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abberwocky
’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
      Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:
All mimsy were the borogoves,
      And the mome raths outgrabe.

“Beware the Jabberwock, my son!
      The jaws that bite, the claws that catch!
Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun
      The frumious Bandersnatch!”

He took his vorpal sword in hand;
      Long time the manxome foe he sought—
So rested he by the Tumtum tree
      And stood awhile in thought.

And, as in uffish thought he stood,
      The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame,
Came whiffling through the tulgey wood,
      And burbled as it came!

One, two! One, two! And through and through
      The vorpal blade went snicker-snack!
He left it dead, and with its head
      He went galumphing back.

“And hast thou slain the Jabberwock?
      Come to my arms, my beamish boy!
O frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!”
      He chortled in his joy.

’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
      Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:
All mimsy were the borogoves,
      And the mome raths outgrabe.
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Artist Statement for Cover Artwork by A. T. Halaby

These pieces are a part of a series, "Lines That Look Like This". I spend a 
lot of my time trying to focus my anxiety and panic disorder into cre-
ation. For materials, I use a ruler, 25% cotton paper, and various pens and 
markers with different points.



Poem #27
Natalie Roll

1

Pressure

 Long lines, lies & longings of Love,    inching

Between  each other  to make
     An ascension
      To a rosy
       Truth.
     Thorn  in  hand.



Flowing in and out

James Davis

2

James Davis

Oh

Digitally Manipulated Photograph

Digitally Manipulated Photograph



Sxm Wxng

3

Audiopathy
You get to the back before you can breathe, which is goddamn 
impressive considering the span of this building. Micah’s right next 
to you, stride for stride, something you know without looking be-
cause you know by hearing. Her steps sound just as quick as yours 
and she keeps chanting something over and over again that’s just 
hopeful enough to be a lie. (She makes a most fretful metronome in 
disaster).

It never took you this long to get to the band room in middle 
school, though you were still late for rehearsals, but good thing Mi-
cah was always there early to save you a spot in the back before she 
took her seat in the front row. Micah didn’t have perfect pitch like 
you but she did have a mom who could drive her across town for 
flute lessons. Micah didn’t get scared pissless at the sudden thun-
der of timpani during her first recital. She never had to stare at her 
grimy kitchen floor listening to ma sigh sharply from her nostrils as 
the disgruntled Medicaid consultant went on and on about sensi-
tivities and syndromes and disorders. And when ma was working 
back-to-back shifts Micah’s mom always sent you home with a pack 
of cold lunchmeat, a box of clementines, things you usually got 
for birthday dinner. You always thanked her with something be-
tween a mumble and a whimper, then winced as her teeth clashed 
and mouth mashed as she said at a pleasantly perfunctory decibel: 
you’re welcome.

It’s not like school was ever an Eden but today this place is an abso-
lute horrorhouse. The Red Cross has patched it up better compared 
to the shitstorm outside, where black roads have cracked open 
as if hell was hungry and buildings have crumbled like stacks of 
saltines, but in these hallways everything reverberates with grating 
potency. Perhaps the reason why your lungs have taken a backseat 
is because your ears are demanding more, more than your body 
can give, more than is humanly possible—there is nothing unheard 
and everything unmistakable, your livewire mind ready for the final 
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crash—

—then it all comes to silence when you reach the auditorium.
You are now beyond sound, beyond breath. Strange, they all look 
like long white loaves of bread, or shiny plastic snowbanks arranged 
in rows.

And to think there are bodies in there.

And to think ma is in one of those glossy cocoons, thrown into 
premature pupation by a rod of rebar through the ribs.

You find this out after screaming questions at relief workers, read-
ing an abundance of toe tags, and going al-pha-betically through 
the missing persons’ list. All the while Micah’s by your side, squeez-
ing your hand, making phone calls until she finally gets a hold 
of her family. (They were playing golf when this happened. Who 
knows, someone might have gotten hurt from a toppled birdbath 
or designer poplar.) She lets go of your hand once someone finally 
picks up. That someone is saying something that’s making her start 
to sob, and you find yourself engulfed in sense again—everything 
bursts raucous and cacophonous all at once. There is sound again, 
hopelessly, relentlessly, infuriatingly.

Next to you Micah gasping over her cell sounds like she’s hollering 
at you through a megaphone. She’s crying, too, but with a different 
species of tears, with a cry that drives something in you to tear her 
throat out. In that moment you hate her more than almost any-
thing, but most of all you hate how sharply you’re taking this in, 
how your senses have agreed without your consent to devote this 
so indelibly to your memory. Oh my god, she keeps saying. Oh my 
god, oh my god, the person on the other end echoes. And then—
fuck, it’s so clear—it’s enough to make you want to die—

—her sister called with good news. You could tell by the sound of 
her voice.               
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Roses Blooming in 
Athenry
Peter Duffy

I pour my grandfather a whiskey
That old family perfume
And on my cheek where you kissed me
Roses start to bloom

Black Bouquet
Lianna Churchill
Polaroid Instant Photograph
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Artist Statement by 
Lianna Churchill

Polaroid photography highlights 
the natural imperfections of film 
and life. And contrary to 
Outkast, don't shake them.

Mt. Greylock

Tire Dragon

End of Childhood
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Reminiscing

Lonely

Hazy Goodbyes
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In the mirror I see myself warp: a tern

Far from the sea; I see my skin breed quills and my mouth elongate; 
like the seasons, I turn.

My eyes wither and shrink into small black pools.

My legs sprout scales, my talons dig deep into the floorboards; my 
knees unlock with a turn.

Each movement is a spasm, my neck bending each way once, twice, 
again.

My great wings churn heavy water in perfume bottles—my new 
stomach turns.

My thoughts turn to blue, to sea surface creatures, to building a 
home.

I am lustful for company. I am afraid as I turn—myself, a mirror; 
again and again, I turn.

A Refraction of Feathers
Cressida Richards
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Washing my hair, cupping my hands, collecting us, our dust.
You call my name, wake my neighbors, follow, follow.
I’m disappeared, I’m a ghost, a blank idea.
High above you, clouds watch over me.
Your begging won’t bring me back.
I remember breakfast, two eggs.
Numbering the steps between.
What went wrong?
I did.
Gone.

My New Home in the 
Clouds
Mira Kennedy

Brynn Stevens
And We Capture The Light Still

Digital Photograph
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Coward in a blue shirt
Buttoned up past your neck to close off your mouth.
Clothes off
Your mouth
You weren’t even that good with that mouth
Some vanilla cake based fucking
Knocked up
Side the head
Finally have some sense now
I’m tired of your eyebrows
And her eyebrows
Shower nightly
I’ve been washing away the five stages of grief
Called up a new therapist so I could talk about you again
God Bless a co-pay
Words are different in my lungs when I see you
It must be a nicotine thing
Petty as hell
Make sure you watch my snap stories
Tryna peep what you’re doing in that little circle
I won’t watch yours
Yeah I may be short-sighted and nosey
But you’re still deaf to me in more ways than one.
Dear Universe,
I can’t believe I let him fuck me raw.
Incredible stories there...
Can’t wait to bury them deep in Durfee under our spot

V-D
Adara North
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It was a recommendation from a friend, a joke made in passing. 
He was a professor, a frequent customer, and an old friend of Del’s 
who still used her full name every time he saw her. He was the only 
person who she didn’t mind referring to her as “Delia” now that her 
mother had passed. 
 “Get it?” He inched himself further over the counter, 
leaning in like someone with a secret to share. “Because Del’s pie 
sounds like ‘Delphi?’ At least that’s how Americans say it. Funny, in 
ancient Greek, it would’ve really been pronounced Del-Pie! Any-
way. That’d be so clever. The Oracle of Del’s Pie!” He chuckled to 
himself while she boxed up his coconut cream. She thought idly 
about the idea while she tied red curling ribbon around the box. 
She was only half aware when she poked his stomach and told him 
that maybe it’d be better for his health if he started coming in just 
once or twice a month instead of visiting every Friday. He winked 
and put an extra bill in her tip jar.
 
Del held interviews the next day since she didn’t work Sundays any-
ways. She contacted every clairvoyant, medium, and fortune-teller 
within a twenty-mile radius. Of course, there were only five of 
them, so it wasn’t too difficult to visit them all.
 Regina of Trina’s Tarot Readings on Belcher street said she 
could only read palms and cards, and that anyone who claimed to 
be an oracle was a phony. Before Del left, Regina grasped her palms 
and told her that her lifeline was pretty okay but that her marriage 
and children lines were almost nonexistent, so she could expect to 
live alone forever. Del crossed her off the list.
 Sage was middle-aged but said she had begun communing 
with the spirits in her father’s basement when she was only eleven 
years old. Sage wasn’t her given name, but she had it legally changed 
when she was nineteen. It was, the spirits told her, her destiny to be 
the pathmaker for others’ lives. She sat in silence, staring at her for 
a period of eight straight minutes before telling Del that the ghost 
floating around her shoulders suggested she turn to baking muffins 

The Oracle of Del's Pies
Jake Phillips
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instead of pies. Del put two slashes through Sage’s name on her list.
 Magdalene, who really preferred to be called Maggie, was 
the third name on the list. When Del walked into The Eyes Have 
It, she found the psychic sitting on a cushion, her pointer finger 
against her lips to silence Del before she had said a word.
 “Greetings, Del. I knew you were coming.”
 “Oh,” Del smiled, “That makes things easier. Do you see the 
future?”
 “No, darling. Regina called me.” Maggie had a flat nose and 
a nasally tone when she spoke. She scratched her upper lip and said, 
“But I do know this: your favorite pie is your grandmother’s lemon 
meringue recipe. But the easiest one to make is the peanut butter 
pie.” Maggie craned herself forward, leaning in like someone with a 
secret to share. “I know it’s not as homemade as you say it is, girlie.”
 Del felt an itch in her throat. “I want you to work for me. I’ll 
pay your first week up front. If it goes well and you bring in enough 
customers, I’ll keep you on.”
 “Why would I want to—“
 “You’ll get free pie as well.”
 Maggie smiled at the interruption. “Seems you have a bit of 
psychic in yourself, girlie. Fine. I’ll work with you. But don’t expect 
me to tell your customers anything but the truth.”
 Del cleared her throat but the itch remained. Perhaps it was 
time to change her peanut butter pie recipe.
 
Del hung the banner she had stayed up late making. Come meet the 
Oracle of Del’s Pies! it said. She sectioned off the back corner of the 
restaurant, covering it in pillows and cushions for Maggie. Every 
customer coming in would have to see her and walk past her to get 
in line.
 The first customer of the day walked in, saw the psychic, 
and left without a word. Del cleared her throat. “Maggie, don’t be 
afraid to be a bit more aggressive.” She gestured at the door.
 Maggie remained silent but nodded.
 The next customer also turned around upon seeing Mag-
gie, but just before leaving the door, Maggie called out to them. 
“Sharon, why do you leave?” Her words felt heavy, like pressure at 
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the bottom of a lake, in Del’s ears. The customer had frozen, hand 
stretched halfway towards the door handle. “Come back inside, 
girlie. Maggie knows you want chocolate mousse pie.”
 Wordlessly, the customer pivoted toward the counter. She 
ordered two mousse pies, one for her husband’s birthday and the 
other to freeze for a later time.
 Maggie, it seemed, had an uncanny knack for knowing 
exactly what kind of pie people wanted to order. Jolene wanted co-
conut cream. Ted wanted cherry pie. When a woman named Missy 
wanted a special desert for her son’s bar mitzvah, Maggie knew 
exactly what the woman wanted written on the pie. 
 At the end of the day, the professor visited again. “You were 
just here, you old goose.” Del gave him a sideways smirk, focused 
on cleaning a pie plate when he walked through the door.
 “Yes.” Maggie said. “Those coconut cream pies will get to 
you, you silly man. Maybe it’d be better for your health if you start-
ed coming in just once or twice a month instead of visiting every 
week, no?”
 The professor leaned in towards Maggie like someone with 
a secret to share. “Perhaps you’re right. I don’t believe we’ve met 
before.”
 Del cleared her throat. “I found a psychic, like you said. Her 
name is Maggie. She can tell people what type of pie they want.”
 The professor shrugged. “Seems like a waste. Don’t people 
already know what they want to order? If you want to attract real 
business, move beyond the gimmick. Give them more.”
 “Yes.” Maggie’s tinny response seemed to drip from her 
nose. “I can give them more.”
 Del cleared her throat. She was beginning to think she was 
allergic to one of her ingredients.

Maggie was waiting outside the door when Del arrived to open 
shop. She prepared for the day while the psychic sat silently. Del 
noticed Maggie had perched herself on a pile of two cushions today.
 The first woman who walked in said she was a friend of Sha-
ron’s. She had heard about Maggie’s pie-reading abilities and wanted 
to see for herself. Maggie told her that she wanted peanut butter pie 
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but should probably reconsider. The led
woman bought the pie anyway, and as she was paying at the regis-
ter, Maggie called out, “I’m sorry you’ve been so lonely lately. But I 
can tell you this, girlie: if you wear turquoise, you’re sure to meet a 
man soon.” The woman blushed and yanked her change from Del’s 
hand before scurrying out of the store. 
 Del cleared her throat and looked at her Oracle.
 Maggie told the next man—a blueberry pie lover named 
Jonathan—that his estranged uncle had prostate cancer and was 
hoping to hear from him. He left the store trembling and tight-
jawed. Later, she told Mandy, who liked lemon merengue, that her 
car wasn’t missing—her neighbor had stolen it. The woman barely 
remembered to grab her pie as she rushed out of the door.
 The flow of customers was more constant today. Awareness 
of the Oracle had clearly begun to spread. Many of the new cus-
tomers mentioned that they had been referred by customers from 
the previous day. Despite having little time to make more pies and 
do prep work, Del was satisfied with how the day had turned out. 
She knew she’d need help, though, if she was to keep up with the 
increase in business. She called her cousin who she knew was just 
puttering around her house and would have the free time to help 
for a few days, at least.
 Margo, who liked to be called Maggie, showed up prompt-
ly to be trained on the register. Maggie, the Oracle, met her as she 
was leaving Del’s pie shop. The Oracle shook the cousin’s hand and 
leaned in towards her like she was sharing a secret. Del cleared her 
throat as she watched, feeling a twinge of jealousy ball up in her 
stomach. Maggie the Oracle still hadn’t offered her a piece of advice 
for her own future yet. 
 When they were done with their introductions, Maggie the 
Oracle turned to Del. “Since we can’t have two Maggie’s running 
about your store, girlie, you may refer to me as The Oracle now. To-
morrow, if we are to continue this work, I require a large cauldron 
and a slab of stone.” 

 Del showed up to work the next day, still exhausted from 
driving around to find a cauldron and a slab of stone after the work 
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day was over, to see a small line waiting outside the shop. Luckily, 
she had stayed late to make extra pies last night, but she’d have to 
work extra hard today if she wanted to keep up with the demand.
 The Oracle seemed to slip in the door behind Del without 
a word. She waited by the window, foot tapping, while Del and her 
cousin carried the cauldron and the rock inside. When both had 
been placed near the Oracle’s cushions, the psychic slowly walked 
over, picked up the stone unassisted, and placed it on top of the 
cauldron. Del unlocked the front door to let the customers in. 
When she turned around to walk toward the kitchen, the cauldron 
and slab rested in the center of a large metal tripod. Atop the slab 
sat the Oracle.
 The customers—some the same from yesterday—marveled 
at the three-legged throne, each learning a single secret from the 
Oracle as they bought pies. Maggie was slow on the register, but 
people were so enthralled by the Oracle that the long lines didn’t 
matter. By the end of the day, Del had made more than she had in 
any other day since she had opened shop. 
 The professor stopped by to check on Del. The Oracle of 
Del’s Pie eyed him curiously from atop her tripod as the professor 
sung praises to Del for the historical accuracy of the Oracle’s new 
seat. While he talked, Maggie watched him intensely. He came to 
the counter and bought a pecan pie. It was the first time he’d bought 
anything other than coconut cream. When Maggie rang him up, 
she leaned in towards him as if she had a secret to share. Del drank 
a bottle of water to get rid of the burning itch in her throat.
 After the Oracle left, Del noticed a small tree branch layisng 
on the stone slab where she sat. She thought about throwing it away 
but decided against it.

Halfway through the next day, Del came out of the kitchen to check 
the ever-growing line of customers. The Oracle turned to her and 
simply said, “I’m growing bored, girlie.”
 “Be that as it may, dear Oracle,” Del paused to clear her 
throat, “We had an agreement. We still have three more days to-
gether after this. You are doing a great job—look at this line!”
 The Oracle leaned in. “I do not need to be told I’m doing a 
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good job, girlie. Be wary of yourself.”

When the line of customers was let in the next day, the Oracle 
raised her arms to address them all. “Patrons of the pie shop.” The 
murmuring crowd immediately silenced themselves. “I know you 
seek answers. The truths provided to me by the gods are great and 
many. I seek payment.” She reached into her jacket and pulled out 
a large knife, wide at the hilt and tapering towards a point, made of 
steel and intricate silver designs. The Oracle gestured towards the 
pies. 
 The crowd of people realigned themselves to change their 
direction. Instead of speaking to the Oracle before purchasing a pie, 
the flow of customers now went through the register at the front of 
the store before snaking towards the Oracle in the back. Some cus-
tomers bought a pie to keep for themselves, and some only bought 
a pie for sacrifice, but everyone took their turns kneeling in front of 
the psychic.
Each time, she would raise her blade high above her head before 
plunging it into the center of the dessert held upwards by a custom-
er. She promised wealth and fertility, warned of death and disease, 
suggested future actions. Customers left the stores with bits of 
crumbs, fruit, and cream strewn among their hair.
 Del wasn’t sure she liked watching her pies get murdered, 
but she had nearly doubled her sales by the day’s end. 
 When the shop had been closed to customers and only the 
professor remained, he and Maggie each purchased a pie and knelt 
before the Oracle. She smiled, and for a moment, Del thought she 
saw her eyes glow for just a moment. She cleared her throat a few 
times as the pies were pierced and the Oracle leaned towards her 
friends and said, “You two will help me rise.”

At the end of the fifth day, the Oracle turned to Del once again and 
said, “I grow bored again, girlie.”
 Del shivered. “I apologize. Please, do not let our deal chain 
you here any longer. You are free to leave at any time.” She knew 
she’d lose customers if the Oracle left, but the pit in Del’s stomach 
had grown and her throat was on fire.
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 “Pythia,” Maggie said from the register, “You can’t leave.”
 Del turned toward her cousin. “What did you just call—”
 “I am not going anywhere, girlie.” The Oracle raised her 
hand in oath.
 “I called her Oracle.” Maggie returned to the task of clean-
ing the front counter.

When they opened the next day, the Oracle leaned toward her 
audience as if she had a secret to share and raised her arms. “My 
citizens. Offer me your wealth and I will give you my sight.” She 
turned away the first few customers who offered her pies until, 
finally, someone walked into the store with a goat.
 “Sir,” Del said, “There are no pets allowed here.”
 The man ignored her and walked straight toward the Ora-
cle. Silently, the prophetess raised the knife in the air.
 Del cleared her throat. “Wait—”

 The knife came down swiftly, spraying the room and the 
customer in blood. Del wanted to speak but her throat was aflame 
and she couldn’t open her mouth. The Oracle spoke only a riddle 
that made no sense to Del but that the customer received grateful-
ly, sobbing on his knees.
 Del sat in the corner while the day proceeded, holding 
herself and chewing on ice. Four more goats were killed. One man 
burned the only remining photo of his late sister. A little girl no 
older than nine watched as her favorite doll was decapitated.
 The only people who bought pies were those few mistaken 
individuals in the beginning of the day. When the customers had 
all gone away, Del was finally able to speak again. Fuming, she 
approached the tripod.
 “Tomorrow, you sell pies. There will not be a repeat of 
today. Then, we’re done here.”
 The Oracle smiled. “It seems as if the gods are listening, 
girlie. Tomorrow, all of your pies will be sold. Then you’ll never see 
me again. It is the will of the gods.”
 
The professor was the first customer in the next day. He went 
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immediately to the counter and winked at Maggie. “I’d like to buy 
every pie in the store. Even the ones baking in the oven.”
 Del careened out of the kitchen. “You can’t! That’s—that’s 
too much!” The professor had already written a check, however. He 
handed it to her, her eyes widening as she read the amount prom-
ised to her. She immediately set to work boxing up the pies and 
placing them onto a pallet she retrieved from out back.
 Del went to the bank while the rituals of the day continued. 
Upon her return, Del avoided the pools of blood on the floor but 
said nothing as she counted her money. She ignored the singer who 
offered up her own voice, the child who held up the remainder of 
his younger brother’s diabetic supplies, the mother who raised her 
newborn high above her head.
 As Del closed the shop for the day, the professor slowly 
pushed the crate toward the tripod. When he finished, the Oracle 
leaned toward him as if she had a secret to share. Maggie giggled 
across the room.
 “Well,” Del croaked, her voice straining against the pain in 
her throat, “That’s that then.” She went to the window and removed 
the banner that read Come meet the Oracle of Del’s Pies!  “You’ve 
received your payment and then some. No, I think it’s time—”
 Del was interrupted as hands grabbed either of her wrists. 
She looked to her left and saw Maggie. The professor smiled at her 
on her right side. They slowly walked Del toward the Oracle and 
forced her to kneel. 
 Del struggled against her friends and tried to speak. All that 
came out of her was a fiery groan. 
 “What’s that?” The Oracle gazed down upon her. “You have 
payment, then?”
 Del frantically tried to gesture toward her pocket. The Or-
acle’s eyes glowed as hundred dollar bills floated out of Del’s pants 
and hung suspended in the air for a moment. The Oracle smile 
twisted as each bill burst into flame. Their ashes fell on Del’s lap.
 “Thank you for your patronage, girlie. I will tell you your 
future.”
 The Oracle leaned in to tell Del a secret and placed the knife 
against her smoldering throat.
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Brynn Stevens

le jeudi
Everybody knew the world was going to end on Thursday. It had 
been foretold; experts reread the Aztec calendar, and the Chinese, 
and the Gregorian, the advent and the baseball season, and agreed 
that while all previous doomsday predictions had been false, this 
Thursday was “eye-tee IT”, really, truly, it. The end of the world.

Every palm reader read D-E-A-T-H pinky to thumb on every 
panicked sucker hoping for good news. The Catholics bragged that 
their book had called it. The pagans saw it in a spirit dream, the 
Wiccans on the wind, and the peace children of the 60s in a simul-
taneous worldwide acid flashback. Everybody transitioned through 
all five stages of grief and twelve steps of recovery.

It would be a flood. One of the silken screens between infinite 
overlapping universes would rip somewhere over the Atlantic. A 
universe of water would gush from the seam and 97% of human life 
would end within 30 hours- even then, the human’s barges could 
only last so long, and the water would not stop pouring until the 
flood spilled into the vacuum of space and filled all that was hollow 
and extinguished all that was burning. Arrangements were made, 

Brooke Durkan
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Au-delà de la Fenêtre
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and mistakes, but the fat fact sat regardless; it would all be over 
soon.

MONDAY
Marceau family beach cottage, the South of France

« Non, non, maman, je ne pars pas… J'ai le chat, tu sais comme elle 
déteste voyager. » 

The girl leaned against the kitchen doorframe, twirling the phone 
cord with a finger. The cat rubbed its side against her ankle and 
demanded attention. She lifted a bare foot and tried to stroke the 
cat without kicking it, squeezing the phone between her ear and 
shoulder, grasping the phone house for balance.

« Oui, les photos, je sais ... vraiment je vais bien…  Je suis occupé. 
Téléphones demain, d'accord? ... Je t'aime aussi. »

The girl kissed at the receiver and softly clicked the phone back into 
its place. She hesitated briefly, her hand lingering on the phone. 
Then, in a decisive motion, she yanked ferociously at the cord. It 
tore from the house and the phone clattered to the floor. The cat 
jumped on it, smacked it across the floor with a fierce paw, and 
leapt into pursuit, her tail slashing with delight.

TUESDAY
Marceau family beach cottage, the South of France

The girl lay out on the beach. The sand stretched forever, achingly 
white, and even at high tide cobalt waves lapped gently against the 
shore. The warmth of the sun smoldered under her skin and she 
imagined taking in not just its heat but its light. She imagined her-
self glowing, brighter and brighter. Imagined her body, a star, cast-
ing shadows around her form, long shadows that made mountains 
of beach dunes and a fearsome lion of the cat skittering along the 
hard-packed-water’s-edge-sand chasing foam from break crashes.
The girl briefly wondered why the cat didn’t mind the water, but 
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disregarded this because she did not mind the water either.

WEDNESDAY
Marceau family beach cottage, the South of France

In this photo the girl’s grandfather grinned plainly, sitting on the 
skeleton planks of the cottage. He glittered with sweat but his con-
tentedness radiated gloriously.

The girl loved this picture- this one, particularly- but could not 
conclude why. It wasn’t the vintage grey or the dated clothes, and 
it wasn’t the tall grasses bending in a momentary breeze. She spent 
much of the sun’s stay overhead wandering through the empty 
rooms of the house, trailing her fingers over bureaus and on cor-
ners and occasionally pulling the photo from her pocket to inspect.

Perhaps, said the cat, your grandfather’s joy is contagious. It is in-
finite, deeper than the oceans that will rise to drown this universe. 
It is simple. It is beginning and ending. It is the blue heat light of 
fire, the heart of red flames which we call love.

« Cher chat, pourquoi pleures-tu donc? » the girl said. She pock-
eted the photo and knelt to scoop the cat into her arms. She sang its 
name, buried her face in its fur, kissed its ears, and when its meows 
were replaced by purrs they went together to curl in the loveseat 
on the patio in the early-evening still to watch the sky melt into the 
night  -   dans la nuit     -      
  

pêche rose lavande violet mûre… charbon de bois et ten mil-
lion stars, specks du blanc, petits lights burning, burning,
Blazing universes away, impossibly distant
impossibly internal... right there! justé la!!  present in her eyes 
et sa cœur
 the heat of a human heart,

 stea dy
 stea dy
 stea dy.
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For Oscar Wilde

My unspeakable sort/my Irish boy
Since they stole your head
Green carnations grow at the feet 
Of guillotines. 

They never needed the guillotine
Only to steal your man/your fortune/all your teeth
Fill your stolen head with jail-broken prayers, your stolen head 
filled with 
poison. Told the world you died mad/queer/cursed

My fairy queen,
How did you learn it?
How to have a body?/ how to share it?
How to make yourself into a garden/full of thorns

Since you died there’s been living everywhere
Green-eyed boys boarded ships/robbed their own graves
Became the finest bone-breakers/ditch-diggers/ me-makers
Me: Fairy/Queen minus the boys/the magic touch/ the green 
thumb
I never made myself into a garden/I made the walls but not the 
flowers
Too much body/never beautiful/I open my mouth and thorns grow 
out 

Self-Portrait with 
Fairy Queen
Benjamin Quinn
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cart
Sxm Wxng

beaded necklace
tennis shoes
phone case
sunglasses
loving by means of unclipping the seatbelts

lip balm
pillowcase
terrycloth towel
detergent
jubilance in absorbing all gifted kisses

shampoo
rose water
brown sugar
hand lotion
never having to sigh by yourself in an empty room

leather gloves
tape measure
bookmark
watering can
building pedestals strong enough to hold your weight

skim milk
nail polish
sheer tights
hand mirror
tightly-lidded jars to hold my second guesses

white bread
measuring cups
plastic spoons
yellow cake mix
slicking my throat to swallow disappointment smoother

paint brush
glass pitcher
note cards
pink erasers
always playing the imperfect apology for perfect people 
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Morning
Kylie Weld

Isabel Fowler

A bird spoke to me yesterday morning
About the importance of the space between
Five and nine.
I like to wake up in the middle of the night
And spend time with the cat
Just me, her, and a glass of water at 3 AM.
Once I heard the later episodes of That 70’s Show
Playing in the background of something else
Jackie was never supposed to be with Fez.
My mom wants me to live in Pittsburgh
And my dad wants me to teach in Mass
I want to crawl into a knothole
And live like Boo Radley’s soap
Eating acorns and drinking sap.

Untitled

Collage and Pencil
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They stood outside, clinging to each other like they wouldn't sur-
vive otherwise. Crude shadows danced across their faces, taunting, 
challenging. The glorious light practically blinded them. It was as if 
all of their past sins were coalescing in an inferno worse than Hell 
itself. They should have been more sad, more angry. Now was not 
the time.

Before that, he had stumbled, alone, out of the collapsing door-
frame, choking from the smoke. Her hair was sticking to her 
tearstained face, arms crossed at her chest. She was not happy to see 
him. He was visibly shaking, slowly making his way over to her. He 
lifted a trembling hand to push the hair out of her face. They both 
had things they wanted to say, needed to say. Now was not the time.
Before that, she left the engine running. She was sitting in the car 
in the driveway of their house, banging her hand hard against the 
steering wheel. He was in there with the other woman, and the boy 
was probably asleep. She eyed the matches in the passenger seat, the 
gas can recently emptied around their house. She was staring at the 
house through hazy eyes. There was a metallic taste in her mouth, 
but she took another swig of whiskey anyway. She thought she 
could handle it, but she couldn't take it anymore. She felt smoth-
ered by the idea of family life. She wanted it all to end, wanted them 
all gone. Now was not the time.

Before that, he was in bed with the other woman. This was his 
house, but the other woman wanted to believe that it would be hers 
one day. She was smiling against his lips, her clothes strewn sloppily 
across the floor. Their limbs were entwined, too caught up in the 
moment to worry about anything else. He should have felt guilty, 
but he couldn't stop himself. He was going to tell her that he want-
ed to end it. The other woman was not his wife. Now was not the 
time.

Time
Lauren Stock



Before that, he tucked the boy in bed. He didn't know where his 
wife was, and the boy was upset to go to bed without saying good-
night to his mom. The boy looked up at his dad with shining eyes, 
excited to play catch the next day. The boy loved playing catch, but 
it was too dark to go outside. Now was not the time.

Before that, they sat at the table with the boy. She was cooking 
food in the kitchen, laughing to herself so she wouldn't cry. She 
was remembering all the good times they used to have. Things 
just weren't the same anymore. He was watching the boy, smiling 
to himself. He loved the boy more than he thought he could love 
anything. He heard her laughing and knew that wasn't a good sign. 
He was worried about her, but he wouldn't say anything. Now was 
not the time.

Before that, the sun shone through the window, the glorious light 
practically blinding them. They smiled at each other. They were 
ready to try to make this work. They were ready to try to face their 
problems. They should have talked about it, but neither said a 
word. Now was not the time.

28
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James Davis
Dance Daily 

A. T. Halaby
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 I climb into the stomach with windows and hear the doors 
fold closed behind me. The driver is barely even there, a mere shad-
ow behind the wheel. I take a carpeted seat and the music from my 
headphones corkscrews pleasantly into my ear canals. It smells like 
cigarettes and stale rain and I look out the window to begin roman-
ticizing death. I pause to look down at my feet, wondering absently 
if I had even put on two shoes of the same pair before leaving the 
apartment. I had, and they’re even on the correct feet. I wiggle my 
toes and even though I can’t see them through my blob of black 
boot, I peer down at them as if they are saying hello to me. The 
stomach begins to turn and move away from the curb. I am always 
overwhelmed and slightly repulsed by my fellow passengers, as I 
am sure they also are by me. 

 More people are swallowed into the stomach, and some are 
thrown up and released into the sweet air of the outside. My time 
would come as well. In and out. Open and close. 

 A woman of indiscernible age sits in the first seat to the 
right of the entrance in baggy jeans and a gray hooded sweatshirt, 
both dirty with various stains. Her right wrist is in a brace and she 
sucks on her grimy thumb. A black, equally dirty backpack sits on 
the seat next to her and even as the stomach begins to swell with 
bodies, she does not relinquish its seat. She pulls a corner of a worn 
crocheted baby blanket through a zippered opening and rubs it be-
tween her left thumb and forefingers. She stops sucking her thumb 
to dig up her nose, and I stop looking at her. 

 A man stands in front of my seat, drowsily holding his 
travel coffee mug by the handle. With the bus’s rocking motion 
coffee dribbled out and gathered around the lid and eventually 
onto the bus floor. Some got on his pants too, but his head was cast 
downward and I presumed he was barely awake enough to notice. 
His glasses looked tired too, sliding down his nose despite being 

Bus People
Elizabeth Riezinger
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half-hidden by his dark curly hair like a curtain. The coffee kept 
throwing itself up in heaves like stomach acid that corresponded 
with the bus’s lurches.

 The sky begins to sweat and droplets stick to the window 
before trailing down and clearing paths through the layer of dust on 
the outside of the fake glass. I look forward and notice the screws in 
the top of the seat in front of me. Each had “Y F S” branded on the 
top of them, but it looked like “YES”, like four tiny yeses staring up 
at me. 
 “Yes what?” I think, and realize I’m being ridiculous. 
 My toes wiggle their hello at me again and I ignore them.

 A young woman, about my age, gets on the bus and sits in 
front of me, in the seat screaming “YES YES YES YES”. I barely see 
her face before she sits down, but I could see the world swung casu-
ally from her earlobes. 

 The thumb-sucking woman from the front of the bus was 
now removing her boot from her foot, and shaking it to get rid of 
whatever she imagined lurked inside. Her sock slips half off and 
lay like a deflated balloon on the stomach’s floor. She keeps look-
ing up to smile at the college-aged couple seated across from her 
and they shift uncomfortably. They stare in the opposite direction, 
probably thanking God for the distraction of rain on windows. The 
thumb-sucker shoves her foot back into her boot with her sock still 
half off, and I imagine it wadding up in the foot of her boot. I shud-
der internally at the prospect of being so uncomfortable. It made 
me anxious. I could not tell if the girl in front of me was watching 
the woman too. I decided she probably wasn’t. 

 It was time for me to get out of the stomach, until the 
inevitable time for me to get back in. Sometimes, I think about 
what would happen if the stomach was in an accident with some 
other road organ. It would be just like when a carnivorous animal 
is killed and its previous small animal meals are now useless inside, 
still intact. Twice as dead. Frozen before digestion, still resembling 
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their original forms. 

 In high school, we had to dissect cats as part of Biology lab. 
A lucky classmate had gotten a pregnant cat, its babies still encased 
inside. My classmate threw up, and got to do the rest of the lab 
online. If a stomach ever crashed and its victims all die inside, I 
imagine it would be like that. 

 I don’t think anyone else sees it the way I do. 
 
 The only thing worse than being in the stomach, is being 
outside of it and waiting for its unpredictable arrival.  Last year, 
I remember sitting on a bench outside Wal-Mart, it was almost 
Christmas and just cold enough to make you pray for the stom-
ach to arrive sooner rather than later. An old man with a ponytail 
smoked a cigarette and paced around the bus stop sign. I couldn’t 
hear anything real, only the worlds erupting from the music on my 
phone. I imagined his cigarette-lit hands were cold. 

 I breathed into my own hands, wishing I had gloves. A lady 
comes and sits next to me. 

 “Have you seen the 43?” She asked me.
 “What?” I ask, taking off my headphones.
 “Has the 43 come yet?” She repeated.
 “No, it doesn’t come until 6:40, it’s on reduced schedule 
because of the holidays.”
 “Well, fuck. I have to catch my connect at 7:05, and it’s the 
last one for the night,” She groaned.
 “Damn,” I said, “that sucks.” Because it really did. 

 She explained where she had to get off to catch her connect 
and I realize how close it would be, given the arrival and departure 
times of each stomach.

 “They act like people don’t work during the holidays. I hate 
when they reduce the schedule. It’s bullshit. And did you hear, they 
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want to raise the bus fares again? As if it’s not hard enough to make 
ends meet.” She said.
 “That’s bullshit.” I admitted, staring at my blobby black feet.
 “If I miss that connecting bus I’m going to have to walk 
twelve miles home - I’m fucking pregnant! How the hell do they 
expect me to do that?” 
 She put her hands to her abdomen, and I noticed the curve 
over her jacket. She was younger than I had originally thought, 
twenty-five at most. The dark swollen moons under her eyes made 
her look older, tired, and more fragile. She blinked slowly and 
breathed deeply.
 “This almost happened to me before, too.” She continued, “I 
watched my connecting bus drive away as I got off of my first bus. 
Don’t they think they should wait to see if anyone needs that bus 
before they drive off?” 
 She spoke to the air mostly, as if she was trying to reason 
with Wal-Mart’s moonlight. I just nodded, smiled and agreed - 
but it was just one of those things you couldn’t really do anything 
about. The stomachs suck all around. But the fact was, we needed 
them. Which only made it worse. 
 We talked about our respectively shitty retail jobs for a little 
while, where we lived, when she was due. April 22nd. It was a girl. 
She hadn’t come up with a name yet, but she liked the sound of 
‘Eleanor’. 
 Then we see it, turning into the shopping center we both 
worked in. 
 “It was nice talking to you. My name is Katherine.” She said 
to me, sticking out her hand as we line up to be ingested. 
 “It was nice meeting you, too. I really hope you catch your 
next bus.” I replied, squeezing her hand and giving her a smile 
before being swallowed. I take my seat in the middle of the stom-
ach, the closest to the rear entrance. It’s funny how the camaraderie 
always seems to end once we’re all swallowed.

 The stomach at night reminded me of a front porch, lighting 
up the darkness after a long day. The entire ride that night I couldn’t 
help but intermittently check on Katherine. She sat in the first seat 
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of the bus, much like the thumb-sucking woman, across from an 
old lady hunched over her grocery cart. With every unnecessary 
stop, new passengers delaying departure because they couldn’t 
count a dollar twenty-five, and red lights, I could see Katherine 
sigh in annoyance. She rubbed her pregnant abdomen through 
her jacket, and the thought of a human sloshing around inside of a 
stomach inside of a stomach sickened me momentarily. The white-
haired old woman across from Katherine began to nod off, her grip 
on her grocery cart slacking, but she would shake herself awake 
before the cart moved too much. She had a large nose with beady 
drooping eyes, and her hair stuck to her head in tight white curls. 
I envisioned the worse happening, and turned down my music to 
prepare for when it did. In such a small space, you come to expect 
these things from the Bus People. The old woman finally fell asleep 
for real, and during a wide turn, let go of the cart. I watched and 
cringed as it slammed into Katherine’s knees. 
 “Seriously?” Katherine snapped, and the old woman scram-
bles across the aisle for her cart. 
 “I’m sorry. You okay?” the old nasally woman yelled 
brusquely, but Katherine had had it. 
 “No, I am NOT okay. I’m pregnant and worked all day, and 
just got slammed into because you can’t stay awake and keep hold 
of your belongings!” and then she turned forward, jaw set in a hard 
line. The older woman began cursing at herself.
 “I’M SORRY,” She yelled to the entire bus, shocking the air.  
“I’m SORRY, jeez okay I’m SORRY, i’msorryi’msorryi’msorry-” She 
continued yelling, rocking back and forth in her seat, tightly grasp-
ing her grocery cart now. 
 The vibe of the stomach changed drastically, the driver eye-
balled their rearview mirror to see if the old woman was becoming 
an issue they needed to address.
 “Just forget it,” Katherine waved dismissively, to try and 
quell the old woman’s outburst. “It’s fine. You’re fine. Just forget it. 
It’s okay. I’m sorry I yelled at you. It’s been a long day.”
 The old woman didn’t even look up, and now just whispered 
quietly over and over: “I’m sorry.” As she continued rocking back 
and forth.



35

 I looked away and turned up the music corkscrews so they 
could dig a little deeper into my brain. The lights stuck to the walls 
of the stomach flickered on and off with the opening and closing of 
the doors. The time displayed on the stops screen glared through 
the stomach, giving everything an orange glow. The lights from 
the street lit up Katherine’s tear streaks through the darkness as we 
passed through the center of town; Red, green, bright white. With 
each minute that passed another tear slipped down her face. I felt 
so sad for her. I prayed to the Bus Gods that she would make her 
connect on time. It was the least they could do. 

 And she did. It pulled up right behind us at the connecting 
stop, and she flashed me a thumbs up before she was out of the view 
of the stomach’s windows. I silently wished her a Merry Christmas. 
 
 The rest of the ride was quiet, and dark. I didn’t notice when 
the old woman got off the bus. I was too busy looking at my feet, 
wishing already that tomorrow was over. 

---
 The stomachs were predictable, at least, in their capacity to 
suck. The worst times were in the morning when everyone is head-
ing to our college campus for class, and the afternoon around three 
o’clock when the majority of students were done with class for the 
day. I’m lucky, the first stop of the morning is right outside of my 
apartment, so I get my choice of seat. Unlike the others, I am eased 
into the anxiety which stomachs manifest. Window. Mid-stomach. 
Near the doors. Headphones on. Watch as Bus People are swal-
lowed, mostly college kids clutching coffee, messy hair, jackets half-
on and breakfasts grabbed as an afterthought if at all. Backpacks, 
backpacks, backpacks. Small stomachs containing the essentials to 
survive a day on a New England campus in January. In my own: lip 
balm, floss, nail file, journal, a probably-squished-by-now PB&J, 
stickered laptop, water bottle, keys, wallet, phone charger, a spliff 
hidden in an Altoids tin to smoke somewhere between classes, a 
book I’m supposed to have read for class. I don’t think I’m so differ-
ent from anyone else. It’s all about survival.
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 I look down at my feet, making sure my shoes are the right 
ones. I’ve never put on the wrong shoes before but, for some reason 
it’s become a habit to check every morning after I’ve already gotten 
on the bus. It quells my anxiety by reminding me I did one thing 
right that day, even if it’s only putting my shoes on the right feet. 

 Almost consistently, the stomachs pack in as many bodies 
as it can hold, threatening to vomit passengers out at every stop de-
spite their determination to stay on the bus until their destination. 
While it fills to the brim and I watch people squeeze in against each 
other, I always thank the Bus Gods that I am sitting in a seat next 
to the window, and only have to squeeze through people when I 
get off. Often, I am awake only for an hour before I have come into 
bodily contact with at least two dozen strangers. 

 If I skip class in the afternoon and take an early stomach 
home, I’ll see a toddler on the bus with their parent. My favorites 
are the Dads. They live to entertain their children during the bus 
ride. I’ve seen Reading Dads, Dads Doing Hair, Jungle-Gym Dads, 
Tickling Dads. Once, in the summer, I saw a Dad putting fake 
flowers in his daughter’s hair, like a wreath. He stuck them loosely 
through her dark braids. She sat on his lap and the Dad smiled be-
cause she was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen. She wig-
gled and shook the flowers out of her hair while laughing, her eyes 
like the folds of a rose’s petals as the flowers rained to the bottom 
of the stomach, discarded under seats next to crushed beer cans 
forgotten from the previous weekend. It’s cute until it turns painful, 
and then I always have the window to distract me from the loss and 
abandonment.

 Sometimes, the stomachs are glorious.  At one a.m. when it’s 
below zero degrees outside and you forget what having fingertips 
feels like, and your calves burn because you half-ran to the stop in 
fear of having to wait double the amount of time and from the bend 
down the street, you see the turning mass marked by a pink flash-
ing fluorescent destination and number which screams through the 
first falling snow – it’s glorious. 
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 Or when you spent the day painting empty rooms in an 
empty town all the same color in the middle of summer and the 
sweat still hasn’t stopped sliding down your back and your bike 
chain breaks in the middle of crossing the street and you slam the 
pedal into the back of your ankle, drawing blood and feeling like 
you broke a bone, and you wobble to the Bus Stop sign to assess the 
damage, and just as you’re wondering when the hell the bus is going 
to come because you don’t think you can stand on your leg very 
much longer, it pulls up in all it’s dusty glory ready to carry your 
broken bike and spirit to your doorstep. You try not to bleed on it’s 
floor in gratitude. 

 Or how about that time you went out with friends to the 
center of town and went to the bars and eventually forgot what bar 
you were in and the lights were barely lit and your friends even-
tually left like everyone else and you weren’t sure what was going 
on, but, you knew if you went to a bus stop the inevitable would 
happen and you’d be safe. It’s not hard to remember the number 31, 
even while inebriated. The stomach barely has time to vomit you up 
into the fresh air of outside before you vomit too. Vomit inception. 
You crawl into bed and owe your safety and deliverance to the very 
thing you curse during the day when it’s late and the Bus People are 
smothering and the temperature never seems just right.

 The stomachs are a special place. 
 The stomachs are where I unknowingly noticed someone 
who would change everything.

 It was a Tuesday when I first saw him and I barely even no-
ticed. He didn’t notice me either. He had a message to deliver. Bus 
People always have messages to deliver, but hell, so do Regular Peo-
ple. But him, he was lost in his message. Absorbed by it. Of course, 
I didn’t know anything about this at the time. 
 He was on his way to take a job offer. A bus driving gig, 
driving the very buses he frequented, so that I would eventually 
understand him. 
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 On our first ride together, I didn’t notice him because he 
wasn’t anything spectacular enough to notice, honestly. His hair 
was dark and long, constantly having to be brushed from his eyes. 
After that I stopped paying attention. I like to take stock of new 
bus-comers, just to be aware of my surroundings. Our schedules 
must have shifted as of that Tuesday, because it seemed after that 
day that I saw him all the time. We frequented the same routes at 
the same time, and I noticed that he was always on the bus before 
me. I would notice him after I got on, always in the first forward 
facing seat of the row on the left. Plain blue backpack. Sometimes 
he would be scribbling in a notebook, probably doing homework. 
Normal clothes. Normal. 
 “He must live near by,” I thought trivially, “and we must 
have similar schedules.”
 
 Then one warm morning, I stepped on the bus, and noticed 
the driver. It was him.
 I never really pay attention to the drivers. They are the 
stomach orchestrators and yet, they never seemed important 
enough to me to take notice of. Not until this day, where I noticed a 
fellow passenger-turned-driver. 
 I couldn’t have known that there was something wrong 
inside of him. Something slightly broken and outraged. You can 
almost never tell with people. 
 So that morning, like any morning, I put my music on and 
began my morning commute, glancing at everyone who climbed 
into the stomach and looking away when I saw the doors fold close 
behind them. Usually, I didn’t even really notice who was sitting 
next to me in the mornings. I tried to avoid awkward eye contact 
and forced, tight lipped smiles. But this morning, I looked at the 
person next to me. He was a guy maybe in his late twenties, tall as 
hell, with a hat turned backwards and baggy shorts under his other 
baggy shorts. He gave me a sunglassed half smile and a nod before 
going back to staring past me and out the window. The bus filled up 
to an almost bursting point, every inch occupied by cloth covered 
skin. Normality. When the stomachs are full, it feels like we’re all 
one being, one creature in itself. 
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 I was looking at my shoes, confirming they were two of the 
same pair once again, when the bus flipped.

 Looking at my shoes. That’s what I was doing when the new 
bus driver ran the red light and then locked the wheel to the right, 
causing the stomach to turn too fast and spiral in mid-air, tumbling 
downhill, bouncing off parked cars. Despite being a large vehicle, 
it was not unlike a person being hit by by a vehicle and thrown 
into bodily destruction. No one could have seen or known that 
the driver was laughing the whole time he carried out our planned 
accident. 
 My world tilted perplexingly, I saw people beginning to col-
lide into the center of the stomach’s axis tilt, and my eyes widened 
before I hit my head early on and passed out, which is probably a 
good thing because I wouldn’t have been able to rationally deal with 
the amount of blood that painted the inside of the stomach by the 
time it stopped rolling. I remember the wave of people lifting from 
their seats, levitating violently, meals that would now enter diges-
tion. Breaking down. A scream. 
 The bus had been full. 
 Only a dozen of the forty passengers had made it out before 
it began to be consumed by flames, I learned later.
 We were just like the pregnant cat in Biology lab, except 
some of us came out alive. The driver, my strangely familiar stom-
ach passenger, was not one to make it. When the crash was investi-
gated, his message was too. 
 His plans were outlined in the notebooks I always saw him 
writing in, safe at his parent’s normal home in his normal desk. The 
highest populated times and routes carefully recorded over the span 
of several weeks. Hills and other geographical features of possible 
crash points. Downhill would yield the longest flipping time. Notes 
on actual bus driving, essays about the unjust and greedy bus com-
panies stealing from the weak. Proving a point. Taking a stand. 
 It seemed he was protesting the rising bus fares, but I’m not 
sure what flipping the stomach accomplished, really, in that respect. 
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James Davis

ORANGE
Elisabeth Layne

ORANGE
 

INT. HALLWAY - DAY

Living room and kitchen are visible from the hall-
way. The walls are warm colors and decorated with 
wooden crosses and religious iconography. The 
house is quiet with faint SOUNDS of the REFRIGERA-
TOR, DISHWASHER, FAN on the table, someone else’s 
AIR CONDITIONER, BIRDS, and CARS. A CLATTER comes 

from the kitchen.

DEANNA (O.C.)
Auntie? Auntie, I’m leaving! How many tickets you 

want?

DEANNA, 16, appears in kitchen doorway wearing a 
brown tank top and denim shorts. She is putting on 
a second earring.

Lauren in the Rain

Digital Photograph
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DEANNA
Auntie!

Deanna picks up her bag from the floor and leans 
into the living room doorway.

AUNTIE (O.C)
Um. Five? Yes, five. And here, baby, buy yourself 

something cold! This heat! Mm!

Deanna disappears into the living room.

DEANNA (O.C.)
Oh, wow. Thanks. Love you.

Deanna reappears, pocketing money. She leaves. The 
television CLICKS on, followed by the sounds of a 
GAME SHOW.

INT. CORNER STORE 1 - DAY

Door JINGLES as Deanna enters. CARIBBEAN MUSIC 
plays quietly in the background. She catches the 
eye of her friend KADEEM, 15, who’s stocking cans 
in the back. He grins and she flashes him a peace 
sign.

DEANNA
Hey, Mr. Daniels!

MR. DANIELS, mid-70’s, wiry, greying with glass-
es and wearing an off-white button up open at the 
neck. He owns the store and speaks with a thick 
West Indian accent.

MR. DANIELS
Why, hello, Miss Carter! And how are you today?
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(CONTINUED)
 

DEANNA
I’m good! Hot. I’m here for Auntie.

MR. DANIELS
Ah yes. How many today?

DEANNA
Five, please.

Mr. Daniels turns around to retrieve five Keno 
tickets from behind the counter.

MR. DANIELS
Kadeem? Can you run to the office and fetch the Keno 

shipment?

KADEEM (O.C.)
Yep.

MR. DANIELS
Just one moment, Deanna.

Deanna wanders over to the ice-cream chest and 
slides the top open.

MR. DANIELS (continuing)
How is your dear Aunt Cleo?

DEANNA
She good. I think she’s watching
The Price is Right, or something.

MR. DANIELS
Mm-hm. That is a fine program. I like that Mr. Bark-

er.

The door JINGLES and a man enters. Kadeem places 
the Keno tickets on the counter. Popsicles rustle 
as Deanna pulls out the one she wants and places 
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it on the counter along with bills.

MR. DANIELS
Creamsicles were a favorite of your mother’s, you 

know?

DEANNA
Yeah.

The register DINGS. The entire store begins to 
glow a bright, brilliant orange. Mr. Daniels drops 
the coins he’s holding and they fall to the tile 
floor with a PING. Deanna looks up at him then 
turns around.

Standing in the center of the store is JC, late 
twenties, eating a Slim Jim and holding three more 
in one hand. JC is tall, with shoulder-length dark 
hair and strong Japanese features. He is glowing.

JC
Do you have Slurpees here? I heard

Blue Raspberry is amazing.

JC takes another bite of his Slim Jim. It’s quiet, 
save for the faint CARIBBEAN MUSIC still playing 
in the background.

DEANNA
No-no, they um. They got Slurpees at uh..at White 
Hen on Upland. Um. Yeah. (beat) Bro, why you glow-

ing like that?

JC
Just...happens like that sometimes.

So, are we going to go?

DEANNA
You’re freaking Mr. Daniels out; could you, like, 

stop?
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(CONTINUED)

JC stops glowing so profusely, but the intense or-
ange light lingers and floats around the perimeter 
of the store and at JC’s feet.

DEANNA (continuing)
Thanks.

Deanna retrieves her Keno tickets and her popsi-
cle. She smiles at Mr. Daniels, who looks dazed, 
and waves pointedly at Kadeem to aid him. Kadeem 
helps him sit.

DEANNA
Cool. Thanks Mr. D. I’ll see you next week? Get 

some rest.

MR. DANIELS
Right. Yes.

Deanna looks over at JC and then back at Kadeem.

DEANNA
Kadeem, make sure this weirdo pays for his Slim 

Jims, yeah? Peace out.

EXT. STREET - DAY

The corner store is glowing a faint orange from 
the street, and Deanna stands outside and unwraps 
her popsicle, stuffing the wrapper into an open flap 
of her bag. She takes a bite. The store door bursts 
open, bell JINGLING.

JC
Hi, can you take me to the White
Hen? I really want to try Blue
Raspberry. Is it this way?
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DEANNA
No way I’m taking you anywhere.

You’re weird. I have a reputation.

JC
Me too.

DEANNA
Yeah? So you feel me. (beat) Where you from that 

don’t have Slurpees?

JC
Heaven.

DEANNA
See, weird. Okay, I’m going home.

JC
No, for real!

JC runs around to face Deanna.

JC
I’m Jesus. Christ. Or JC. You are..?

DEANNA
Oh, "Jesus". Right. Listen, I don’t want to get 
all..I don’t know. White Hen Pantry is, like, five 

blocks that way, okay? Bye.

Deanna walks away.

JC
Five blocks! Okay! Thank you...

JC contorts his face slightly.
 

JC (continuing)
Deanna!
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(CONTINUED)

Deanna pauses and turns around and looks at him. 
She crosses her arms.

DEANNA (beat)
Was that suppose to impress me? That wasn’t im-
pressive. The whole glowing thing was way better.

JC
I mean, I can do that again if you want. Do you 

believe me?

DEANNA
Not really. But hey, I’ll play along. Better than 

watching game show reruns. Why you here?

JC
Kind of wanted to get back to my human roots, you 

know? Dwell amongst you guys again...

DEANNA
My mama said you’re not real. But my Auntie Cleo 

makes me go to service with her, so...

JC
You live with her now, right?

DEANNA
Yeah. You know what. Let’s go.

They both walk together, Deanna side-eyeing JC oc-
casionally. Deanna finishes her popsicle and bites 
her lip.

DEANNA
How’d you hear about Slurpees anyway? All the way 

from "heaven"?

JC
Uh...one of the angels. Kim, I think. She loves 
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them. She lives around here.

DEANNA
Wait, there are angels here too?
With, like, halos and stuff?

JC
What? No. Halos are a myth. But yeah, um...

JC looks around, points out a man waiting for the 
bus.

JC (continuing)
...that dude, he was an angel for like, a year.

Deanna spins around to look at the man, who looks 
up and waves at them. Deanna bobs her chin at him 
out of habit and continues beside JC.

INT. CORNER STORE 2 - DAY

Deanna and JC enter White Hen Pantry. Tinny, top 
30 POP MUSIC is playing.

DEANNA
Right, so the Slurpee machines are over there.

JC
Cool. (beat) How do you use this?

DEANNA
I thought you were, like, ’spose to know every-

thing.

JC
It’s a little more complicated than that.

DEANNA
That’s stupid. Here, you just pull this. Like 

that.
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(CONTINUED)

Deanna hands the Slurpee to JC, who lights up and 
starts to glow again. Purple this time. The teen-
ager behind the counter doesn’t look away from the 
tiny tv propped up near the register.

JC
Hey, thanks.

DEANNA
Dude, stop with the glowing! People are gonna 
stare. Do you want everyone to know you’re all 
supernatural or whatever? Just drink your dumb 

Slurpee.

JC takes a huge sip.

JC
Whoa, is this brain freeze? Tingly.

JC and Deanna make moves to pay at the counter. The 
cashier takes a quick glance at JC’s Slurpee, ab-
sently pressing a few buttons while still watching 
the game on the small tv.

CASHIER
$1.99.

JC
Do you have any money?

DEANNA
Do I have any--listen.

Deanna pulls JC to the side.

DEANNA (continuing)
You say you’re Jesus. You made the world in what, 

a week?
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JC (interrupting)
Well, it was sort of me. And technically six days, 

but--

DEANNA
Can’t you, like, turn these Pop-Tarts into twen-

ties or something?

JC rolls his eyes. Deanna stares at him.

JC
Yeah, okay, I can try.

JC picks up the Pop-Tarts package and focuses on 
it in his palm. Deanna looks over her shoulder at 
the cashier, who is absorbed by the soccer match. 
JC glows brightly at the edges, pale blue. Sudden-
ly the Pop-Tarts dissolve into dark liquid which 
drips onto the floor.

JC
Not again...

DEANNA
Is that...Yo, is that wine?

JC
Yeah.

DEANNA
Of course it is.

They both look at the wine puddle on the floor.

DEANNA (continuing)
Okay. I’ll pay for the Slurpee. But you gotta do 

something for me, yeah?

JC wipes his hand on his pants and licks some of 
wine from his thumb.
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(CONTINUED)

JC
Of course. I know what you’re thinking of.

Deanna looks at him sharply as she pulls a few dol-
lars out of her bag.

DEANNA
Make my Auntie’s Keno ticket the winning one. We 

uh. It would just make her really happy.

JC
Yeah, I can do that.

Deana pays the cashier. JC takes a big swig of his 
Slurpee.

DEANNA
Try not to mess it up, okay?

JC
I won’t. Thank you.

DEANNA
Yeah, yeah.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

The sun has just set and streetlights have just 
turned on. A pale streak of blue glow follows JC 
as he and Deanna leave White Hen Pantry.

DEANNA
So it as good as that angel said?

JC
Oh yeah. Really lovely. Ever had ripe figs?

DEANNA
No?
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JC
Well, they’re nothing like this, but they’re both 

delicious. What’s your favorite dessert?

DEANNA
Creamsicles.

JC
Ah, yes, Kim told me about those too.

DEANNA
Yeah.

They walk in silence a ways, passing the first cor-
ner store which is still faintly glowing orange in 
color.

DEANNA
You’re weird. You’re not what they say you’re like.

JC
No.

DEANNA
Plus I didn’t think you’d be so

Asian.

JC
No? Japanese, actually. It varies...(beat) You 
know, you are exactly what your mother says you’re 

like.

Deanna stops.

DEANNA
What? What did you say?
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(CONTINUED)

JC
Your mother, she--

DEANNA
Don’t.

Deanna takes a small step away from JC.
 

DEANNA (continuing)
Please don’t, okay? I believe you, a’ight? Fine, 

you’re Jesus. But like...

Deanna puts up her palms.

JC
Hey, hey, hey, I’m sorry. I’m sorry, Deanna.

Deanna crosses her arms.

DEANNA
Yeah. Yeah, okay.

They resume walking and JC finishes his Slurpee.

JC
Truly, thank you for walking with me to White Hen. 

And paying for my Slurpee.

Deanna smiles a little.

DEANNA
It’s cool. I mean, I bought Jesus a Slurpee. Don’t 

forget about your promise though, okay?

They walk up Deanna’s street and stop at her aunt’s 
house. They sit on her front steps. JEOPARDY can 
be heard coming from inside.
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JC
Of course! It’s already taken care of.

DEANNA
For real? You didn’t like, make her win a thousand 
doves did you? Or like, tunafish sandwiches instead 

of actual money?

JC
No, I got you.

DEANNA
A’ight. I’mma come find you if you screwed this up. 

I’ll like...pray or something.
 
JC

Please do! I want to try this um...Dolce de leche 
next?

DEANNA
I can make that! My grandad taught me. I’m really 

good, actually.

JC
I know. I’ve heard.

Silence for a moment. A drip from the upstairs 
neighbor’s AC falls on Deanna’s bare shoulder.

DEANNA
I really, really miss her.

JC
She misses you too. And she loves you so much.

DEANNA
Yeah. Yeah.

The television inside CLICKS off loudly. Deanna 
stands.
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(CONTINUED)

DEANNA
Yo, I better head inside and give my aunt her Keno. 

Um. I’ll...see you around?

JC stands.

JC
Yes, of course! Of course. I know where to find you 

now.

DEANNA
And you’re Jesus, so...

JC
Yeah, that too. Goodnight. Thanks again.

DEANNA
Dude, no problem. Don’t like, start glowing on the 

subway or something. Be good, okay?

Deanna grins, shutting the front door behind her. 
JC walks back down the street, faintly glowing 
pale yellow and smiling.

 
 

END
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Bodily Consequences
I sit. I stand. I turn around. I point my index finger. I look up. I 
squint my eyes. I raise my hand. I ask a question. I torque my hips. I 
straighten them again. I roll my head to the left. I let it hang for-
ward. I crack my neck. I pucker my lips. I am confused. I scratch 
my nose. I paint my nails. I take a shit. I rub my collarbone. I listen 
for an answer. I pull at my hair. My shoulders ache. My fingertips 
smell like smoke. There’s a pink rose in my throat and more in 
the spaces between my ribs. My gums bleed. Steam erupts from 
my mouth. My torso splits open. My blood is black silk. There are 
leathery wings on my back. The ropes of my intestines are knotted 
together. The water is at my waist. I don’t have an answer. The stars 
spiral above my head. I am here and there. I am a boy. I am not. I 
put on my eyeliner. My lips caked in red. I was not aware. I do not 
ask again. Eden sprawls at my feet. Flowers and vines unfurl from 
the hole in my chest. I am in love but I don't know with who. Or 
what.  

Zak Russell

Alana Richelle Craven
Brief Respite from an Unpaid Internship

Digital Photograph
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Soneto 17
Mina Puig

You are sharp, stabbing your point in my heart.

You flow as a cow flows, saunteringly.

You best express my inner thoughts as art,

Although you do it quite launderingly.

You, who constantly shrinks before my eye,

Shortens our time and forces an adieu;

I would so love to hold you up on high,

But no one is replaceable as you.

When needed most, you are naught to be found.

Fragile, easily broken; whittled down.

Wherefore art you lying there, on the ground?

Your permanence: scarce; creating my frown.

And yet, even as you lack credential,

I would be lost without you, my pencil.
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Cantaloupes
the days fatten up the Cantaloupes
with rich sugars to be suckled
sweet gourds grow heavy
hanging low ripe and mellowed
the trellis stockings strained
tired Cords broke, fruit sent fallen
where caterpillars chew heavy leaves
hearty pads the sun held

a mind ripe with softness
trained by sun soaked days
lethargic life and death abrupt
does not feel the reception of the ground
but burst like an Egg with juices and seeds
spreading ignorant sweetness round
fermented sludge intoxicating
the ants burrowed in their mounds

indulgent Melon puddy
soaks abounding soils rich
atmospheres of acid rains
softening the mud
Roots nurture rambling Stem
ancestors generous
descendant Melons give to those
dense glaze inherited

Peter Duffy
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 She types something and my phone buzzes. When I read the 
message I don’t smile, because I’m not supposed to look happy here. 
I type back, and it doesn’t matter what I’ve said because she isn’t 
reading it. She’s sitting three rows in front of me, and I can make 
out google drive on her laptop. 
 She’s gonna switch to facebook soon, because that’s what she 
does when the speaker takes a rest to breathe. He’s talking about 
the parts of a telescope, and the parts of the universe we need them 
to see. He’s pacing around the stage and ignoring the podium that 
was set for him, and I wonder if he’s nervous. I listen to him while 
I wait, and I scribble down something he says, because I think it’s 
poetic. 
 My notebook says ‘Cosmology’ on the cover. When I flip to 
the first page, it says that I’d rather be drawing, or making up con-
versations with god. I learned how to draw stars when I was five, 
and when I was ten I learned I was drawing pentagrams. Because 
it’s cosmology, the first page is full of pentagrams. 

 Those are unholy says god, in the margins. 
 These are beautiful says my notebook, in bright red ink. 

 She tabs to facebook and types something, and my phone 
buzzes. I don’t open it yet, because if I do, I’m too eager. I listen to 
the speaker and he says the big dipper is an asterism. I think it’s a 
constellation and he tells me that I’m wrong. A constellation is a 
defined area in the sky, and an asterism is a group of stars that are 
easy for us to recognize. So the big dipper is an asterism, he says. 
 My phone buzzes again, reminding me that I want to read 
Sara’s message. I open it and she’s laughing at a joke I made. She’s 
saying she agrees with me, that the speaker’s blazer makes him look 
fat. I look around for something else that’s funny, but the auditori-
um is unexciting. It’s full of silent students, all filling the air with the 
white noise of their keyboard clicks. I don’t say anything back, and 
I’m proud of myself for not being too eager. Today’s page of notes 

Weekly
Ramsez Taariq McCall
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is full of pentagrams, and I reread them because I’m interested in 
cosmology, and because it’s okay if Sara waits. 
 She switches back to google drive, and the speaker talks 
about dark matter. He says we can’t ever see it, even if we have a 
telescope. He says that all we can do is feel its gravity, and guess 
where it is from that. I think there’s something funny about it, but 
I can’t tell why, so I swallow to keep myself from smiling, and I’m 
proud that I haven’t smiled once yet. 
 Sara types something on her laptop and my phone buzzes in 
my lap. I pick it up because I’m not thinking, and I’m too eager, and 
I’m disappointed by what she says. I type back and put my phone 
away, and I’m nervous because the speaker is looking at me. 

 You don’t want to be here, he’s thinking. Just leave. You’re not 
getting shit out of this.
 But I need to try. I’m pleading. Please just let me stay and try.

  The speaker blinks and looks away from me, reminding the 
hall that we can’t see dark matter, but that everybody feels its gravi-
ty. Everybody always feels it, so we always know that it’s there. 
He makes a joke a few minutes later, and Sara laughs in front of 
me. The rest of the hall laughs too, and I laugh, and I time this one 
perfectly. I start after the first person and I end before the last, and 
nobody hears me. 
 Out of habit I check my phone, and she hasn’t said anything. 
I go back to drawing pentagrams and the speaker talks about things 
we don’t need telescopes to see. He says we can’t ever see all the 
constellations at once. Our side of the earth sees half, and the other 
side sees half too. I sit back in my chair and look at the ceiling, and 
my eyes get tired thinking about places where I can see the other 
half of the stars. 
 When I wake up, I touch my pen to paper and it tells me the 
places I’ve been dreaming about. 
 
 You should be in Paris right now, with the dark haired girl 
from high school. It scribbles quick thin lines, almost too fast for me 
to read.
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 I know, I think.
 You should be on a beach somewhere, sleeping like you just 
were. My pen hisses as it goes, threatening to splash ink every-
where. 
 I know, I think. 
 You should be three rows forward, it says, before stopping. 

 I look up at Sara and she’s typing something. The speaker 
is talking more about how much of the sky we can see but I’m not 
paying attention. Sara’s typing on facebook, louder than anyone else 
in the room. I remind myself to breathe. 
 She types something and my phone buzzes. It’s sitting on 
my lap, and the person next to me hears it. They glance over but 
don’t care, and I don’t pick up the phone yet because I’m wondering 
what it’ll say. I’m wondering if Sara cares that when I type some-
thing, her computer blips. I look at the phone, and I look three 
rows forward. She’s watching the speaker now, writing down some-
thing new about the things we can’t see. My phone buzzes again 
and I type something at her, watching her. 
 She tabs to facebook immediately this time, even though the 
speaker is mid sentence. I watch him, smiling because he’s just been 
cut off. He’d be upset if he knew, I think, but it doesn’t matter to me. 
I listen to him, loving Sara’s keyboard taps in the background. He 
says that stars die all the time, but the light takes a long time to go 
out. He says one of the stars we see when we look up is probably 
dead. At least one, he means. I raise my hand to ask how he knows 
this, and he keeps speaking after he’s seen me. He says there are 
ways to tell if a star is dead, even if you can still see the light. I raise 
my hand to ask how, and he tells us that we wouldn’t understand 
just yet, that the material is too advanced. I’ve checked my phone 
twice since he started talking about dead things, even though it 
hasn’t buzzed. Sara has been on google drive, and I have to wonder 
if I’ve missed something. I check my phone again and yes, I’ve sent 
my message. I strain my eyes to see her screen, and Sara tabs back 
to facebook. 
 She types something to Facebook and my phone doesn’t 
buzz, and the speaker says we can leave now. Sara gets up and 
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leaves, and the rest of the class packs too. The speaker loosens his 
tie and looks around, tired. He catches my eye and his stare asks me 
if I remember the first week, when he talked about telescopes. 
 Yes. 
 He sits down in place on the stage, and falls on his back 
shortly after. In it, he asks if I remember the second week, and the 
big dipper. 

"N" from a larger series called "Heal"
Madeleine Conover

"Blue" from a larger series called "Heal"
Madeleine Conover

Collage of two 35mm Photographs

Collage of 35mm film and Paint Strip
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Poppy Picking
Madeleine Conover

Wildflowers
Nick Warner

Sometimes I imagine the spring fields.
Dotted with lilies and violets, daises and tulips. Their only goal: to grow.
Could life be that simple?
Oh, the responsibilities pile on, they cover me like heavy coats.
But you always were taught to dress in layers.
So, when the time comes, shed your shell and embrace the sun, the rain.
Sow your dreams among the wildflowers and watch them grow.
Just a little water will do.

Collage
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When I first heard you,
your voice smothered
me like tear gas
writhing beneath the skin,
toxicity pumping through
my veins on the frontline.
You wanted this to be
the start of us, you said,
but I have reached my end;
guerrilla warfare left me
ambushed from all sides and
into the ground we descended,
a grave I didn't want to belong to.
Gone but
reborn in my mind,
you refuse to die.

Trench Warfare
Lauren Stock

Protesting for a Green Future
Madeleine Conover

Collage and Watercolor



What if we are the 
gyre?
Jake Phillips
– Regarding Yeats in the 21st Century –

Scholars estimate Jesus was born
around 6 BC. Two millennia later
and you’ve got the millennial,
a kid getting high on a mean Kid
Cuisine and Aaron and Backstreet.
The plastics of the microwave
blue tray and the cracked-up CD case
and butterfly hair clips on picture day—
these are the beasts that slouch
and crinkle and squeak their way
into the twenty minutes of
stony nap dreams, onto the shadows
of the indignant playground children,
then into the job market and housing
market and voting booths until, finally:
silence, a baby in a rocking cradle.

Was our adolescence the turn
of an ancient stone wheel?

When the Bak’tun ended
and descendants called for renewal,
we were left with a four-year hope
that dwindled towards the inauguration
of a television star, a plastic, slouching man
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with a gaze blank and pitiless, small hands

full of passionate intensity, ready to grab
the Spiritus Mundi by the pussy
and leave it to die among sands
in the desert. We are left wondering
how to tame that rough beast responsible for
the tears of our future leaders,
the largest protest in history,
the batons and guns in our streets

when the man in the centre
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Long Island City
Ramsez Taariq McCall

Digital Photograph
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Prognosis

I inherited a heart
attack in the making— 
it was broken 
from the start, 
murmuring a tune too rapid, building 
mountains that echo
cardiograms pulsate to read and
vitalized by blood streams,
rivers, and roads 
crisscrossing beneath the skin.
You see, it’s something in the blood
they say,
typing away 
on a computer from an age 
prehistoric to my own, typing
helvetica across my heart, ripping
apart the cross sections
with how sharp truth propels—
words splayed across a screen
black against white 
smothering the color within me while
clinicians prognosticate the future
as one predicts the rain—
my father, and me:
two more droplets to fall from the sky. 
He worked around chemicals, 
among pipes rather than people, my father
crouched underground, listening 
to the strum of what kept a house a home,
warmed by ventilation and boilers
to the point that, when he’d return,
he found his home frigid,
found his heart ticking, 
heard his brittle bones groan.
I inherited a heart that was born quaking
formed fractured with a beaten beat
pulsing, pounding,
not awaiting defeat; rather
awaiting the fate that comes to meet us all 
one by one, 
dominoes in a bloodline, prone
to disease, and 
splitting at the seams.

Ashley McDermott
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Spatial Narrative of 
Berkshire Dining Hall
Colin Aubut

 Entering through double doors made of cracked glass, you 
find yourself in a food sanctuary--Berkshire Dining Hall. You prog-
ress down the tiled ramp, anxious to stop the incessant growling in 
your stomach. A spiritless cashier swipes your entry card without 
even glancing at you, and you adventure into the feast. 
 Ceramic plates clatter. Glass cups clack. Silverware clangs. 
Currents of people flow around a central kitchen like schools of 
fish. Some are carrying their plates in a hurry. Others walk lazily, 
making those in a rush impatiently follow close behind their heels. 
Those who are daring enough, grip their plates and weave through 
the stampedes of students, maneuvering swiftly like running backs. 
Someone drops a fork and stops abruptly, causing a chain reaction 
of plate-spilling collisions. Jokers applaud, and an agitated janitor 
slowly makes his way over with a squeaky mop bucket. 
 As you circulate through the dining common, twenty dif-
ferent waves of aromas roll onto the shore of your nose. Scents of 
succulent seafood swim into your nostrils as you drift away at sea. 
Smells of slightly burnt pizza and fresh deli sandwiches remind you 
of that Italian market near your house. You pass an Asian buffet, 
and your nose takes you to a restaurant in Beijing. A burrito is 
rolled and your nostrils flare; suddenly you are in a Mexican can-
tina. As you pass by the salad bar, memories of harvesting your 
mother’s garden bloom in your mind. Your mouth waters and you 
choose the veggies. 
 Trains of hungry visitors form lines to each serving station 
and wait impatiently. A tall white chef ’s hat bobs up and down 
through the ocean of students as a worker returns from his break. 
Other employees laboriously scoop ladles of food and plop it onto 
the endless assembly line of white plates. Groups of freshmen fill 
their dish and lurk around the bustling cafeteria like vultures, 
searching and waiting for an open table to claim. 
 You find a seat where reflections of yellow lamps glow in a 



68

wall of glass windows. A focused student stares at his laptop study-
ing, careful not to spill his Coca Cola all over his keyboard. You call 
after someone who left their backpack in a booth, but they can not 
hear you over their headphones.
  Students meander through crowds of oblivious people 
towards the dish return, struggling to balance leaning towers of 
glasses. A dishwasher is heard singing offkey to a staticky radio 
song behind a wall of rotating return trays. After nearly slipping on 
a dropped ice cream cone, you grab a peppermint and exit.

Richard Cuoco
Vibrant Fall Sunset at UMass

Digital Photograph
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Spoons

doppelgängers seen in the backs of cereal spoons
your reflection upside down
head down, as above
body upwards, so below
While my legs are touching clouds
my mind is beneath dirt.
Which side
shows everything reflected the correct way?
distorted view of a plateful of spaghetti flying across the table
the heroin tipped sting of a needle
entering the family atmosphere
These spoons hitting sterile floors
from cold food court soup
in the hospital waiting room
to reflect and spit lies
back at you.
Just like when you washed them under the warm water
the wrong way when you were doing dishes as a kid.
As they scattered across the floor
i played pick up sticks
waiting for the news,
and I saw the doctor behind me
reflected out of fish eye.
To tell repeat me back
the bad news.
As I looked through reflections and he talked
to my quaking form under emergency room
chairs built for heavy burdens.
I left spoons where they fall
because i can’t look at a
true twisted form
of my own face in a basic utensil.

James Davis
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No Title
wanted (w4w): casual sex with feelings
let's fuck once in a burst of rising blood chemical passion
let's build the emotional connection i always craved
spend weeks cultivating something tender in our brains and minds, 
a spark directly behind our eyes
when i blink i can see its glow reflected on the backs of our eyelids
let's grow a tense sexuality in lingering glances day after day
write a story with the back of my hand lingering on the side of your 
wrist-- the slimmer bit, next to your thumb
and at terminal velocity, once we're hurtling unteathered through 
the atmosphere towards something that might be-- we fuck
fast and dirty on the air mattress from my sophomore year dorm 
room
it sprung a leak last year so speed is the name of the game
fuck faster than the air can drain, finish before our elbows and 
knees will start to knock against the linoleum tile
and then, like any respectable one night stand, any casual fuck, 
you'll leave
and i'll fall asleep in silence with a smile on my face because you'll 
take the feelings with you

Brynn Stevens

Anonymous

Soften Your Gaze

Digital Photograph



The story of the beginning of us was told long before we arrived 
together in this moment.
It will continue to be told again long after we are gone.
Mother Earth,
Gaia,
Terra,
Pachamama,
Durga, Dana, Isis...
She is always rising from the darkness, the dust, the Chaos
Molded from clay, she is borne into the arms of one who will simul-
taneously worship and
destroy her
She is lush and in that soil a force comes to plant and spread his 
deep roots
And thus the world is born in the fold of those tangled, threaded 
veins.
They are every woman who has come before me and every woman 
after.
She is me as I sit with this plant sprouting in the vessel of my female 
form
They are me as he held me; rubbing my thigh, whispering, moaning 
and sharing my breath.
I am her as their men left them, scorned them, banished them, 
tried to erase and kill them but
then failed.
Over and over again these men, they try, but
Our story was written eons ago and
I am still here.

A Seed Grows in the 
Desert
Adara North
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Diamond Ring
Rowan Dubin-Masuck

-For the boy who loved his broken spinning top.

Angela liked to walk.
Steve liked to talk.
So they walked and talked.
Down streets.
Over bridges made of ghosts and glass and steel.
Alleys filled with piles of brick and trash bags.
Brown dog, no tail.
Razor blade rusted.
Rainbow puddle.
Blue coat in a doorway, homeless.
Steve found a half broken pencil.
Ticondero
Angela frowned.
Pencils in dirt write dirty words.
Guardrail, kissed by a dying stop sign.
Widowed sandal.
Grease bruised sidewalks.
Cathedrals of junk yard cars.
Broken doll sticking out of an overflowing barrel.
Steve’s feet hurt.
Angela was tired from work.
They turned around.
Crosswalk.
Steve crossed.
Angela cr
Angela was lying on her back.
White shoulders.
Diamond ring in a circle of roses.

Angela loved Steve and always had.
Steve loved Angela, and always would.
Angela
Steve walked.
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I want to
love you
enough to
relish in
your
full name,
to taste it
with every
molecule of
my mouth,
firstname
and
lastname
whole, one
unbroken
chunk to
stuff my
cheeks and
flood the
gaps
between my
teeth.

I want to
love you
enough to
nibble from
you a

nickname,
to pluck out
the most
delectable
syllable and
roll it across
my tongue,
hard candy
hard love
to suck,
something
small and
sweet to
enjoy when
I please.

I want to
love you
enough to
bite down
your middle
name, to be
cautious but
confident as
I ease it into
my gut,
chewing well
and

thorough,
wholesome
heart
hardtack
to last me
through the
season.
I want to
love you
enough to
know how to
return
your name,
to expel it
from me
something
hot and bile,
all capital
letters
no stopping
to inhale,
a wet
catharsis
purging
clean so I am
ready for
more.

I want to
love you
enough to
give you an
entirely
new name,
to christen
you with my
saliva and
give you
rebirth from
another
orifice,
singing
dedication
and devotion
as I
pulverize
you between
my molars,
my most
promiseable
offering
my only
promiseable
offering
so please
say you’ll
take it.

selfish appetites
Sxm Wxng
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