I sit with the door ajar, ready to listen to 
the monitor. I talk about school, how my freshman year went, and what 
I might study in college.  Mary Kaye recounts the first years of opening 
the motel and teaching my fifteen-year-old dad to clean rooms. Nana 
recounts the story of a cross-country trip gone awry, complete with my 
father taking shelter from a tornado in a bathtub. She told this story at 
least ten times today, but we never stop her. The conversation’s pause 

comes when the monitor finally turns on, and us three cock our heads and 
peer through the sliding door. The Baby cries for about sixteen seconds, 
and then goes silent. Relieved, we put our bowls in the sink and continue 
talking under the night sky. 

Vernazza
Rafael Gabriel

Acrylic on canvas
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T he Floating City T he Floating City 

after Robert Browning & Terrance Hayes 
 
1. 
Come with me to the Floating City, where 
every dark sewer has a patron saint 
& skeletal boats converse with stars. The marks 
of flood years serve to chronicle what is 
& has been & will be. But everywhere 
I go, I’m an American, & the 
bright stink of theme park tunes would wake the Doges 
who sleep in crypts beneath the burg they used 
to rule. Republics fly from faith to doubt to 
faith in an oar’s stroke. If I’m to be wed, 
no prince or man of wit will do: I’ll have the 
poorest of gondoliers, for whom the sea 
builds cities out of salt. And only with 
him – be he Moor or Christian – will I trade rings. 
 
2. 
It’s 1943. In Vienna, Shylock’s 
heavily censored lines ring out, a bridge 
between the audience & Werner Krauss with 
his batty gestures & red wig. What houses 
such emptiness? The English language, on 
top of the world all century? Could it 
be? Is this Shakespeare’s legacy? And where 
is the Old Ghetto? The Jews of Venice, they 
still live there as before. The streets have kept 
their synagogues & butcher shops, & on the 
feast of Purim they roar with carnival.

3. 
Napoleon rides in. Everywhere, dust. 
Glum grinning masks of Arlecchino & 
Pierrot look out from broken windows. Ashes 
pollute the mid-May morning, while the dead 

Leon Lydia Friedman

of other centuries know nothing & the ghetto gates come crashing down. 
 Undone, 
the Doge tears his mink cloak. I wonder, with 
all that has been & is, what will be? Venice 
might not be so serene when she has spent 
her coastline’s final inch. Earth melts. But what 
I know is that the sea will weep for Venice: 
a lesson left unlearned, a fate unearned.
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You’re Not Stupid, You’re Not Stupid, 
You’re Just Special (Education) You’re Just Special (Education) 

 My experience as a student with disabilities flows about as 
smoothly as the first paragraph of Charles Dickens’ A Tale of Two Cities. 
While it might not be as poetic or compelling as, “It was the best of 
times, it was the worst of times,” I can confidently say that my academic 
career has been filled with paradoxes since my diagnosis. 
 My family and teachers spotted my differently-wired brain 
when I was starting elementary school, and I was relieved that somebody 
could demystify and explain me. Being able to connect with teachers 
through  my dry sense of humor and solve problems in unexpected ways  
was wonderful. Forgetting what was on the board immediately after 
looking down to take notes  and spending twice as long on a geometry 
test while crying all the way through was not. I couldn’t make sense of 
my situation because my strengths and weaknesses always seemed to be 
at war with one another, so I love-hated school and it love-hated me right 
back. After doing a neurological evaluation, which is a series of tests, 
puzzles, and activities psychologists give to measure certain cognitive 
abilities, my mom and I pored over thick packets describing my brain in 
uncomfortably thorough detail. As the psychologist I worked with read 
out her findings, my face burned with embarrassment. I felt like she was 
performing a dramatic reading of my diary, and to add insult to injury, 
she wrote my truth before I even knew what it was or had the words to 
describe it. She explained that my ADHD made processing and remem-
bering information take longer and require more work, but that I was 
still just as smart as my peers. Additionally, she concluded that my Anxi-
ety amplified distractions and caused me to get hung up over details,  but  
my  fine-tuned sensitivity allowed me to hyperfocus and fully engage in 
certain activities. The second my mom and I got home from the practice, 
I ran into my room and hid in my bed; already painfully self-conscious of 
my challenges, and now having them illustrated through pages of charts, 
tables, and  graphs,  it  stung  even  more  how  backwards  my  brain  
worked.  How  can  I  be  just  as  smart  as someone else if I have to work 
so much harder to learn than they do? How can I be so distractible that I 
focus even harder on things that don’t seem to matter? How can I be a 

Marina Goldman
Nico wonders what it’s like to be a fish laying on ice in a supermarket. It 
must be peaceful, he thinks. Nothing to worry about. 
 
It’s funny, his sister says, they have eyes but they can’t see. 
 
Why would that be funny, says Nico. 
 
Because it’s either funny or sad. And I’m in a good mood right now.  
 
What if that fish was in a good mood, says Nico to his sister, when it got 
tangled up in a net and brought out of the water. What if it had just filled 
its belly up with its favorite food. 
 
(Nico’s favorite food was fish, breaded, with a little mustard on the side 
to dip it in.) 
 
Nico’s sister didn’t answer him. She did that sometimes.  
 
What if it had just escaped being caught the day before and it was thank-
ful for its good fortune, he continued.  

His sister grunted.  

What if, says Nico, what if it was having the best day it had had in 
weeks. What if it was finally looking forward to the future again. 
 
I don’t even like fish, said his sister. 
 
What if it was having fun, he said. Nico could not stop himself.  
 
What if, Nico, said his sister. What would have happened then if all that 
was true.  
 
Well maybe it would make it sad that it has eyes and can’t see. Because 
you’re not in a good mood anymore. 

On IceOn Ice
Mohini Ghoshroy
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“good” or even “average” student if I so clearly can’t do what all my other 
classmates can?
 To  eliminate  some  of  the  obstacles  taking  away  from  my  
learning  experience in the classroom, I was given an Individualized 
Learning Plan with lots of different accommodations. For example, I 
took tests in a different room to eliminate the anxiety and distraction 
of students getting up to hand in their tests while I was still working. 
Teachers gave me a copy of their notes because I couldn’t keep up with 
writing my own, and I was assigned to seats at the front of the room so 
all my focus was streamlined to the board and the teacher writing on it. 
During free time, I was given a cardboard trifold to prop up on my desk 
so I could shut out the noise and bustle of the rest of the room. While 
my classmates chatted and laughed, I kept my head down in the work I 
didn’t finish during the lesson and tried to ignore their conversations as I 
read the same sentence over and over again. 
 As much as these accommodations helped fill in the gaps and 
keep me up to speed, they also often literally isolated me from the rest 
of the class. The resources that were supposed to level the playing field 
highlighted my weaknesses by treating me like a different kind of person. 
The support systems I got to help me learn like everybody else reaffirmed 
how unlike everybody else I was. As lucky as I was to have all this extra 
help, I was embarrassed by how people saw my weaknesses before they 
saw me.
 My classmates were well aware of all these new rules and tools 
I got, and it was hard for me to answer their questions. There were no 
accommodations to keep people from wondering what was wrong with 
me, so I did my best to repeat what my psychologist told me. The more 
I had to explain myself, the less people were convinced, and the less I 
understood or believed her words. I got tired of saying, “I’m not stupid, 
I’m just special,” so I started equating the two words and stopped pre-
tending I could ever be a normal student. As time went on, I wished that 
I could take the cardboard trifold with me everywhere.
 Once I got to middle school, my challenges shrunk from walls 
into hurdles. Instead of being suffocated by my IEP, I embraced it as an 
incentive to get better at what held me back. I approached my writing 
tutoring as a chance to polish my skills rather than just complete as-
signments, and started to fall in love with reading and writing. Instead  
of  hopelessly drilling equations and formulas in my head during Math 
Support, I dissected and reverse-engineered my problems to see how 
they worked. History wasn’t just memorizing names and dates, it was 
understanding and explaining human behavior. Science wasn’t just laws 

and principles, it was closure. Once I started to love-love school, I got 
that love-love back in flying colors.
 Armed with a new growth mindset, I marched through high-
school respecting my brain as an uncommon force rather than a strange 
inconvenience. I utilized my strengths and weaknesses and made them 
work for me, rather than working around them like I was so used to 
doing. I took advanced English classes and worked for the literary 
magazine to expand my exposure of a newfound passion. I played sports 
to practice time management and force myself to learn how to socialize  
in real time. I tutored in English and offered one-on-one essay revision  
sessions, something that I used to hate being on the receiving end of. My 
IEP didn’t define or limit me, especially not after my high school’s spe-
cial  education department decided I didn’t need one anymore. Leaving 
that final IEP meeting junior year of highschool felt like a huge weight 
being lifted off my shoulders, but not because I was leaving something 
behind. I didn’t ditch the labels, deficits, or conditions; in fact, far from 
it, I reinvented them and owned my capabilities.
 This growth hurt. I’m not going to pretend that it was all glo-
ry, enlightenment, and Rocky Balboa workout montages; besides, the 
thought of a brain wearing sweats ascending a staircase with “Eye of the 
Tiger” playing in the background is terrifying and all kinds of stupid. 
However, if it weren’t for that first magnanimous, “You’re  not  stupid,  
you’re  just  special,” I probably wouldn’t be majoring in Psychology. I 
probably wouldn’t have asked for the fifth edition of the Diagnostic and 
Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders for Christmas. I probably wouldn’t 
sign up for psychological experiments for extra credit,  let  alone just for 
fun. I probably wouldn’t psychoanalyze people as I sit in the dining halls 
and can’t help but eavesdrop; that cardboard trifold can’t stop me now. I 
probably wouldn’t be writing my honors thesis on how the psychological 
phenomenon in classical literature goes beyond commenting on human 
behavior and makes these works stand the test of time, and I definitely 
wouldn’t be writing this essay. As much as I’m passionate about under-
standing myself, I’m fascinated by other people and always eager to learn 
what  makes  them  tick  and  why.  Everybody  deserves  the chance to be 
understood, so I study psychology to figure that out.
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Just a Little Get Together
Sara Steinberg

Digital photography

T he Offstage Adventures of T he Offstage Adventures of 
Prince Hamlet Prince Hamlet 

Hamlet’s birthday 
 
On his birthday, Hamlet writes to Horatio, “I’m getting older and I have 
nothing to do. Nothing to show for it.” As if he hasn’t just been heroical-
ly dragged offstage. As if he hasn’t played his role perfectly. Horatio only 
sighs and writes a few lines of consolation – his only job, it seems, these 
days. Ophelia, still abroad after her surreptitious exit, would know how 
to deal with the prince’s moods more effectively, but she refuses to send 
even so much as a picture postcard with a cathedral or a monument on it. 
She needed some time to be a hermit, she’d said before she left. 
 
* 

Leon Lydia Friedman

Hamlet and his friends

Soon after their first acquaintance at Wittenberg, Hamlet writes Hora-
tio an instruction manual containing all the rules necessary for a good 
friendship. The rules apply to them both, he says. Don’t gossip about each 
other. Do treat vows of undying love with the seriousness they deserve. 
Don’t turn a blind eye to self-destructive habits, like drinking or reading 
romantic novels. Do remember the phrase “contra mundum.” Don’t wear 
a mask. Don’t break your friend’s heart. Don’t flinch when your friend 
breaks yours. Horatio reads the entire thing, scribbles wry comments 
in the margins, learns the precepts by heart. To Ophelia, Hamlet sends 
a book about mysticism – its seven chapters have titles like “Vengeful 
Ghosts,” “Tricks of the Light,” and “Secret Societies.” He tells her not 
to read it in order, but to open it at random and see what meanings reveal 
themselves to her. She follows his advice and comes across a passage on 
plant symbolism. How curious, she thinks, that so many different flowers 
signify loyalty. That night, the three of them all have the same dream: 
they’re in a garden, kissing each other.

*

Hamlet in Italy 
 
This is what the three of them do when they travel to Italy. Ophelia tears 
up a garden, thieving every single violet and lilac, deaf to the hotelier’s 
protestations. Horatio, his nose in a book, falls into a canal. Hamlet casts 
his nighted color off and buys an embroidered suit. Ophelia makes Ham-
let a nosegay from her stolen flowers. Horatio considers running off with 
the proprietor of an antique shop. Hamlet puts the flowers in his pocket, 
their petals peeking out over the fabric like eyes. Ophelia insults a priest 
during high Mass thanks to a shoddy phrasebook. Horatio is found fon-
dling a bust of Marcus Aurelius. Hamlet throws the flowers into a canal. 
Ophelia kisses Horatio on the mouth and wonders what it would be like 
if he were a woman. Horatio forgets all about the ancient ruins he saw 
that day. Hamlet sits for a portrait in his new suit, his hand positioned on 
a table as if ready for a bloodletting. Hamlet gets marvellously drunk and 
tells a ghost story. Hamlet finds out Laertes is staying in the same hotel. 
Hamlet challenges Laertes to a duel during breakfast, which consists 
of lemon biscotti and black tea. Hamlet hears the duel’s been called off. 
Hamlet and Laertes laugh about it and get drunk together. Hamlet loses 
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his luggage at the train station. Ophelia breaks a window. Horatio burns 
his travel diary. Hamlet receives a letter edged in black.

* 
 
Hamlet and family 
 
When Hamlet meets Horatio’s family, he’s struck by how very ordinary 
love is. A cup of tea is offered with extra sugar for no reason other than 
that sugar is sweet. There are flowers on the windowsill and it doesn’t 
seem to matter that soon they will wilt. Nobody in this family feels the 
need to dig up secrets: and so there are no secrets. The caged parrot in 
the parlor sings words of reassurance. Horatio’s mother opens the golden 
latch; the bird flies out and away into the garden. It always comes back. 
Hamlet is amazed. Like a traveler in a faraway land, he finds himself 
getting used to the strange customs and manners here – small smiles, 
evenings together by the fireplace, little notes passed back and forth, no 
dissembling. He wants to stay here forever. He can’t.

* 

Hamlet’s new hobby 
 
He needs something to while away the long nights at Elsinore, so Ham-
let takes up building miniature castles. Each one is an exercise in fancy: 
each window no bigger than an eye, each ballroom small enough to fit in 
the palm of a hand. He paints the castles with a tiny brush, hands never 
shaking though he’s hardly slept. He wonders if this is what it feels like 
to be a god. Did the demiurge entrusted with the creation of all the frag-
ile things in the world also stay up late like this, minutely toiling away 
through the night? How did it decide which paint to use? Did it, too, 
feel sad that it could never see its handiwork from the perspective of a 
toy soldier? 
 
*

Hamlet and his elders 

The king and the queen are so alike, they might as well be the same 
person. This is a change that Hamlet had not foreseen, but perhaps it’s a 

natural consequence of marriage. His mother now takes her coffee black 
like his uncle does; his uncle’s acquired his mother’s habit of descending 
staircases with extraordinary slowness like an aging tragedienne. Ger-
trude now has a permanent predatory twinkle in her eye, inspects the 
regiments every morning, wears epaulettes and gleaming black boots, 
sleeps with every officer in the kingdom. Claudius now drinks less, 
makes plans to open a school for intelligent bourgeois girls who are down 
on their luck, uses words like “motherland” in his speeches to the senate, 
kisses Hamlet on the cheek. No, they’re not the same person – rather, 
they’ve exchanged natures. How far will this misrule go? Hamlet wor-
ries that soon he won’t be able to tell the difference between himself and 
Laertes, of all people.

* 
 
Hamlet visits the capital 
 
The manager of the theater flat out refuses to put on any revenge trage-
dies while the prince is in the capital. He says the idea of such a perfor-
mance would be a bigger spectacle than the show itself – good for ticket 
sales, maybe, but not for politics. Bookshops, too, replace all their Gothic 
novels with pamphlets on Stoic philosophy. Public monuments are 
covered up with tarp. Even the fountains in the parks are drained, now 
nothing but heaps of dry marble. People are advised to stay indoors. It’s 
as if another great plague is coming to the city. In spite of this, crowds of 
children, actors, fishwives, and gravediggers fill the streets to get a 
glimpse of Hamlet. He takes hand after hand, answers each breathless 
greeting with a smile. This is how his uncle must feel when he goes on a 
royal progress through the country. Horatio stays close to Hamlet, glasses 
askew. Ophelia, draped in green silk, dances in a circle with a gaggle of 
prostitutes – silly girls who can’t possibly be older than she is. Because 
all the church bells have been dismantled in anticipation of Hamlet’s 
visit, nobody knows what time it is until the night watchmen show up.

*

Hamlet goes to war 
 
Ophelia laughs at him for going. She guesses it’s all part of some scheme 
of his to be more like Fortinbras, but she simply can’t imagine Hamlet 
marching to the beat of a drum, a rifle on his shoulder, unflinching as he 
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trudges through snow. War won’t chase the bad dreams away, she says. 
He knows this. He goes anyway. It’s only when she sees him putting 
on his uniform that Ophelia realizes he’s serious – she chases him all 
the way to the barracks, silk shawl unfurling like a flag, still laughing 
through her tears but begging him to stay. Horatio worries himself sick. 
He pores over maps and Roman military manuals, listens for gunshots, 
writes Hamlet three letters a day. When he returns, Hamlet puts all his 
toy soldiers in a box. 

*

Hamlet’s coronation 
 
At what point does Prince Hamlet become Julius Caesar? How many 
times should he refuse the crown? Should he take a different regnal name, 
so as to avoid being compared to his father in odes and elegies alike? 
Horatio will come with him, of course, but will Ophelia be there? Can 
he bring a sword into the cathedral, or will he have to leave it by the 
door? How long until his subjects give him a subversive nickname? How 
long until his subjects see who he really is? How long until his subjects 
decide they don’t like him? Is chivalry still relevant? If at some point he 
finds he’s turned into Julius Caesar, which of his friends will play Brutus? 
*

The death of Hamlet 
 
Many years have passed since the death of Hamlet. He doesn’t remem-
ber his last lines – only that he was betrayed. Only that he never got to 
grow old, that he was never crowned, that for a few wild moments he 
held a sword in each hand, that one of the swords was envenomed. He 
doesn’t remember if he became a ghost afterwards. He doubts it; he isn’t 
the haunting type. The miniature castles gather dust in his study. The 
embroidered suit, immaculate except for a bloodstain near the heart, lies 
folded in a chest. All the letters he ever received are locked in a draw-
er somewhere. He can’t bring himself to throw all these useless things 
away. 

Fifteen Minutes to the Hour Fifteen Minutes to the Hour 
Emily Bevacqua

 There are many jobs available for students to have on campus 
at the University of Massachusetts Amherst. We can make bank as bus 
drivers, jam out in the dish rooms at Berk, Hamp, Frank or Worcester, 
stay up into the wee hours of the night as a security monitor for dorms, or 
parade visitors around all the construction while spreading the love for 
UMass as tour guides. These are probably the most well-known jobs on 
campus. It’s hard not to notice them working because most of the time 
we need them in order to become a Minuteman, eat our number one din-
ing, get to class on time, and feel safe in our rooms. It’s the jobs we may 
not notice at first that can also have a huge impact on students, like IT, 
special research assistants, or the one that I happen to be: a writing tutor.  
 When I tell people I’m a writing tutor, stereotypes immediately 
pop into their heads. “Oh, you must be an expert at writing!” No, not 
really, I just like to talk about writing and invoke thoughts about a piece 
to help push it further. What’s working? What isn’t? Why might this 
be? “So then you don’t edit people’s papers for them?” Nope, I will not 
edit your paper. I’ll talk about repeating grammar problems and how to 
catch and fix it yourself though. “I thought writing tutors would fix your 
papers.” We don’t “fix” papers; we are here to be an attentive audience 
and improve the writers as well as the paper. As conversation flows, 
ideas flow too. 
 Some people don’t like the way we work and that’s okay. We are 
more indirective than direct; we play devil’s advocate when necessary; 
we won’t conform to the idea that there is “good” and “bad” writing. 
We have giant aspirations to change the way academic systems judge 
writing and we want you to help us push back. And maybe little by little 
we can have that impact, one tutee at a time. 
 With giant aspirations comes hard work and with hard work 
comes a mental toll. If there were no community to fall back on when 
work becomes too personal, too taxing, or too hard, we tutors wouldn’t 
be able to do it. This isn’t the case though. We’ve spent two semesters 
training to have these hard conversations, to rely on one another when 
we need to, to connect with each other in a way no one else understands. 
And without a dedicated class time now, as a paid tutor, we rely heav-
ily on the fifteen minutes in between sessions to be there for each other 
whether it be as someone to talk to or someone to just have fun with.

*
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 Deep in the depths of DuBois’ basement, students can find about 
eight signs leading them to the back of the Learning Commons where the 
Writing Center is located; yes, it is open during construction. In order to 
have an appointment, students first make an account through mywconline 
which provides them access to a schedule of appointments available for 
the semester. White boxes on the schedule means a tutor is available for 
that hour, blue means they have been booked for an in-person session, 
and green means they have been booked for an online session.
 Each tutor has a little bio that can be read when clicking on one 
of their available appointments, so students get to know us a little before 
picking their tutor. I’m not sure if people read them, but we each spent 
a solid ten minutes coming up with our 50-words-or-less description. 
I truly hope students are swayed to pick me when they read, “Emily 
loves writing and helping others find their inner writer. When she’s not 
working, you can find her jamming out to music, admiring photos of her 
cats, or reading.” 
 Although the entire hour is blocked off, sessions last for 45 
minutes each and can accomplish almost anything the tutee wants. They 
can come in with a prompt, an outline, a draft, literally anywhere in the 
writing process for any piece of writing and we will help. We will talk 
about writing; we will ask questions; we will make you dive deeper, 
think intently. When the time is up, we have fifteen minutes to prepare 
for the next session.

*

 Walking into the Writing Center can feel a little intimidating. 
There are four egg chairs circled around two ottomans and a few rolly 
chairs pulled into the circle so all the tutors can be amongst each other. 
Sometimes tutors are just silently typing away on their laptops, other 
times they’re ten minutes deep into why the Procrastination Station 
should always serve regular mac n’ cheese and alternate the other pot. 
Either scenario the tutee is walking into still feels like an intrusion. 
 The other day, I rushed into the Center for my shift and put my 
stuff down. I was running late and had three minutes to the hour. The ad-
min quickly noticed my state of chaos and told me I had an open hour and 
with a sigh of relief, I slowed down. While everyone else was tutoring, I 
worked on some homework, not paying too close of attention to the ses-
sions going on for privacy, but also listening a little in case a tutor needs 
help. When the sessions were over, we all regrouped in our eggs. 
 

 “I had a really bad session,” a tutor said. “It was just one of those 
sessions where he didn’t want to agree with me because I’m a girl. Like 
he thought that the Congress and the Senate were the same thing and I 
was like, no they aren’t, and he was like I’m pretty sure they are so, 
and in my head I was just like you idiot, I think a Poli Sci major would 
know the answer.” As the four tutors working at the time listened, we 
all agreed, shaking our heads that that was the worst. A female grad tutor 
then piped in as she got up to end her shift, “At that point you just have to 
use Google. Men trust Google, not women.” We all laughed as she 
walked away. 
 This proceeded into a conversation about how dumb our pres-
ident is and if anyone saw the John Oliver video about coronavirus. I 
had seen it, so we reminisced about the funniest parts, especially where 
Trump walked away after being angered about the simple question of 
who is in charge. It was supposed to be Health and Human Services 
Secretary Alex Azar, but Trump appointed Mike Pence to the task. John 
Oliver hilariously states, “I know we’re used to only seeing businessman 
Trump, but it is nice to occasionally get to see the absentee father in him 
too.” Our fifteen minutes were up after that, so we dispersed to our next 
sessions. 
 Sometimes tutors like to rant to one another about professors or 
homework in our fifteen minutes. Last semester, I took a class to learn 
Swedish and I was ranting about how my professor gives us ridiculous 
amounts of homework. The class met every day and I would have to 
spend three hours on exercises due the next day. I couldn’t be too mad 
though because he used my homework as an example for how to take the 
exercises above and beyond. I felt so proud of my work. Another tutor 
piped in afterwards saying, “Did I ever tell you about the time my pro-
fessor used my work as what not to do?” She proceeded to tell the most 
hilarious, tears-rolling-down-my-face-from-laughter, I-can’t-breathe, 
story that made all of us feel bad for her, yet we couldn’t stop laughing. I 
would try to recount it, but I’m afraid I would butcher it. 

*

 There are two things I remember about a tutee, and neither is 
their name. As a tutor, we work anywhere from four to eight hours a 
week which means we can see between 16 to 32 people a month. Unless 
a tutee comes back regularly, I won’t remember a single name. Most of 
the time, I don’t even know it during the session.
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 What I do remember is their face. It’s not everyone, only, I’d 
say, one in every ten writers I work with. I’ll be walking across campus 
trying not to be blown away in the wind tunnels of DuBois and I’ll catch 
eye contact with someone and think “do I know you?” After the brief en-
counter and about five minutes of me searching the depths of my memory, 
that’s when the second thing pops into my head.“Oh yes, she’s the one 
who wrote the personal statement about wanting to become a lawyer 
after combatting her eating disorder.”“That’s right, he’s the tutee who 
compared the acclimation process of college transfer students between 
Massachusetts schools and Iowa’s.”
 Every tutor knows this feeling of running into a tutee. It’s taboo 
acknowledging a former tutee in public. No one feels they are able to say 
hello even though we know each other and may know some deep person-
al information about them. People come to the writing center vulnerable, 
either about the writing or within the writing itself. Seeing a tutee 
outside of the Center is like seeing your doctor in public. They’ve seen 
you naked and know you used to pee your bed until you were six years 
old. At the Writing Center, we see so many papers and prompts and we 
go through a whirlwind of emotions both within the writing and the 
conversations had. 
 That’s why we have these 15 minutes between sessions. We 
take that time to reflect with each other, always asking “how was your 
session?” when we regroup in our egg chairs gathered at the center of the 
room. We talk with each other about whatever is on our mind and laugh 
with one another. Those fifteen minutes between sessions are everything 
to tutors because we can take off the how-can-I-help-you mask and just 
be ourselves. 

*

 At the end of each session, we ask tutees to fill out an anonymous 
survey that asks questions to help us improve our tutoring. The direc-
tors email us a semester’s worth of responses twice a year. One of the 
questions asked is, “how could your session be improved?” Amongst all 
the responses that say nothing needs to improve because the session was 
great, there’s always, “I think they could be longer,” “Not sure, really 
just needed more time,” “Perhaps more time?”
 To a tutee, more time means just more time for them to improve. 
For us, more time means less time to move from session to session. It 
means sacrificing part of our fifteen minutes for the tutees benefit. Al-
though we are willing to do this, it does affect us sometimes.

 We need that time to talk to one another. Being a tutor requires 
a lot of emotional labor. Sometimes we have to talk about very personal 
topics in a session, like eating disorders, or we have to battle biases, like 
sexism, or sometimes we are just having a bad day and need a good laugh. 
These fifteen minutes we have together create a community space for us 
to be us again. Without that space, we’re just a bunch of people in a room 
talking about writing for two hours of our day. Don’t get me wrong, we 
all love talking about writing. It just takes a lot out of us when the tutees 
expect us to have all the answers. Here’s a secret, we don’t! We’re just 
as lost as you are until we talk it through together in our session. There’s 
not one way to write a paper; we’re just here to help figure out your way 
to write a paper.

*

 Walking around campus, I can’t help but wonder how my tutees 
are doing. I’ve helped people with scholarship essays, grad school appli-
cations, and cover letters. Did they get into that school or are they roam-
ing the streets of Italy as we speak? I’ve also helped with science jour-
nals about to be published, history papers, and college writing essays. 
Did they get the grade they wanted?  I become invested in my tutees. I 
want to know if they’re succeeding, if they’re using the strategies that I 
showed them for new projects. I want to know if my job successfully had 
an impact on them. I’d like to say that I do.
 Along with my tutees, being invested in my fellow tutors is 
just as important. Part of our job is to support each other and provide a 
community for each other. Through the fifteen minutes we have together 
we make personal connections and memories; some of my best friends 
are people I met through being a tutor at the writing center. Our com-
munity is made to be a welcoming atmosphere of inclusivity. It is a space 
that should feel safe and it’s our jobs as tutors to make sure everyone is 
comfortable because we have an impact on each other. 
 I think any person for any job on campus wants to know that 
they’re doing well. Although not every task may feel rewarding, like 
cleaning dishes or driving a bus, I’m sure we all feel proud to be helping 
the UMass student body. Without the buses, we’d be late; without the 
dishes washed, we’d have nothing to eat on; without the tours, we’d 
have no students; without the tutors, we’d be stuck writing the same 
sentence over and over again. And without our fifteen minutes, we’d lose 
being a part of a community of tutors who care so much about the work 
they do and those they work with. 
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Real NewsReal News

Kit Snake detonated on Thursday 
and the greedy innards of Blue Wall are still scraping the linoleum.
how kindly they horde her benevolence beneath their fingernails; 
scoring their eardrums with it
tap-tap-tapping their frontal lobes 
with the residual paste of twenty-two gluten-free birthday cakes.

“God!” yowled one, spitting globs 
of Mrs. Snake’s 2004 Toyota mini-van with ample cargo space,
which rolled in chunks down his vest. 
“Is this Blarney?”

another, suckling from the hand sanitizer, brandished his shamrock cock.

i saw Kit ooze from the walls of the handicapped stall and i asked her:
“Kit? Have a sit with me?” 
she turned and looked at me 
and her eyeballs were ghastly white entrails 
rolling loosely in the serum of a magic eight ball. 
she scuttled to smell the wall vent.

i lit a cigarette and waited for her skittish dribbling to cease. 
she slid beside me and whispered: 
“there are quiet creatures crowding in the lobby.”

i laughed out loud,
snorting a plume of smoke from my ear canal. 
quiet! 
it was quieter in Bethlehem!

Kit siphons my thoughts from the ear i’ve primed for her: 
“oh god, it’s carnage! 
but I have something here! 
an unholy body, 
a deprav-ed emblem!”
and she pulled from her camisole a festering Troglodyte, 

Rio Calais

who ogled me from within cavernous eye sockets
like a chagrined mother.

“have you ever been maddened by the evasiveness of self-actualization?” 
he grunted, black spittle decorating my skin,
 “have you ev—” 
he coughed, his tongue unraveling the length of our perch—
“ever cracked your
skull 
into
pieces and found there’s nothing 
but insatiable maggots within?”

at least four times, 
i scoffed into my malware. 
wanting to impress him, I raised him one: 
“have you ever broken your ribs for concealing a truth?”

Kit and the troglodyte nearly shattered from guffaws.
“do you love him, or are you just insane?” (says Kit).
“oh, god, it’s both!” (cries the Troglodyte). 
“can’t you feel the scalpel you swallowed this morning?”
“can’t you hear the sickening crunch of your chest?”

they had gone too far. 
my stomach filled with acid
and I forced this filthy, blistering hound back down Kit’s shimmering gullet. 
and then I got the fuck out 
before he could slime his way up,
crawl into the diaphragm of the sickest, saddest sap there—
it was me, I knew it, I knew it all along—
and as I vaulted the glistening stir-fry tables
Kit screamed through the intercom:  
“do you love him, or are you insane?”
and everything in a forty-nine foot radius was blown to bits by the truth of it.



28 29

Judgement DayJudgement Day

The mother looked down at her child’s thousand eyes and frowned. 
 
The two stood on a train platform, waiting for the wish-bound express 
on that judgement Wednesday. For the past ten months the mother had 
eaten nothing but hard noodles and critics’ whispers and she quivered 
every time she thought the street cats yowled her name in Morse code. 
Her exhales came out in vibrations but her bones were still. As for her 
child…well, it was her child: aspiration with the gift of breath. The 
mother had not shaped its hair that day, but she was responsible for the 
color (the color of endlessness) and length (the perfect length for weaving 
tapestry). She held her child’s brainwave hand with a firm clasp. 
 
—mother, let go, please 
 

—shan’t   
 
—mother, you must 
 

—I  won’t   
 

—you can 
 

—not—not now   
—you will, mother 
 
The train sounded from afar, and not before long came slithering to a 
stop. They watched as it peeled itself open, cold wet maw, ready to 
swallow. Would she yield? The child looked at its mother. If Mother 
had grown more distressed, it was not apparent. But still she could not 
detach. Yes, this train would leave, eventually, but the child was its only 
passenger. It had time to wait, and it would not leave without the child.   
 
When impulse finally met inevitability the mother hurriedly dropped its 
hand and began to unlace her ribcage—where was it? where could she 
have misplaced it now?—and finally fished out a red lipstick from a deep, 
damp pocket. She hastily swiped on a bright and hideous scrawl, and 

S.X. Wong

with two stiff, strong cups for hands she held her babe’s face and pressed 
two hard, harsh kisses on its cheeks. Hastily but not haphazardly she 
smeared the rouge around with her thumbs and checked her work from 
side to side, holding her child’s head still. There!—her mark—it was 
made—it was made stronger. 
 
The child was still throughout this. It had been created then re-created, 
stripped and clothed again and again, adorned then painted over accord-
ing to whim and weather. It had had a thousand faces before this one 
but it wasn’t until last night that it was finally gifted two whole lungs. 
Mother was a ceaseless engineer, one who would love to have every-
thing tinkerable. Finally she turned to her child and draped her essence 
over it—for she did love her child. It was this sort of love (among other 
things) that made this act so difficult. 
 
—go on—go on, now 
 
To call it acceptance would be incorrect, as would calling it surrender: 
it became habit. She had sent child after child of hers onto the same train 
for quite, quite a while now. It was best when they did not come back, 
and have Mother visit them instead. For this one…well, she had done her 
best. As usual.   
 
The child walked towards the train. Now, truly, there was nothing else 
left to do. 
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Skinny DogSkinny Dog

Skinny dog with intelligent eyes  
would you be the same if we took your fleas away? 
If your food wasn’t garbage  
and your home wasn’t either  
would you walk that same knowing walk? 
Would we take your portrait  
would we use your body as a metaphor 
would we feel the same sense of performative pity, self-congratulatory 
 emotion  
if your skin were smooth instead of scarred?  
If we couldn’t see your ribs who would we be?  
I look in your eyes and I see that you know  
but you won’t tell me.  

Mohini Ghoshroy

19971997

i took fifty-two hours of labor. seventy if you count  
the day beforehand she spent, hand and knee, neck bent, 
swollen and bursting with me, finishing the floor of my 
childhood bathroom.

i would never have known the difference between blue 
or gray tiles—fake-sugar juice or fresh-squeezed or 
cough medicine—a real hug or a cursory one 
or a wrong one.

in the bathroom this morning i suckled from the faucet 
and explored again the labyrinth of my mother’s hands. 

she doesn’t like them and tells me often.

Rio Calais

Phantasos’s Gift II
Rio Calais

Graphite on paper
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AlamortAlamort

Drowning in the sea of ice-blue happiness, 
Eyes red with salty subliminal sin, 
Agonisingly angsty algae like a blindfold. 
The dull thud, the loud roar fills my ears— 
Dreadfully disturbing whispers,  
Like sick slimy tentacles. 
But all I can hear is the sound of your beautifully melancholic melody. 
Opalescent alkaline water  
Through my nose to my throat 
Down the wrong pipe. 
Like a fish my mouth opens and closes, 
A ringing silence of realisation in my ears.  
Bloody tears mix with sweet water, 
Rage joins hands with joy. 
Sore throat and alamort lungs  
But live live live goes my treacherous heart.  

I come alive. 

Shriya Shree Agrawal

Phantasos’s Gift I
Rio Calais

Graphite and Conte crayon on paper
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Grass and SkyGrass and Sky

 Mel felt her skin glow orange in the four o’clock light of summer, 
her street silent besides the occasional car passing by on the main street. 
The sky still had hours before it would become dark, and she content-
edly lay in the front yard of her little suburban home to watch it happen. 
The clouds in this light appeared streaky, the way airplane trails are left 
behind to spread across the blue. Was it always this quiet? she wondered, 
and then, This is how it feels to be quiet.
 “Mel,” cried a familiar voice that brought a smile to her face. 
“Mel, I got another bug, should I put it on the stump?” Mel turned from 
the sky and sat up to see Davey marching toward her, eyes focused on his 
pink and dirtied index finger.
 “Let me see,” she demanded, and ran to him. An inchworm 
poked at the air cautiously as the two of them stared intently down at 
it, Davey’s blue eyes proud of his discovery. Mel nodded her approval. 
Together, the children ran to the thick tree stump behind Mel’s house, 
where their collection of insects laid half-dead and half-dying.
 “What should we name it?” Mel asked as she knelt down to poke 
the veteran bugs. 
 “Elvis,” Davey whispered, not taking eyes off his new friend. Be-
fore she could ask why, Davey stopped her. “Because my dad said Elvis is 
king.” 
 “Why does yours get to be king?” Mel asked indignantly. “Be-
cause.”
 “Because what?” 
 “Just because.”
 “That isn’t a real reason.”
 “Yeah-huh, it is. He gets to be king just because. Because I said 
so.”
  Mel pouted. Boys. Boys always had to be kings, just because. 
The two of them wandered the yard, picking blades of grass and sifting 
through dirt to add to the collection of six-legged species. Occasionally, 
one would yell to the other to report a finding, and together they would 
place it on its new home before returning back to opposite sides of the 
yard, picking, sifting, and searching.
 “Melanie,” her father’s voice boomed. “Dinner!” She faced the 
opened windows of her alight home, unsure of which one her father 
stood in. 

Emma Lovett

 “Five more minutes?” she pleaded. 
 “Now,” he demanded sternly, and she knew there was no chang-
ing his mind.
 Davey stood up, knowing it was time to go. “Elvis is king,” he 
repeated.
 “Nuh-uh,” she responded, only because she didn’t want him to 
win. He ignored her and waved goodbye to their friends. Mel watched 
him straighten his blue striped shirt, the small collar dirtied and the 
top button missing. One tooth gone, a small booger coming out of his 
nose that Mel had made fun of earlier in the day. She walked him to the 
cracked sidewalk, the cement cool and grey under the now disappearing 
sun.
 “See you tomorrow,” Davey said casually as he turned towards 
his house. She waved goodbye to her friend as dusk wiped the golden 
shine from his hair.
 Mel always found the indoors unsettling after outdoor play. The 
windows were open on these seventy-degree days in an attempt to make 
the inside feel something like the outside. Mel considered this and air 
conditioning as she shoveled rice into her mouth with her chopsticks.
 “Aiyah!” her mother shouted, slapping her on the wrist with her 
own pair of chopsticks. “Eat too fast, you will get stomach ache!” and 
then in Cantonese, “or worse, you get fat.” Mel rolled her eyes—a habit 
she had picked up from watching Arthur in the afternoons—but she 
slowed down nonetheless. Egg and tomato. This was her mother’s “lazy 
dish,” as she had titled it, but Mel savored the salty flavor as it turned her 
white rice a light orange hue.
 “You and Davey are too dirty,” her father stated, observing 
her blackened fingernails from across the table. “No more bugs.” Mel 
whined, shocked that her father would ask for such a thing. His black 
hair neatly pushed back, only one strand falling out of place so that it 
angled over his cheek. He shook his head at her, and she watched as the 
lock of hair swayed back and forth to agree. The landline rang. The caller 
ID read “PETERSON”. Davey. Mel placed her chopsticks down over 
her bowl of rice and hopped from her seat to answer the phone.
 “No,” her dad said, pointing his finger at her unfinished bowl. 
“Eat.” He stood up as Mel sank back into her seat, defeated again. “Hel-
lo?” he said into the phone. She waited to hear him tell Davey she would 
call back as soon as she finished eating, as he usually did when her friend 
called during dinner. He didn’t. He paused with the phone to his ear a 
longer time than normal. “One moment,” he said into the phone, then put 
it against his shoulder.
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 “Where is Davey?” he whispered to Mel in Cantonese. She 
shrugged. “He went home.” He shook his head. “Not home.” Mel swal-
lowed her food, feeling excitement fill her face. She had only played with 
Davey after eating dinner a few times before. He would beg her to eat 
quickly so they could play another round of one-on-one Wiffle ball. Ex-
cited, she stood from the table and ran to peer out of the window above
the kitchen sink, hoping to see Davey sitting at the stump. There was no 
Davey.
  She ran to the living room because maybe he was laying in the 
grass of the side yard, waiting for her to notice. Finally, to the front door, 
which she yanked open and beamed to nothing but empty lawn. Her 
smile faded. No Davey.
 Returning to the kitchen, her father’s voice had changed as he 
spoke on the phone. His words were rushed, his forehead turning red. 
“Maybe he is in your yard. No, not here, Mel just checked the yard. Yes, 
I will go look now. Call back after, bye-bye.” He placed the landline 
back into its charging port and turned to Mel’s mother to say things in 
Mandarin that Mel could not understand. With this, he hurried out the 
back door. Mel ran to watch him go. The sky was black without the 
forgiveness of stars, and street lights illuminated the pavement. Her fa-
ther turned right into the backyard, but Mel stayed to smell the summer 
breeze waft into the house.

 After much convincing, Mel climbed into the warm bath her 
mother had drawn, and felt long, gentle fingers soak her hair. The dull 
pink bucket of water sat on the rim of the tub, as it had for as long as 
Mel could remember. Bathing was routine, muscle memory. Head back. 
Left arm up. Right arm up. Turn your back. A single plastic boat afloat 
in the water, bumping Mel’s knees, never capsizing. Her mother rinsed 
her with the pink bucket the same pattern every time, the waterfall of 
warmth running down her back to rid her of soap bubbles and dirt. Mel 
sang songs while her mother washed her thoroughly, Chinese kid sing-
alongs she remembered from CDs played during car rides. Every night, 
the same bath. Her father appeared in the bathroom doorway after an 
hour of being gone.
 “You found Davey?” Mel asked excitedly, accidentally splashing 
her mother.
  “Not yet.” He turned and spoke Mandarin to his wife, blocking 
out their child. He left them to continue the bath.
 “Melanie, no outside tomorrow,” her mother said shortly.
 “Why?” Melanie asked, trying not to whine. She thought about 

the bug stump colony she and Davey had worked so hard to maintain, 
checking on their found companions every day. Would they make it 
through a whole day without them?
 “I just want you to stay inside. Read book, watch TV. No out-
side.”
 The bath finished as usual, towel drying as the tub drained, 
pajamas on, her mother blow drying her daughter’s short hair as she 
brushed her teeth. Mel played with her Polly Pocket dolls on the couch 
before bed, permanent smiles and plastic yellow hair adorned with pink 
flowers. She woke up in her bed the next morning, though she had no 
recollection of getting up to go to sleep. The day was spent inside at 
her mother’s request, as were countless days following. No word from 
Davey, and he hadn’t shown up to ring on the doorbell as he so often did. 
Lonely summer afternoons; quiet streets as the sun set; nobody laying 
in the grass to listen to the silence. Street lights flickered on, glowing 
outward on the pavement slowly from the center of brightness on the 
ground, soft edges so that you couldn’t tell where the light ends and the 
dark begins.
 Then one day, Mel’s father came home earlier than usual, when 
it was still light out. He spoke in hushed tones to his wife in the kitchen, 
mother of his only daughter, who then turned off the stove she had been 
cooking boned ribs on. Mandarin exchanged between them. Gasps of 
horror, disgust, disappointment. Together, they walked into the living 
room where Mel watched her American cartoons. Her father turned off 
the TV with the remote and sat beside her. She stared at her parents, 
who stared back at her, and Mel couldn’t tell if they were happy or sad to 
see her.
 “Mommy?” Mel asked, watching her mother’s eyes become wet 
and red with tears. 
 She quickly wiped them from her face, sniffed the way Melanie 
did when she was being a big girl. “Not sad.” Sniffed some more.
 “Melanie,” her father started. He took her small hand in his own, 
warm and unsure of what to say. “Something has happened.”

 Davey’s mother was short and skinny. When she cut fruit on hot 
summer days for Mel and Davey, her veins mapped rivers of blue from her 
fragile wrists to her long fingers, small freckles and wrinkles there, too. 
Her smile was small and tight, as well as rare to appear on her timid face. 
She did not look good in black, Mel decided.
 Flowers surrounded a wooden box at the front of the room that 
shone under the fluorescent lights. A large picture of Davey stood on an 
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easel beside it, whose smile was full of teeth– nothing missing, unlike 
the last time Mel had seen him. There was quiet except for blown noses, 
and for the people who spoke about Davey. Mel tugged at the black dress 
her mother had bought the day before, uncomfortable and bored. She 
wondered if Davey was just pretending, and maybe he was sitting on her 
front steps waiting for them to return home in her mother’s minivan. The 
thought of it excited her, and she forgot about wanting to change clothes.
 “Mel,” a soft voice said, accompanied by a gentle hand on her 
shoulder. She turned to see Davey’s aunt Josie, her brown hair in a low 
ponytail. Her wrinkles appeared deeper than the last time she visited 
Davey, the space around her eyes smudged with makeup.
  “Davey was so lucky to be your friend. He always had someone 
to play with.” Mel nodded. A tear fell from Josie’s eye. “Do you miss 
him, Mel?” she asked, her voice breaking at the end. Mel shook her head, 
no.
 “Elvis probably misses him, though,” Mel said thoughtfully. She 
wondered what the bugs were doing right then. Josie looked at her, her 
eyebrows furrowed.
 “Melanie,” her mother scolded her disapprovingly. “So rude,” in 
Cantonese.
 “No, it’s alright,” Josie said, standing and wiping her eyes. “Only 
six years old.” She breathed deep and heavy, trying hard not to cry. 
“Davey was lucky to have you,” she repeated. She smiled at Mel through 
her tears then, and squeezed her arm gently before walking away. Mel 
watched her go back to Davey’s mother, sobbing alone in a red velvet 
chair.
 Davey wasn’t waiting on the stairs when they got home.

 In the weeks following, Mel was confined to her backyard, 
where her mother sat in a lawn chair to watch as she played in the grass 
alone. The summer was coming to an end quickly now, and she had just 
picked out a new backpack for her first year at school. The days, too, 
ended sooner than she was used to, and the new change made her tired 
and yearning for more fun. Her mother bombarded her with warnings 
throughout playtime, shouting across the yard, “Melanie! Run too fast, 
you will fall!” or “Melanie, more sunscreen, it hot,” or “Melanie, too 
dirty there, come back play here!” Mel would sometimes add to the bug 
collection, but the stump became boring and empty, even with her new
findings. Her mother would scream if she brought the bugs too close, and 
scold her for holding them at all.

  A Sunday, and finally her mother was relieved of duty for the 
day. She went shopping with her sister, and it was Mel’s father’s turn 
to sit in the lawn chair. He watched quietly, drinking from a green beer 
bottle, listening to the birds alongside his daughter. Relieved to not have 
her mother yelling, Mel ran as fast as she could across the grass, kicking 
up dirt to stain her legs. She laid face-up in the afternoon sun, calling for 
her dad to watch everything she did. Finally, she found herself adding to 
the stump, more friends she thought Davey would approve of.
 The stump was mostly bare. The day after they had cut the 
tree down, Davey came over and the two of them sat on it as if it were 
a throne. Davey placed one confident foot on top and was king. Mel 
watched enviously before pushing him off and claiming the power as her 
own. Now, there was an inchworm, and she thought about Elvis. Davey’s 
king. Mel shut her eyes, began to scream and stomp, she crushed the bugs, 
her and Davey’s friends. She sent them deep into the wood of the once-
tall tree, lifting her foot again and again, hearing the rubber sole of her 
shoe hit the stump with a finalizing thump thump thump.
 Then she was in her father’s arms, hitting and screaming, cry-
ing the way not-big-girls cry. She choked against his sleeves, unable to 
free herself from his grasp, crying out through the taste of her tears. Mel 
sobbed into him, and felt him crying, too. They stayed like that together 
for a long time, him kneeling down to encase her in his arms.
 “Melanie,” he said, his voice muffled through tears. He pulled her 
away from him, holding her arms tightly. Tears rolled down her cheeks, 
and he had no words to say to his daughter. He stood and took her hand 
to lead her away from the tree stump and into the front yard. He laid 
down in the grass, asked Mel to lay beside him. They listened to the cars 
go by, they watched the sky.
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Untitled
Meghan Clark

35mm film photography

WhenWhen

you started to lose your hair I told you I would still lay your head on my  
lap and trace my fingers across your cranium painting prettier pictures 
and tracing “I love you's”. 
When you handed me the clippers and I sheared away the strands that 
patched themselves in disjunction I snipped away some of my own and 
watched my ponytail fall to the floor. 
When people asked me what happened to you, I told them the stars had 
gotten caught in your hair while you were playing in the sky. When 
retching became a nightly routine you joked about how it must be nice to 
no longer have to pull your hair back and all I could do was smile and 
wipe away the dribble. 
When you laid in our bed and my place was now reserved for wires and 
tubes that trailed to needles that pricked your angel hair veins. 
That night I thought that maybe if I stared long enough at your unfamiliar 
face, I would be able to recall a you that I could draw from memory.

Juliet Cruz

holding handsholding hands

Today I hold hands with myself 
The strength of my grip fades into the continuum of achromatic moments 
As every second passes, my will to hold on deteriorates with every tear   
 that puddles beneath my feet 
Today I held hands with myself 
But I let go 
And my frail fingertips dropped to the floor 
Bruised by the encumbrance of my pain 
Saturated in the despondence of my strife 
Tomorrow I will have to pick up the pieces

Cameron Lee
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Apocalypse DreamsApocalypse Dreams

My generation have become the weeping pallbearers
In the funeral march for this doomed Earth

Rushing towards apocalypse at a rate so fast
It would make the Faith-bound tremble

I would rather stand breathless on the moon
And watch our cradle of life be crushed

Like a menthol capsule before it is inhaled
Into the expanding lungs of the universe

Than die here amongst those who have been
Carrying out the sentence for centuries

Carl Parkhurst

Untitled
Claire Harrison
35mm film photography

Lucy I
Rio Calais

Oil on canvas

WaitingWaiting

In the post-hangover afternoon, 
moving through some desolation, 
I’m waiting. 
 
At some point soon I’ll be enveloped in sleep. 
The dry body will beat out the liquid mind. 
 
Until then, 
the sun drowns the Brighton sprawl in beauty. 
The city is sealed in the assurance of some inevitability. 
The train shuttles my weary weight 
and my bloated eyes 
through an impossible wasteland 
in an immeasurable wait. 
 
A tiny little apocalypse. 

Brendan McKenna
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T he World is a Museum T he World is a Museum 
and Nobody Caresand Nobody Cares

 Can you feel it sink into your body? Does it feel good going down, 
or is it harsh like your grandmother’s vintage whiskey, still sitting in the 
liquor cabinet years after she’s died? Oh, it stings. I don’t know why I even 
asked, I know it stings. It pricks at your insides, making gashes in the flesh 
you were trying so hard to turn into bone. Flesh is too soft, malleable. Easily 
manipulated. Bone is rigid. It is structure. It’s clean, and streamlined, and 
it’s hard. You wish so much to just shed your skin and creep back into the 
earth where nobody will disturb you. 
 It hurts. Noticeably. So why do you put it inside of yourself? You 
don’t just nibble at it, the hunger’s too strong. It’s almost as if it’s devouring 
you as you keep consuming. You seek it out, perking your ears at the turn 
of every corner, eyes flitting side to side, searching for the faintest hint. 
It comes in many forms, and you’ve learned how to let yourself want it in 
whatever incarnation it comes to you.  At the beginning you didn’t even pay 
attention to it. Sure, it was nice from time to time, but you really just didn’t 
give a shit. But look at where you are now. You can’t help yourself. You 
don’t have enough self-control to stay away while it claws at those deepest, 
knotted-up parts of you that put even your intestines to shame.
 Despite yourself, you love it. You love it because it’s the truth. Who 
even knows what that is, anyway, but it doesn’t matter. It’s not something 
you need to know. It’s something you need to feel. And god, you feel it. All 
the fucked up beauty all around you. The cave painters were right. A bison 
is just a bison, but isn’t it so much more?
 Everything that happens is orchestrated, pre-ordained. A puppet 
show without a puppeteer. Little girls laugh in the slums where they were 
born and will die in, and 300 years ago Bach was writing cantatas for his 
God. Life proliferates in spite of wrongness, and trash piles up in the streets. 
Mothers braid their daughters’ hair, old couples dress up to see the opera, 
and somewhere, someone is calling out for help on the walls of a filthy bar 
bathroom. There’s a divine chaos to it all, and that’s why you keep going 
back, why you keep walking in circles in the endless museum. To know that 
somebody else, anybody else, knows it too. That’s what keeps you hanging 
here in this limbo that starts at birth, it’s what keeps you from crawling 
deep down into the dirt. Is it worth it? I don’t know. It’s all there is.

Mohini Ghoshroy

Love PoemLove Poem

My grandmother is in a casket. 
we can’t stop lashing out, 
I’m sad n shit.  
                            l-o-v-e.  

                                                                                     
                               lost                           
                                                                                  how you really feel?”  
                 
                                                                             
               resentful          
                                               
                                    

                                                       
for a second               
                                                                              v                                          
 
                embarrassed                          
                                       
                                                  
                                             
               damn                                   
 You are comfortable in discomfort 
                      sometimes 
                   I exist                                                                   
                                                      
                                    
                                                      
Your hairs  
the ones not tied back  
fly forward 
Hands extend for the body you thought you had lost  
How transient being is.  
 

Nathalie Amazan
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And when my body dies, it may become a number of things like  
free. 
                                                
                                                              
                
              

I don’t want—   
I can’t write a love poem. 
if I can find comfort closest to colonial convention 
then maybe 
my soul could be saved from Hell built by conquest 
neither an abomination 
nor the weak rib 
perhaps 
proving to myself my  
possibility to exist.

Do you really want a love poem? 
I mean the earth 
is on fire and 
melting ice sheets are rising over the city 
will we ever be able to breathe 
if the atmosphere continues to choke us out into the cracks in the dirt of 
 the pavement 
deaf to our pleas of ‘I can’t breathe’ 
So basically, I no longer fall in love, 
cuz 
it may be catastrophically devastating; 
The city is burning while drowning and I love contradictions more than 
 Whitman.

how cliche: a queer love story  
are you kidding me?  
I’m already a part of Gen Z, meaning we’re weird meaning  
we use memes to communicate 
death is a punchline 
oversharing is not an issue 

I guess it’s like a part of evolution or something?  
subtweets, ghosting, instagram stories of everything,  
anything other than face-to-face contact confrontation  
And love??  
You really gotta be kidding me

It seems foolish to discuss love w/o talking abt racism which seems foolish to dis-
cuss w/o talking abt white supremacy which seems foolish to discuss w/o talking 
abt insecurity- 
We’re #woke like that. 
some of us at least 
are critical of a word thrown out like that  
Woke -  love - poetry

More specifically  
I can’t write a love poem because I am not angry.

I’m turning over to see my greatest nightmare stare right back at me  
empty n 
off white n 
nothing n 
glaring  
waiting 
for truth or somethin of the sort 
the air is thick 
like through pauses  
silences 
breathing 
eye movements 
birds moving in packs making space for the little ones to survive 
I digress—
I learn growth through the intensity of the the sun  
how it cannot be stared at for too long 
as if it is purity 
and maybe it is 
maybe it isn’t 
but, who cares? we all are and aren’t always  
you are and aren’t always  
anyways  
We are 20, we are kids barely why do we believe love can only exist for 
 one person one way at a time  
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Have we lost all imagination  
what is forever if not just the present moment

You say: “Break my heart, that takes courage.”  
I say: I love you. 
But, this is not a love poem all  
cliché n shit 
all 
normal n shit 
all 
boring n shit 
all 
Not my style n shit but shit— 
We are the U-Haul I vowed my closeted teen self to never become
I find my full body must catch my tongue before I let the truth roll  
 out with no filter, 
I love the way you roll our spliffs 
and no 
this is still not a love poem  
but I can use the word ‘love’ all I want 
Cuz   
I said so. 
This is my poem a 
testimony of love beyond force 

I do not have the courage to break a thing, a being, a person, 
I am not as radical as you may think 
my pen is the closest I’ve been to revolution 
(Except for the time with the brigade of pigs in Harlem that night) 
i 
am 
stuck 
on  
the Break 
trying  
to make pleasing art of the syllables of  
the sentences  
in the pages over 
I got lost 
stopped  
to pick you up 

take you with me 
nowhere 
moving 
on and on 
until there is 
was  
Something 
no guarantees

I may be scared without you 
And is that not love too? 
 
Call it stubbornness wants  
following my own fate or simply  
using the erotic as power within my life 
I can no longer try to find the words  
to put into form  
 
perhaps this is something like a love poem. 
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T he World is Burning and All I’ll Get Is T he World is Burning and All I’ll Get Is 
A 32% on Rotten TomatoesA 32% on Rotten Tomatoes

last march i went to a climate change march and i looked up at alex and asked  

what happens if we fall in love at the end of the world?  

he said he always wanted to get married at the beach 
but he will have to rethink it 
i said i want to be married in a grassy field 
but by the time i find someone who wants to marry a neurotic jew the 
 grass would probably be in flames  

we agreed getting married inside seems sad 
and shook on never getting married at the marriott 
and that we wouldn’t ever serve risotto 
as it is always much too salty when catering companies attempt to make it  
matt bought us corn dogs 
and we ate them on the side of the road 
and everything smelled like loneliness and sewage  

but we pretended it was romantic 
as we listened to “fade into you” on david’s cracked iphone amplified in a 
 coca cola cup 
rotten tomatoes would have given us a 32%  

Maya Staples

Governmentertainment: Control and Governmentertainment: Control and 
Jingoistic Entertainment in Jingoistic Entertainment in 

“The Pedestrian” and “The Pedestrian” and SleepdealerSleepdealer

 Historically, some governments strive for as much control over 
their civilians as possible; however, the methods by which they attain 
control vary vastly. A common example of this is punishing or rewarding 
certain behaviors and virtually brainwashing civilians into submission, 
and two works that epitomize these strategies are “The Pedestrian” and 
Sleepdealer. “The Pedestrian” is a science fiction short story published by 
Ray Bradbury in 1951. Set in 2131, the narrative follows an outcast by 
the name of Leonard Mead as he wanders aimlessly through a town of 
reclusive TV-watchers. Sleepdealer is a science fiction movie directed by 
Alex Rivera in 2008 that centers on Memo, a man searching for work in 
a futuristic Tijuana that runs on virtual labor and remote connectivity. 
Both works depict dystopian societies where immersive technology is 

Marina Goldman

high five
Claire Harrison

35mm film photography
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the apex of day-to-day life; from entertainment to communication to 
fields of work, people live through technology as much as they live by 
it. Moreover, the corrupt governments behind these stories utilize this 
technology as not only a means of suppressing their civilians, but also as a 
medium for jingoistic propaganda.
 Leonard Mead’s society mediates experience through television 
screens, which reduces the lives of the civilians to uncanny, all-consum-
ing technology. The narrator of “The Pedestrian” describes the town 
by explaining that “Everything went on in the tomblike houses at night 
now. . .” (193). By subjecting the civilians to such powerful technology, 
the government eliminates half a day of unpredictable civilian activity, 
maintaining absolute control until nighttime. However, at night, the 
narrator mentions that “ill-lit by television light. . .the people sat like 
the dead, the gray or multicolored lights touching their expressionless 
faces but never really touching them” (193). The light which “touch[es] 
faces without really touching them” evokes the uncanny moment in 
which the eerily similar depiction of reality through the television screen 
demands their attention more than the real thing itself. The viewers 
can experience the outside world without ever having to leave their 
home, eliminating the need to set foot outdoors almost entirely. In fact, 
“the sidewalks had been vanishing under flowers and grass” (192). This 
resurgence of nature in a technology-driven world indicates how obso-
lete sidewalks have become in the face of television; the government has 
such a stronghold over its citizens through their television screens that 
nature was able to reclaim, literally and metaphorically, the streets due to 
their lack of use and lack of maintenance. Despite the padding provided 
by the grass on the sidewalks, Leonard Mead still “wore sneakers when 
strolling at night, because the [police] dogs in intermittent squads would 
parallel his journey if he wore hard heels” (192). Leonard Mead’s corrupt, 
totalitarian government is so hell-bent on controlling civilian activity that 
they set police dogs out on people who refuse to be kept inside watching 
television. By keeping people inside through totally immersive entertain-
ment, and afraid to go outside from severe punishment and surveillance, 
the government ensures complete control over their civilians.
 In Memo’s case, experience is mediated through nodes which 
are essentially headphone jack implants that allow for connectivity to all 
of life’s concrete and abstract experiences. On top of providing whole-
some entertainment, such as chatting with friends on the other side of 
the globe, and hedonistic thrills, like sexual intercourse and intravenous 
drugs, the nodes also widen job opportunities. While the government 
does not directly punish those without nodes, they strongly incentivize 

civilians to install nodes for a much more fulfilling lifestyle. Memo in-
stalls his nodes illegally out of desperation for work to keep him and his 
family alive, demonstrating the stronghold that the government has over 
its civilians. Because of the nodes’ prevalence, Memo has no choice but to 
submit to the invasive technology to ensure his and his family’s survival.  
 However, the jobs that nodes create vastly exploit and exhaust 
their workers. For example, Luz, Memo’s love interest, records, nar-
rates, and sells her memories to anonymous users online to dig herself 
out of debt. The government created a medium for people to invade their 
own privacy for the sake of money, allowing the government a limitless 
window into their civilians’ lives without the risk of violating people’s 
rights. Since people uploaded and publicized their information them-
selves, the government cannot be blamed for viewing it, and therefore can 
survey their civilians and use what they see for whatever they want. The                              
government’s devout encouragement of exploiting oneself for money fur-
ther demonstrates how far they are willing to go to gain control of their 
civilians, and how far they are willing to push their civilians into com-
pliance. Memo works in the sleepdealer factory constructing buildings 
through virtual reality technology in remote areas for 20 or more hours a 
day. In fact, the sleepdealer factory gets its name from the fact that their 
workers can collapse from exhaustion, or in some cases even death. The 
government, which drove the corporatization of node work pushes the 
impossible decision between survival and comfort to the limit to squeeze 
as much as they can from people desperately trying to make a living. Yet 
again, the government cannot be blamed for the citizens pushing them-
selves past the breaking point because they cannot be held responsible                            
for incidents that take place at a job that they did not directly force on 
the workers, allowing the government to escape responsibility but enjoy 
the fruit of other people’s labor and sacrifice. This strategy demon-
strates controlling civilians through government manipulation as well as 
squelching.
 Beyond being immersive and all-consuming, the technology 
ingrained in Leonard and Memo’s societies are both powerful, twisted 
mediums for jingoistic propaganda. During his walk, Leonard asked the 
houses about what they were watching, including the question, “‘Where                            
are the cowboys rushing, and do I see the United States Cavalry over the 
next hill to the rescue?’” (192). Leonard’s comment evokes vivid imagery 
of American heroism, which is especially highlighted by the use of the 
word “rescue”. In this way, the government is showcasing American 
greatness through cowboys and cavalry, harkening back to slaughtering 
native peoples to pave the way for Anglo-American societies. Given that 
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the only escape from the suffocating grasp of the television is punishable 
by law, the viewers have no choice but to watch propaganda that glam-
orizes the very society they are living in. Moreover, this propaganda 
depicts the punishment inflicted on those that pose a threat to American 
progress. In essence, this program is not only an extolment of Leonard 
Mead’s society, but it is also a direct warning to those who try to stand 
in the way of or rebel against their society. Leonard Mead’s innocent 
hobby of taking late night walks instead of watching television is con-
demned by the police force as a “Regressive Tendency”, and sends him 
to a psychiatric center to be studied for such behavior (194). People are 
so enchanted by the programs the government broadcasts that a refusal to 
watch them is perceived as not only a threat but a neurological 
defect that must be studied and cured. Essentially, the government has so 
thoroughly ingrained and idolized itself in entertainment and mass media 
that escaping from such broadcasts is the equivalent of disrespecting or 
rebelling against the government. Moreover, the punishment for such 
escapism is enforced not only by police but “corrected” through 
scientific methods. This strategy of intimidation has worked so well for 
Leonard Mead’s government that “[c]rime was ebbing; there was no 
need now for police” (193).
 In the same vein of broadcast patriotism, Memo’s society has a 
television program solely devoted to filming militarized drone attacks, 
steered by military sleepdealers, into the homes of suspected terrorists. 
One of these military sleepdealers is named Rudy, who steers a drone 
directly into Memo’s house, killing Memo’s father instantly. Memo, as 
well as every other worker with nodes, puts their life on the line every 
day to serve their government. Risking exhaustion, blindness, and in 
some cases death, the workers sacrifice not only their comfort but their 
general safety and survival for the sake of supporting their government, 
their society, and the rest of the people who live in it. Through build-
ing gleaming, majestic skyscrapers in remote areas, too expensive for 
anyone in his class to afford to live in, Memo is literally and metaphori-
cally building up and advancing his civilization. Even more so, military 
sleepdealers, such as Rudy, leave their workday with the guilt of killing 
suspected terrorists; despite the fact that they were directly instructed 
to do so by their superiors, there is no escaping the guilt of ending 
another person’s life.
 Leonard Mead and Memo’s governments have the exact same 
goal of dominating their civilians, but go about it in very different ways. 
Leonard Mead’s government deploys a vicious cycle of intimidation 
and glorification: the government directly punishes people for leaving 

their homes to the point where the civilians are terrified to go outside, 
so they stay inside and get brainwashed by their television that reminds 
them of how great their superiors are and the consequences of defying 
their superiors’ demands. Memo’s government fervently incentivizes                    
nodes to the point where life without nodes is the equivalent of death, 
but the nodes are so draining and dangerous that they can lead to death as 
well. Despite their inherent extremism and fantastical qualities, both of 
these stories pose the question of how far contemporary governments are 
willing to go to get what they want.
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An Ode to Making It An Ode to Making It 
One Year Without RehabOne Year Without Rehab

Blow out the candle 
Let the wax drip  
Into hot figurines 
that resemble the silhouette of  
Your grandmother 
And your grandmother’s grandmother. 
Shoot golden bullets 
That bend upon impact with the Iron Dome 
Into a cylinder  
one size too small for my finger. 
The future of fashion  
Is that of the world: 
Fast 
And I don’t want no honkey-dorey-Madeline-stealing-butter-from-the-
 cupboard 
nonsense, ya hear? 
Suck my dick raw  
I’ll pay you five hundred doll hairs, 

Tovya Goodwin
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I’ll tell you  
“you’re pretty” 
before zooming off into the black 
for even with   Uriel    walking in front 
and    Rafael    following behind,  
My feet cannot find the way.  
Mouse 
Dog 
Dust bunnies 
Cat 
Ferret 
Fish  
They are buried 
They will bear  
me my children, And my children’s children,  
Like the stars  
They will carry my lineage, 
(If light did not pollute, there’d be more) 
Do you have a light? 
I don’t smoke,  
But all my heroines do  

In the Devil’s Territory
Julia Evans

Ceramic and natural media

Only ActingOnly Acting

 It was halfway through spring semester when Levi took up in a 
cardboard box in Hewitt Hall. I showed up early on a Monday morning 
for a macro-economics lecture, and he was there. Maybe a bit disheveled, 
but at that point he was still well-kempt. He had a blanket, a pillow, a 
water canteen, and a bunsen burner (on top of which appeared to be a 
metal dog-food bowl) in there with him. It made sense that he chose 
Hewitt for his new home. Five times a week, at 8 AM, four hundred 
students streamed into the marble building through three sets of double 
doors, and the first thing they’d see when they started off their days in 
earnest was him, cooking oatmeal in a PetCo dish.  
 I didn’t know what to make of it. Then again, I gave it very 
little thought. Marxist demonstrations happened often. If you were an 
economics student, they were something you saw nearly every day. The 
problem was, you couldn’t properly call this a Marxist demonstration. 
Was it that? Was it ascetic? Something about it defied categorization. 
There he was, that first day, zen-like, monkish, watching all of us like he 
held our secrets. 
 I would not have called Levi a friend, but he had seemed normal 
before this. He was a passing face. Sometimes I’d catch him in the library 
late into the night. Studious. He and I had never talked. Just exchanged 
the odd glance. I don’t know who he talked to. But now we all wanted to 
know him. We wanted to know why.

 “It was acid,” Ellen said. “No other explanation.” Ellen studied 
English. I found her in a snowbank in the wee hours of the morning at the 
beginning of second semester. That was, somehow, not the drunkest I 
would ever see her. She had forgotten where she lived, and I, not want-
ing to leave a girl out in the snow, brought her back to my place. I made 
her tea and gave her my bed for the night. That’s how Ellen and I met. 
 We were at dinner a few days after Levi had started. To our 
surprise, he was keeping it up.
 “Acid, mushrooms, K, PCP, something. I’ve seen it one too many 
times. Kind of tragic, really.”
 “You’ve seen this before?” 
   “Oh my God, are you kidding? Do you remember Hans? Hans 
Delbruck?” 

Jacob Abrams
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 “Vaguely,” I said. “From Germany.” I remember hearing that 
name two years ago, when I was a freshman. 
 “Yeah,” she said. “International student.” She ate a spoonful of 
dirty rice. “He was sixteen, and he was this big-time physics prodigy. 
He was this tiny thing, so mousy. Well, he was so cooped up all his life, 
with his equations and with Germany and all that. So this was at Mick’s 
place, and he’s there. That’s strange enough. But the weirder part was 
that he was drunk. Nina, I mean drunk. Stumbling and falling over every 
girl he passes, attacking anyone with a cigarette, trying to put his mouth 
on everything.”
 “Hold on,” I said. Ellen could never stick to the point. The 
simplest things took forever with her. “What does Levi have to do with 
this?” 
 “Can you wait?” she said. “I’m getting there.” 
   She took a bite out of her chicken leg and washed it down with 
Coke. She sucked the barbecue sauce off her fingers. 
 “So,” she said. “If you’ll let me finish. Mick’s house is packed, 
and I mean packed. Wall-to-wall bodies. I’m shocked I didn’t get heat-
stroke. And then at around one in the morning, there’s this screaming. 
More like a squealing, really. Like a pig. And everything stops—people 
are like, not dancing anymore, and I was pretty worried. And then the 
crowd in the living room starts to part, and then Hans, in his birthday 
suit, runs through the middle of the room and out into the night like 
Moses on speed.”
 “Ellen,” I said. “Please. You are killing me.”  
 “Will you shut up? You have no sense of fun.”  
 “You don’t know that,” I said. 
 “Yes I do. Because it’s pretty amazing that you’ve never heard 
this story. So Hans, right. He was gonna get some from Liz Steinfeld. 
Can you believe that?” 
 “Liz? To be honest I can.” 
 Ellen laughed. “You’re right. But I talked to her the next day. 
They were going at it, about to fuck, when he starts speaking his mother 
tongue, rapid-fire. She gets all freaked out and tries to calm him down, 
but it’s no use. He’s gone full German. He apparently got down on his 
knees and started crossing himself, yelling at the sky, and then poof: He’s 
gone from the place.” 
 She looked back down at her plate and started eating more 
chicken. We were silent for a few moments. Then she said, “Crazy, 
right?”
 

 I tried hard to stay calm. “Ellen,” I said. “As usual you’ve given 
me absolutely nothing.”  
 She looked at me like I was stupid. “Shithead, it was Mick! He 
fed the kid some psilocybin! Not like anything he hasn’t done before.” 
She raised one eyebrow. “He did it to me once.” 
 “Wait, what? He did that?”
 “Maybe you’d know that if you ever came to a party.”  
 “Well, what happened to Hans?”  
 “No one’s sure,” she said. “The leading theory is that some 
family secrets regarding some great uncles at Nuremberg were divinely 
revealed to him, and he’s at Mount Baldy now, trying his best to atone.” 
 “And you think Levi went through the same thing.”  
 “I never saw Levi at Mick’s, but he was definitely such a 
straight-laced fucker that I bet he cracked and realized he needed some 
spirituality in his boring ass life. You Econ people are really all the same. 
It drives me crazy.”  
 I watched Ellen pick a piece of meat from her drumstick and 
inspect it. She peeled off a slab of skin and put it in her mouth. 
 “I want dessert,” she said. “They have torte tonight.” 
 “I’ll have some fruit,” I said. 
 I walked to the fruit bar and she went to get a piece of torte.

 Levi’s celebrity grew rapidly. The morning after Ellen and I had 
dinner, my macro professor addressed the matter. 
 “I’m sure you’re all quite familiar with our boy out in the hall-
way.”
 Our boy. I think that is what he became. I had grown strangely 
fond of him over the week that he spent there in that box. I did not know 
why he’d decided to do it. It was a fact that became more and more 
frustrating to me. He had started to occupy increasingly larger portions 
of my thoughts, preventing me from following every step of Ellen’s rants, 
making me lose track of lectures on the Gini index. 
 “The coefficient is the highest it's ever been in our history, and this is indic-
ative of an impending. . .”
 Always back to him. Which is why I was relieved when my 
professor decided to speak on it.
 “It must be a little, uh, strange for all of you to see him sitting 
out there every day. Last night, the department convened and spoke with 
University security. They had been trying to get him to leave for a few 
days. He staunchly refused. Funnily enough, many of the professors in the 
department were not even aware that someone was holing up in our 
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building. Most of us are preoccupied with other matters. But, upon 
hearing that we have a new tenant, many in the department think that he 
should be allowed to stay. He’s not harming anyone, he’s not even initiat-
ing conversation with anyone. If he keeps things that way, we said, he’s 
allowed to express himself in whatever way he sees fit.” 
 A boy up front raised his hand.  
 “I do think he should be allowed to stay, but why is he there?” 
 Professor sighed. “To be honest,” she shrugged her shoulders. 
“I’ve no idea. He was. . .oblique with us about that.” 
 “Maybe his roommate has a new girlfriend,” the boy said. There 
was a hushed giggle. 
 “It could be anything, truly,” she said. “But, this is what can’t 
happen, you see? He’s derailing us. More conversations like this and he’ll 
be evicted. Alright, lecture five. . .”

 Ellen and I were at breakfast late on a Saturday morning, she in 
sweatpants and a hoodie, her hair tied back in a bun. She smelled of the 
previous night’s Franzia; a wave of saccharine peachiness hit me each 
time she opened her mouth to talk.
 “I swear,” she said, mid-chew of French toast, “Ariel almost dies 
every night she’s out. P-U-S-S-Y. You could probably go shot for shot 
with her and still be on your feet.” 
 I laughed. “That one night last semester in your dorm,” I said. 
“You made me look so dumb in front of everybody. I had three and it was 
like I needed a translator.” 
 “Three’s not nothing,” she said. “And I’m sure you’ve toughened 
up since.”
 I wasn’t sure if I had. Ellen and I hadn’t hung out outside a 
dining hall for a while. Slowly and without intention, we became almost 
exclusively dining partners. The very first time I came to school I had no 
one. The days started early with a run and ended late in a pile of readings. 
There were lectures, discussions, there was protein and there was coffee, 
there were leafy greens and there were twilight hours spent looking out 
a tiny window at little groups congregating on the hill. I went home for 
winter break with little else than a GPA that could split you in two. 
And for a while I thought that was enough. That was what school was 
for, right?
 That winter, back at home, the friends I had known for years 
went up north to go skiing or went down south where it was warm, and 
I found myself with little else to do except read, sleep, and eat. My broth-
er had moved out, found a job in Chicago, and the house became still. 

Things were inert. I knew I had to make some sort of an effort to meet 
at least one person when I got back for the spring, but I was nervous 
that the groups had already been established, the boundaries had been 
defined. I was late and left wanting. And that is why I was so grateful 
when I found Ellen facedown in the snow like that. I’ve never believed in 
divine messages, but there she was, and at the opportune time.
 “Ellen,” I said. “Have you heard anything else about Levi?” 
   She held her fork in midair and squinted her eyes, searching.
 “Levi, Levi,” she muttered. “Oh! Your man in the box.”     
  “You’ve already forgotten?” 
 “Lots of tabs, lots of tabs to keep. I don’t remember hearing any-
thing, though. It’s too conceptual, almost too college, you know. Kind of 
embarrassing if you ask me.”  
 I looked down at my cereal.  
  “What is it with you and this guy though?”, she asked.  
  “I’m really not sure,” I said. “You know, he was smart, I’m sure of it. 
Ellen, what he’s doing, is it smart or is it kinda dumb?”  
 “Well, why’s he in his little box?” 
 “That’s the thing. He won’t say, no one really knows. And it 
eats at me! I see him every morning, getting a little dirtier every day. 
Everyone seems used to him by now. It’s like he’s invisible. But he sleeps 
in Hewitt! He relies on cereal donations from charitable kids. For all I 
know, he just gets up to go to the bathroom.”
 “I’m telling you,” Ellen said. “Popped a little pill, swallowed 
a little tab. You could have straight A’s and the brownest nose on this 
whole campus and it’d just take a few hours to change completely into 
someone else.”
 “Why would anyone want to be that, though?”
 “Nina,” she said. “Have you ever been bored? I mean, like, truly 
bored. So bored that you feel like you couldn’t even form a new thought? 
Like you could do anything and you’d feel like you’d done it before?”
 I didn’t know how to answer that. 
 “Um,” I said. “I’m not really sure. Have you?”
 “I’m asking you the question. Let me put it this way. Do you 
think that Levi, was he bored?” 
 “He could have been,” I said. “Do you think that’s it? He was 
just bored?” 
 “We can sit here all day and think of different reasons,” she said. 
“You see him every morning, don’t you? Just ask him.”
 “I can’t talk to that kid,” I said. “I’d look so stupid.”  
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 “Tomorrow’s Sunday,” Ellen said. “That place’ll be dead. I’m 
sure you can get some quality time with him then.” 
 Streaks of rain blurred the windows. I looked out at Hewitt 
across the quad. An anchor in the center of campus, solid, dependable. 
He would be there tomorrow. Maybe he slept in on Sundays. I’d bring 
coffee. We’d talk. I’d see him then. 

 But I did not. Levi was gone. I showed up at 11, two cups of 
coffee in cardboard cups with sugar packets and cream cartons shoved 
into my coat pockets. Where Levi should have been there was a janitor 
slowly mopping the floor. I approached him. 
 “Excuse me,” I said. “There was a person here, do you know 
where he went?” 
 He kept his head fixed on his mop.  
 “Forcibly removed,” he said. “Took to vandalism.”  
 He motioned his head toward the wall behind me. I looked. A 
large portion was shielded by white wallpaper, under which were large, 
graffitied letters that I could barely make out.  
 I turned back toward him.  
 “Do you know where he is now?”  
 “Couldn’t tell you,” he said. “The folks on nightshift found his 
work and they sent him off. You a friend of this kid?” 
 “Not exactly,” I said. 
 “Doesn’t surprise me. Seemed like he was calling attention to 
himself.” 
 I stood and looked at the now-empty spot in between the doors 
to Hewitt’s lecture hall. The floor was polished and shiny; there was 
nothing to indicate that anyone had been there. The janitor took the 
WET FLOOR sign from his cart and placed it there.

 I left Hewitt still holding the two cups of coffee. The sky was 
powder blue and cloudless. The wind was sharp and hurt at my ears. I 
found a trashcan and threw both of the cups out, and I started walking. 
 I look at my life like it is some kind of line on a graph. I can’t say 
so for sure but I think that’s why I study economics. When I was much 
younger, every bout of intense happiness, the sort that accompanied 
a birthday party, a note from a crush, an invitation to play from a new 
friend, was never simply enjoyed. All pleasure was marred by the feeling 
that its opposite was bound to take over, sooner or later.
 Things could not go so high without the reactionary low that in-
evitably follows. There was a time when I was just. It’s pathetic to think 

about it now. I must have been only fifteen. All parts of my life were in 
order, where they should have been. Friends, family, grades. I was just 
an adolescent then, but I thought that this was what life would be. I was 
happy and I assumed there would be a happy adulthood in front of me. 
Emotions were easy.
 Then: strange voicemails on my father’s phone, yelling from my 
mother that woke me at 3 AM and kept me up until it was time to go to 
school. Sleeping in classes, always too tired to see the people to which 
I had just begun to grow close. The reasons for this unhappiness were 
totally unpredictable and completely unavoidable. No reasons for opti-
mism. The swing from one extreme to another became exhausting. So, 
at that point, I made a decision. I would avoid extremes of emotion. In 
any direction. I would leave it all behind. I would resign myself to that 
strange area in the middle where nothing is either felt or unfelt. I would 
become a passive observer. 
 In that regard, I have succeeded. Complacent satisfaction has 
replaced joy. Mild disappointment has taken the place of sadness. And 
the life I have built here, centered around the small, fleeting pleasures of 
academic achievement, maintains my pulse without wracking my brain. 
 I wouldn’t say that my classmates are particularly close with 
one another. I’m not close to them. We do our work. We walk past each 
other and smile. Levi was this way. He was just another student. Just 
like me. The janitor in Hewitt, he was exactly right. It was a cry for help. 
He did want attention. That is not a bad thing, to want people to look at 
you directly. Levi changed. I wanted to see how he changed. I wanted to 
know how it was possible.

 I was in my room later that night, reading. I got a text from Ellen. 
It was a screenshot of a Facebook event. A party at Mick’s house next 
weekend. 
 “He’s gonna be there,” she wrote.  
 “Who?” 
 “Box guy.” 
 “How do you know?” 
 “Mick told me he’s gonna be like the main attraction.” Then: “He 
got kicked off campus apparently, so he’s staying at his house now.”
 I hadn’t been to a party since two Septembers ago, when I first 
got to school. They seemed like compulsory events for incoming fresh-
men, so I went. After two weeks they didn’t seem necessary anymore.  
 I couldn’t decide. It would be everything I didn’t want. But 
Ellen would be there. She’d probably be making the rounds, though. 
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I wouldn’t see her much. But it would be my only chance to see him. I 
could get answers. I wanted that more than anything.  
 I wrote back. “I’ll go.”

somewhere nice but far away
Claire Harrison

35mm film photography

 Mick lived about a mile off campus in this townhouse complex 
that the school subsidized. It was an unusually warm night, so Ellen and 
I walked. She was already drunk, chatty. She couldn’t stop saying how 
happy she was that I was getting out. 
 “It’s so funny,” she said. “It took this fucking bummy kid living 
in a box to get you to leave your room.”  
 “Mmm.”
 I was nervous. I’d make it as quick as possible. Get in, see Levi, 
ask him some questions, leave. Ellen would be too distracted by that 
point to notice. 
 We got there around 11:30. I could hear music from down the 
street, and kids were standing around in the front yard, smoking. When 
we got closer, Ellen started to skip away from me.
 “Ellen,” I said. But she was already gone. She was talking to the 
people out on the lawn, and then the ones spilling out the doorway. This 
was going to be the whole night. I wouldn’t be able to keep up with her. 
I pushed past a group of boys standing on the front stoop and went 
inside. 

 It was like all the ones she had told me about before. Wall-
to-wall bodies. The smell, God. She never fully captured that. It was 
overwhelming, vaguely bodily, vaguely alcoholic, the sum of everyone’s 
sweat and drinks. It was dark, and the music was loud. 
 It was new to me, but I took some kind of comfort in it. I had 
dressed plainly. No one was looking at me. My entrance was not any kind 
of spectacle.  
 So I started looking for him. I had to walk sideways up the short 
flight of stairs that led to the floor, my back pressed to the railing. Levi 
was going to be the main attraction, Ellen said. When I got to the top of 
the stairs, there were more bodies, even more tightly packed. I tried to 
navigate the floor, endless “Excuse me’s”.
 I started to feel stupid. If Levi was here, out on display, it was 
too dark to get a good look at him, and far too loud to try to have any 
conversation. But the room was small, and I didn’t see his box.
 At the back of the room, near a narrow hallway, there was a 
group of kids standing by a door. I made my way over. Taped to the door 
was a piece of paper that read: TEN MINUTES WITH HOMELESS 
MYSTIC. WAIT YOUR TURN. I looked down. Smoky red light was 
flooding out of the crack under the door
 A boy with a curly mustache was guarding the room. I asked 
him, “Is this where Levi is?” 
 “The Good Doctor will speak with you, yes,” he said. He raised 
one eyebrow and smiled out of the corner of his mouth. Jesus.
 “Just stand back there and wait.” He pointed to the line. There 
were two girls standing together, and a solitary boy stood behind them. 
I gave the boy at the door a weak smile and moved to the end of the line. 
The boy there looked at me. 
  “You tryna see Levi?”, he said. 
 “Yeah.” 
 “That dude’s nuts!” He reeked of vodka. “So fuckin’ cool, 
stickin’ it to the school like that. Man, just a big fuck you to all the admin-
istration. Genius, man, he’s a genius. Brave, too. I’m Theo, by the way.”  
 I just nodded a little bit. “Nina,” I said. 
 “Word,” he said. He bobbed his head up and down and then 
turned back to the door. I stood there waiting. After a moment, the door 
opened. Two boys came stumbling out. I tried to get a peek inside the 
room. It was bathed in dark red light. I craned my head to look, but the 
door closed before I could see anything. 
 As soon as the door closed, the two boys doubled over laughing. 
They started to make these ridiculous faces at one another. They couldn’t 
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ReliefRelief

When you woke up that day 
And your voice came out garbled 
It was a relief 
Wasn’t it? 
Nobody to answer to 
Nothing to do 
But sit with your own nonsense 
For company

But you didn’t know 
That everyone was listening 
And your jumbled-up words 
Roused hundreds, thousands 
Woke people up 
From their silly sleep  
Drew them in like a fire 
On the primeval night

And the rubies began spilling  
From your worn-out mouth 
And the pearls they were 
Dripping from your eyes 
And nobody noticed your  
Wretched state 
They were too busy 
Drinking up your lies

So your body began crumbling 
(Tough work to produce 
Rubies and pearls and malarkey) 
But your voice kept on going 
Despite your own will 
Kept going beyond  
Your decay

Mohini Ghoshroy

stop giving each other high fives. They were saying things to one another, 
but it was too loud in there to make them out.
  I didn’t know what to think. I didn’t think that that’s how peo-
ple would react. I didn’t think this was funny. Levi seemed dead serious 
about what he was doing. The next two girls went in. The two boys 
wouldn’t stop.
 While I was watching, I heard something. A song started to 
play. I forget the name of it or the person who sings it. But it’s fast. It 
has a lilting kind of melody. It rises up and falls back down. A woman is 
singing. I have heard it before. Ellen showed me it, that one night, in her 
dorm. The night I had those drinks. She knew every word. I sat on the 
ground, drunk, and yes, happy. She danced around like an absolute idiot. 
She tore off her clothes. I remember laughing hysterically. I remember her 
trying to pick me up off the ground while I was screaming. Beyond that 
it’s blurry. 
 I came here for Levi. But something pulls me to that crowd, to 
where she is. I keep catching fleeting glimpses of her face among all the 
people. When I do, I can see she’s smiling, singing along. I know that she 
remembers that moment in her room. But somehow I had forgotten about 
it until just now. Had locked it away somewhere.  
 I can see her brown hair in the blue light. Her head is swivel-
ing. I tell myself she’s looking around for me. For all I know, though, she 
could have forgotten that I was even here.  
 I look back at the door. I’m next in line, but I can’t wait any 
longer. I think: “What good is this?” I want to find Ellen. But the crowd 
is thick, and I’ve already lost sight of her. I look back toward the door 
again, and I walk away. The music is getting louder, more intense. Some-
one spills their drink on me, soaking my shirt.  
  “Fuck,” a voice yells. “Sorry.”  
  “That’s alright,” I yell back.  
  I’m looking, looking everywhere. I keep thinking I see her, but I 
feel like I’m being tossed around in a wave. My head can’t stay fixed on 
anything for more than a moment.  
  The song keeps getting louder. The crowd is moving in a million 
directions. I can barely stand up straight. I’m looking for her. There’s a 
hand up in the air, reaching out toward me. I think it’s Ellen’s. It looks 
like hers. But it’s too dark in here to know for sure. I grab it anyway.
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And the people they scribbled and studied 
Your words 
While your body was laid down 
To rest 
And now your name is spoken 
Far and wide  
In and out 
And you are just 
Dead.  

An Equation for An Equation for 
a Story You Will Soon Forgeta Story You Will Soon Forget

is my love one way on a two way  
running towards a dead end street  

full speed  
Velocity? 

 
make an equation up from what you remember from 9th grade physics 
 
i almost failed but ms winings sat next to me  
and repeated in my ear:  
 

you are smart you are smart you are smart  
until i almost believed it  
 
i picked a flower and called it  

daisy  
because i’m not inventive  
 
and you remind me  
of a song that reminds everyone of everyone they like 
and i’ll catch a kiss once and then create an altar  
for it to live on forever  

60  
70 
80  

miles an hour  
until we land in a tree like from when i was 8 
and still didn’t know how to ride a bike without getting hurt 
 
here’s a secret:  
i liked the feeling of being injured  
i liked the attention  

 

Maya Staples

Untitled
Rafael Gabriel

Digital media
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love to me is the most violent act  
disguised as something golden and tender  
but actually quite nasty up close  
 
you don’t know me  

and i don’t want to know you 
but we can hold still for a moment  
and waltz to a song i made for when i sit  
and watch myself in a mirror  

trying to memorize my own movements 

Underpass
Natalee Marini

Digital photography

Sheyne Meydl
Marina Goldman
Digital photography

Mensch
Marina Goldman

Digital photography
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LighthouseLighthouse

a cut in the blinds—
stilts from the sun supplanted, 
six hundred million 
miles per hour,
pervade the shower.  

I hold the wall  
and scour the beach 
for electron shells 
remembering the farther 
I walk, the farther 
I must return. 

activate turn signal
click clack click clack click clack click clack 

the ultra-sonic 
whisper of a bat, 
dogbane tiger moths weeping. 
what’s taking place 
at these impossible frequencies? 

throwing flame, 
neuron fire,
three hundred miles 
per hour still seeing, 
sun drops like waterfalls, 
the flume of Apollo running like 

emanate emanate emanate emanate emanate emanate emanate emanate

Winter LeBlanc

What Happens When It’s Quiet
Mohini Ghoshroy

Pencil on paper
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NysaNysa

                                      gather on the ground
                                                                                 and sing lullabies 
to the child of tomorrow.  
                                                                                 feed him 
             blossoms of aster 
                                                                    and honesty
                 and lotus  
                                                          and you 
       shall be 
                                       turned to star.

                                                and I will
  build you a chimney of garnet
  that glows through the night, 
                                light the pyre with zeal,
                                and the purple god    
                                shall be yours to love. 
   
   and I will 

watch your rain trickle down
his face like mica, 
crush amethyst in his hair, 
and drown a thousand rhymes 
in search of the heaviest treasure
to anchor you. 

                
                  and I will 
plant the redwood sentinel 
before the crystal cave of Nysa 
and solemnly await 
your homecoming, beams 
of violet upon red Earth
everything worth living for.   

Winter LeBlanc
Question and AnswerQuestion and Answer

Am I just a convenient pond or body  
of water that you decided to skip 
across with your stony, glittering self 
at this particular moment in your 
trajectory of your evolution ? 
I cannot deny that I love  
your fragmented beauty  
which awkwardly cascades  
down my thrilled limbs. 
I know now that just three  
spirits sporting golden halos 
sent you to tell me what I so 
badly needed to hear; 
Don’t forget to pick up  
a gallon of low fat milk 
and a loaf of bread on 
your way home tonight . 

Sara Steinberg

summer hum
Claire Harrison

35mm film photography
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Bread PoemBread Poem

and the hills 
appeared purple
and then blue
and beyond that thresh-
hold we did not know
anything more. 
so, we ran into 
a field 
of gold ochre
and returned with blonde straw 
and midnight flour. 

our jackets swelled
with straw
that had crawled
into our bodies
like caves. 
small, white feathers 
sputtered out 
of our coats
like coughing fits
as we morphed
seeking crossbeams
for the scarecrows
of our minds– 
the wheat-beings
threshed by the 
blunted sword 
of Melpomene. 

but, 
as night drew near,
we abandoned our posts
and ran toward the hills
as carnelian sun
dripped on our hats

Winter LeBlanc

Complications in RiceComplications in Rice

 I recall feeling specifically surprised that the terrain so comfort-
ably allowed for bare feet, the languid, sloping river meandering through 
hand-planted rows of basmati rice. It was the work of women―bundles 
of cut stalks carried down a mud-caked path, a change of hands, a lift-
ing above the head. Later, the sound of reeds on plastic, a pile of rice. I 
worked until I was covered in a grey dust, refusing offers of water or 
encouragement to rest. I was consumed by an incessant need to continue, 
to run until my legs turned numb, until I felt that my Americanness could, 
for the afternoon, cease to exist. In futility, I was convincing myself that, 
had everything worked out differently, perhaps I could have made a fine 
rice farmer.

EEE

 My mother has never made rice I enjoy eating, save for the 
6-ounce Near East boxes with the included flavor packets. Profiles like 
Garlic and Herb Rice Pilaf, or Authentic Spanish Rice. Special Occasion 
Rice, we might call it. My family has also never owned a rice cooker (a 
device I was most delighted to discover at my first college apartment), 
instead cooking rice on the electric stove, the result always too sticky, 
too unsalted.

Julia Evans

like egg wash 
and flour found 
our pockets 
like promise. 
so, we drove off
to bake bread 
and smile
and dance around
the oven like Earth
and beyond that thresh-
hold we did not know
anything more. 



80 81

 Before I was adopted, my parents took a Chinese cooking class, 
and every year we’ll pull out one of the recipes, painstakingly slicing sliv-
ers of canned bamboo and rehydrating packages of wood ear mushrooms 
and vermicelli. As a child, I always felt myself the center of these dinners, 
my young hands demonstrating the best way to roll a spring roll or press 
a dumpling into form. I’d take control of the seasoning, mixing soy sauce 
with ginger and scallions, as my sister chopped bok choy and my brother 
marinated the meat. While my mom sautéed the treasured ingredients 
in our seasoned wok, my dad would saunter through the kitchen, tasting 
everything. In the preparation of these meals, my family coalesced.
 Before cooking, we’d visit the local Asian market in search of the 
ingredients perpetually unfamiliar to conventional grocery stores. Each 
time I’d walk in, both hoping and fearing that the store worker might ad-
dress me in Mandarin, a familiar/unfamiliar scent would encircle me like 
something akin to memory. I’ve never been able to distinguish the smell, 
can’t recognize it as anything concrete, the way I can cardamom or tarra-
gon. Asian markets in America have always smelled of something more 
elusive: the scent of another life, perhaps. And yet, they also recall for me 
an aspect of suburbia, of the rice vinegar and hoisin sauce always slightly 
out of place in a fridge otherwise full of cold cuts and orange juice.

EEE

 I grew up celebrating certain Chinese holidays―floating candles 
across a local pond for the Autumn Moon, receiving coin-filled red enve-
lopes on the Lunar New Year. In my early years: a dozen rosy-cheeked 
toddlers tumbling through Chinese restaurants, tearing our traditional 
silk dresses and spilling chocolate milk into sticky puddles that our par-
ents rushed to clean up. Unburdened with the formalities of traditional 
custom, we celebrated the way a third generation family might. I came 
to expect mooncakes in October, and learned to connect January’s new 
moon with lanterns and firecrackers, but many of the nuances of culture 
and ritual were lost to me. For years, I thought that the yellow ribbon my 
mom tied into my pigtails, curled so magically on a scissors edge, itself 
marked the passing of time. It was an endearing, child’s belief, though 
with perhaps a grain of truth, as the absence of these bows came to 
mark the end of the semi-annual gatherings. We, the Chinese daughters, 
outgrew hair bows and hongbao, eventually discovering that we had little 
in common save for a fragmented past. The zodiac calendar circled once, 
almost twice. The year of the tiger, the rabbit, the rat, again and again.
 

 Early in my teenage years I developed a distaste for everything 
Chinese, becoming moody and hating the assumption that my shyness, 
my tendency to disguise longing as apathy, was somehow of Chinese 
obedience. Always mild-mannered, I found that in adolescence there 
was a speed at which social ease occurred, my clumsy words revealing 
the bilingual tongue I lacked. I felt that, when my friends exchanged 
stories of boys and alcohol, to assert myself would be too obvious, too 
much an attempt to distance myself from what I was: Asian. And yet, 
to listen quietly, rolling menthol cigarettes to occupy my restless hands, 
was expectedly reserved, and therefore, cowardly. I chose to occupy the 
space of smoke, a sixteen-year-old edge derived from the comfort of an 
excuse to retreat into quietness.
 It followed me for years―the girlhood action of putting myself 
into context―into dimly-lit back porches in January, stepping outside 
to look at the moon, the sting of smoke still burning my throat, the chill 
of winter catching my breath. Hidden were the memories of January in 
Red, everything coated in the dull haze of a happiness forgotten.

EEE

 We’ve rounded the corner now; it seems likely that I will contin-
ue to spend every harvest moon with a red bean paste cake in my hand, 
every Xin Nian eating eggplant in garlic sauce and sweeping dirt out the 
front door. But beyond holidays wrapped up in bows, there are certain 
mundanities I struggle to write about. Dropping a handkerchief in the 
street, finding it a month later coated in road salt and soil, wearing it to 
a party because it’s red. Being exempt from a hot pot lesson on mixing 
sauce, smug as my white friends are instructed on which ingredients are 
complementary and which are not. An Asian child on the bus asking me 
if I believe in God. There’s no connection between these events, only a 
pattern in the things that I am willing to observe and assign meaning to, 
like pulling strings from a carpet to fabricate a makeshift identity.
 China, in all its immensity, has always been a sort of abstraction 
to me, a narrative of coming home. There’s no calculated logic in feeling 
guilty about my dislike of white rice, only a sentimental understanding 
that white rice is what I ate before I was born, what I knew before the 
first breath I ever took.
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 It was a funny story you see because George fell in love with 
Connie, but Connie had recently broken up with her first serious boy-
friend and wasn’t ready to commit to George. It could have worked out 
if they didn’t start sleeping together so soon and if George didn’t have to 
move back to Muskoka. Connie and George never ended up together; 
Connie lives in Wichita now and keeps a rosary hung over her rearview 
mirror.
 If you didn’t think that story was funny then maybe you’ll think 
this is comical. Before George left for Muskoka he slept with Constance 
because she had short brown hair like Connie’s. In bed, he could get 
away with calling her Connie because for her it was a cute nickname. 
Constance ended up falling in love with George and would press flowers 
for him and leave them around his room with notes attached. Constance 
asked George to be her boyfriend on a morning where the sun peaked 
through the blinds and kissed George’s tan skin; to no surprise of the 
reader, he said no. She asked why they couldn’t be together and that they 
should at least try but George didn’t want to try with her. George told 
Constance he was leaving and that there was no point in starting some-
thing. George continued to sleep with Constance until he left for the 
airport on June 30th and didn’t tell Constance when his flight was, so 
she couldn’t say goodbye to him. Constance went home that night and 
opened a lockbox that had uncashed scratchies and an envelope with 
$1560.30 in it and booked a flight to Muskoka for early September which 
was enough time for her to find a job. Constance called up George one 
day and said she got a job offer in Muskoka, and asked if he could pick 
her up from the airport. George took her home to his place, and she made 
love to him while he called for Connie.
 I’m starting to feel bad for Constance so let’s turn the tables for 
her. Constance starts to realize that George is not going to fall in love 
with her, but she doesn’t know why and thinks it’s because she looks 
boring, so she perms her boring straight hair but this only makes things 
worse for her because now she really doesn’t look like Connie. Con-
stance finds solace for her loneliness at the pub that has a very mediocre 
barkeep who only works on weeknights because he doesn’t pour pints 

A short love story that takes place A short love story that takes place 
somewhere in Muskoka Canadasomewhere in Muskoka Canada

Juliet Cruz

quick enough for a weekend crowd. Constance tries to be romantic 
and writes her number down on a coaster and places the barkeep’s tip 
underneath it. The barkeep then calls Constance telling her its Basil from 
the bar, and she wonders if his parents were fans of Oscar Wilde. Basil 
and Constance then begin a three-month love affair in which Basil falls 
in love with Constance and asks her to run away with him to Alsace, 
because he thinks she belongs in a place as beautiful as her. She tries 
hard to love him because he thinks she is a Greek statue amongst ruins, 
but she doesn’t like the shape of his lips and the way they don’t fit with 
hers. Constance takes a pregnancy test and realizes she is pregnant. She 
doesn’t want it to be Basil’s baby, and so she calls up George who tells 
her to get rid of it and gives her an envelope filled with cash the next day, 
so she can. Constance takes the money and buys a plane ticket to go back 
home, which the author has now decided is Pasadena. Constance tells 
Basil her mother is sick and that she has to move back home to take care 
of her. Basil believes her and helps her with her bags of which she had 
four. Basil takes her to the airport and Constance cries in his arms about 
how much she loves him and just wants to be with him, and how she 
wishes she didn’t have to leave. Basil kisses her goodbye unaware of her 
pregnancy and that he is not the intended recipient of her words.
 Constance returns home and two weeks later finds a red clump 
in the toilet bowl. The doctor tells her it was probably due to trauma. 
The author and Constance start to realize that happy endings are a some-
what difficult goal to achieve when the race you’re running is filled with 
hurdles of reality. Constance starts a new job and finds a coffee order that 
she likes and that becomes her small pleasure each morning. One day 
her phone rings, and she answers it; it’s George who tells her he found 
a pressed flower in between the pages of his book, The Picture of Dorian 
Gray. Constance smiles behind a corded phone, the moment has finally 
come where she is unimpressed by the sound of his voice.
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Floyd’s Koi, Koi City
Rio Calais

Oil on canvas

Taking a moral inventory Taking a moral inventory 
on the last 14 months on the last 14 months 

1) 
I thought Superman was six foot two 
and had short brown bangs, brown eyes with speckles of green, 
The thinnest figure that carried me with no effort 
Superman was Jimi Hendrix reincarnate and spell bounded me with his
 expertly positioned fingers. 

Superman was the first snow of the winter 
and the Dunkin’ Donuts drive-thru in his hometown, 
Frost rushing through the rolled down window 
and Bass Pro Shops the day before Christmas.

Superman was Lake Archer in the summer warmth 
Sips of iced tea on the dock and floaties shaped like tires connected by  
 held hands, 
Paddle boat expeditions to the lake’s shallow center 
And throwing a tennis ball back and forth standing on the slippery 
 submerged rocks.

2) 
Superman and I preferred the version of Hallelujah by Rufus Wainwright  
The Man Who Sold the World by Nirvana, 
and House of the Rising Sun by The Animals 
Did you know that I Will Always Love You was originally by Dolly 
 Parton?

Superman was Gorgeous by Kanye West 
Ghost Town by Kanye West, 
Blood on the Leaves by Kanye West 
and Ultralight Beam by Kanye West.

Zelda Stewart
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Superman was Land Locked Blues by Bright Eyes  
Space Song by Beach House, 
If Before I Wake by The Districts 
And It’s Too Late by Carole King.

3) 
Superman held my hand when we jumped off the bridge in Martha’s 
Vineyard (the one from Jaws) after coaxing me up from the sidewalk to 
the first tier, leaning over the top to standing on the edge. As I screamed 
and we plummeted to the ocean water, twenty feet away from which I 
stared in terror we were in the air for much longer than he told me we’d 
be. Like a nurse saying it will only be a pinch.

The top three scariest moments of my life: 
1. Having a rebound anaphylactic reaction in the ER alone 
2,000 miles from home 
2. Being trapped in a train car as it filled up with brown smoke 
3. Jumping off the fucking Jaws bridge

Too late to admit I was afraid of sharks, I was alone a thousand miles down 
then when I came to the surface I couldn’t see past the salt and I coughed 
 for air, 
Superman got scared and swam to me grabbing me 
You took me places I’d never imagined, Superman.

4) 
I thought Superman needed me and that it was a good thing 
Because I was his Lois Lane, 
Superman needed me like a Juul rip, a warm distraction from a lonely night 
But I was an addict too, hooked on his passion.

Superman was the sharp claws 
of his puppies that hurt me when they tried to love me, 
Superman drank every day for a week after his twenty first birthday 
and stopped feeling bad when he made me cry, numbed by the countless 
 times.

Superman was my twentieth year of life 
Meant to only exist in that singular year, 
Expiring in the brief twenty days between our birthdays 
Twelve days after mine and eight days before his.

5) 
Superman said I love you every day for 254 days 
And every now and then afterward,  
When my emotions got the best of me and we found ourselves intertwined 
This is the last time, that was the last time. 
 
Superman was Merry Christmas I love you 
Happy New Years I love you 
Happy Valentine’s Day baby I love you 
Happy birthday baby I love you 
You are looking so unbelievably beautiful 
I love you so much you have such an amazing soul 
Superman wasn’t mine to fix. 
So what was he mine for?
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i dream of sunshine
Claire Harrison

35mm film photography

Oh. 
How good it feels to breathe. 
To breathe out, to breathe in. 
How good it feels to press your head into the ground and stretch your 
legs up and stretch your toes, too. 
And then to fall, over and over again. To make bruises to press your   
fingers into later and feel the secret ache that only you feel. That  
only you carry. 
How good it is to take a too-big bite of wasabi, to feel the tears roll 
down your face, the sharp pinching sensation in your nose, to 
watch your friends laugh and laugh and to laugh with them. 
To stand at the top of a mountain with aching legs and cold ears and 
watch the sun rise, to jump and be submerged in the freezing 
cold water of the Puget Sound in November, to recognize and 
embrace the deep dull pain of heartache, of homesick, of sadness, 
tragedy, ecstasy, love. 
And oh. 
How good it is to feel these things, that only you feel. 
That only you carry. 
How good this life has made me feel 
And how lucky I am, to feel it with you. 

Emma Greenlee

Moments from a 2Moments from a 200  year old’s life year old’s life 
that made her feelthat made her feel
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S.X. WongS.X. Wong
is all out of sleep and has no patience for her own verbosity. Therefore, 
she will opt for brevity; though, be forewarned, this decision will do 
nothing to her tendency towards sentimentality. Among the people she 
holds high in her esteem are teachers, truth-tellers, and literary journal 
editors. S.X. will hold her three years of being part of  Jabberwocky in her 
heart so, so fondly.

Emily BevacquaEmily Bevacqua
is Jabberwocky’s biggest fan. She is the mastermind behind many of our 
instagram’s quality memes (give us a follow @umassjabberwocky) as 
well as the woman behind all the emails. When she isn’t trying to spread 
the love, Emily continues her meme obsession by sending memes all day, 
every day. She also can be seen frolicking through the field across from 
CHC, frantically eating ice cream as it drips all over her at Flayvors, or 
hiding from life’s responsibilities in the Writing Center.

Vanan PhanVanan Phan
is a UMass junior with a certification in daydreaming and walking 
into walls. After being forced to read some of the most snooze-worthy 
academic literature, she re-discovered her love for reading any book that 
isn’t mandatory. She believes that it is within the pages of books that 
people are truly able to connect and grow with one another.

Executive StaffExecutive Staff

Lily McGlynnLily McGlynn
is an anti-capitalist reader, writer, and former horse girl. When she is not 
doting over her cat, she can be found cackling over political theory me-
mes and Mariah Carey compilations with her roommates. She dreams of 
unplugged landlines, tiny houses in the woods, and artful ways to destroy 
her copy of Infinite Jest. She prefers email.

Meghan ClarkMeghan Clark
is a writer of short stories who knows very little about her own inten-
tions. She can be found reading Brautigan next to any dusty, old window 
in any poorly-heated building, fingernails turning blue.

Erin AlzapiediErin Alzapiedi
is a UMass senior clad in fishnets and ripped jeans with band tees and 
queen memes. In recent years, Erin has become an expert at loving her 
plants to their literal deaths. When she isn’t scribbling nonsense on 
paper, she can be found running around in the dark, snapping photos of 
musicians who can play instruments infinitely better than she can. She 
is grateful for a marvelous three years on the Jabberwocky staff and as she 
ventures out into the world, she hopes she is lucky enough to meet more 
creative individuals to help keep life unusual.

Head StaffHead Staff
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