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Victoria Bassett

Hara-Kiri
(noun: A Japanese word meaning suicide.)

Love infiltrates
the rough surface of my calloused heart once more.
Death closes its horrifying door
and lies in wait to destroy me again.

Beautiful best friend,
so damaged yet so pure,
your image dwindles in my mind now,
as that day haunts my memories.

But I shall not forget you, Vincent.
I still feel your touch upon my arm,
and hear your kind words singing in the wind.
It reminds me that we do go on,
and death is where we begin.

But before the lights flickered,
before the blue jay croaked
a forlorn message from beyond the grave,
the awful unknowing ensued.
The unanswered questions howled in my heart,
as you were nowhere to be found
but the cold bathroom floor
where your lifeless body lay.
The screaming,
the pleading,
the sobbing,
the pain never stopping.
I
go
numb.
Novocaine only lasts so long,
til the painful ripping of wounds begins,
setting in motion the gut wrenching grief
of the mind slowly stitching itself back together.
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Olivia Burke

Leah Cushman

Clouds

Left Alone in Silence

I am white and grey mist,
sometimes barely there.

Why does the sun
rise only to leave us?
Come morning you wake me,
to show me the sun defying darkness.

I am moved by the wind and stained by the sun,
my home never the same.

I need to know why;
Why won’t you stay?
I thought I would be good enough
but now you’re walking away.

I am a drenching disappointment on certain days,
wrecking plans and enshrouding the light.
I am forever changing,
shifting into entities and imaginary friends.

Silence washes over me,
like ripples at water’s edge.
An iron will to leave,
frigid as the winter air.

I am all seeing,
every day falling in love with the allure of the landscape.

I am alone in silence.
I think of unanswered questions
and find the difference between
forgiven and unforgotten.

But just when I get attached to the view,
a part of the horizon disappears.

art by Rebecca Gochee
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Kendra Cormier

My Lighthouse
The light shining from your watery brilliantly blue eyes
pulled me from the murky current of my dark despair.
Standing on the shore, hopelessly helpless before you,
shattered like shards of sea glass, the pieces stabbing into my former self.
Without hesitation, you hastily picked me up, like collecting a seashell,
gently brushing the sand that hid me away, exposing my whole self again,
parting your full pink lips, pressing them softly into mine.
You ever so slowly drank in my darkness,
your love washing over my body like a warm, wondrous wave,
the saltwater stinging my flesh, cleansing my wounds,
replenishing and quenching my spirit, rescuing me
from the brink, never allowing me to sink.

art by Jillian Marzella
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Amber Driscoll

Nic Gagliardi

Being Underwater

What Comes from Silk

Gravity is pushing me
under ten feet deep
into the clear blue glass of water.
I can’t gasp for air,
can’t swim up.
People are pushing on shoulders
leaving handprint bruises behind
on my pale white, lifeless body.
I am trying to cry for help
but the water
seeps into my mouth.
I look at my feet
thinking there are weights
pulling me down.
My ears are popping
like a chewed-up piece of bubble gum.
I’m climbing up a ladder
to get to the roof of the water.
But dozens of blades stab my lungs.

Her hair, long and smooth,
a horse’s mane, was held
in pink ribbons, her feet clasped
in shiny black shoes, her dress flower pattern.
Sitting at her pink vanity,
she put make-up
on her Molly Dolly, toasted
cookies in her Easy-Bake.
That little girl died at age five.
sHE left gowns for jeans,
pink for blue, dolls
for matchbox cars. sHE
crushed on HEr girlfriends, sHe
hung out with the boys.

art by Darryl Chanthinith

He inched towards anew,
letting go of what was –
as a butterfly emerges from chrysalis,
reborn into a new life, slowly
letting out his particularly marked wings
into the new world.
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Brianna Cormier

Delia D’Amato

Breathe, Blink, Death

Slithered His Way Through Her

It was a bag of skittles
Then a sandwich
It was a cellphone
A fake gun
They were sleeping
Standing
Talking
Walking
Living
Dying
How many
How many more endless
Shootings
Beatings
Slashings
Killings
Til we get it through racists’ thick heads
That bullets should not go through heads
Over being
Simply.
Unabashedly.
Unapologetically.
Human.

Temptation doomed us all.
The juice from the apple sent our souls ablaze,
from the sinking of teeth upon fruit.
It was sexual tension that killed us all.
The juice from the apple sent our souls ablaze,
and it was because of desire.
It was sexual tension that killed us all,
the phallus of the devil enchanting Eve.
It was because of desire
that Eve rejected God’s misogyny.
With the phallus of the devil enchanting Eve,
she turned her back on everything she was created for.
Eve rejected God’s misogyny,
his reason for her existence rooted in servantry.
She abandoned everything she was created for,
freeing herself through the body of another.
Her existence roots in servantry.
The sinking of teeth upon luscious fruit finally broke her shackles,
freeing herself through the body of another.
Temptation doomed us all.
art by Michele Swedis
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art by Aksel Reyes Aleluya
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Delia D’Amato

Brianna Cormier

Water Under the Dirt in the Desert (The Las Vegas Trance)

Time Loop

I drank from the desert at 3 a.m,
bowing to a sphynx that guards beds and money. I gulped the smell of
cigarette smoke and lust. I let the liquid of adrenaline flow down
my esophagus. This pathway to digest euphoria.
I put my straw down in a puddle of spilled dice and consumed
the poker table. I can’t gasp for air in my sips and
					
I know this trance lasts forever.
Fremont never rested. Women with breasts exposed through their sheer shirts
dared us to stay here for eternity. I could imagine it, always smiling.
Rainbow shadows trapping me at slot machines, sired at the idea
of being a winner. I can envision it, attending Cirque Du Soleil performances
with margaritas and fried food. The flips of each performer casting more spells.

I keep telling myself on a loop so endless
I’ll only see her for one more day
The neglect of our health is reckless
It’s probably for the best, this way
I’ll only see her for one more day
The ticking of the clock numbs me
It’s probably for the best, this way
My bags are packed before I leave
The ticking of the clock numbs me
Goosebumps line my arms and legs
My bags are packed before I leave
I need to leave before she begs
Goosebumps line my arms and legs
The neglect of our health is so reckless
I need to leave before she begs
I keep telling myself on a loop so endless

art by James Alix
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art by Andrew Guyette
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Amanda Healey

Dana Jackson

Monster

Love of Heights

After it happened,
after a boy with a disorder
the same name as mine
shot twenty-six children,
I heard the word used the first time,
the word that was trapped inside me,
the one I would never let out.
I want to ignore it
to continue my day as it was
but a voice hisses,
Don’t even try.

Displaying beautiful yellow and orange wings,
the butterfly flies high to where she sings,
sings a song of vibrating pulses,
splashing through puddles,
		
pools of intimate pleasures,
			
rich treasures never evaporate,
			
infinite vibrations,
		
complete tantalization,
exquisite creation.
Like a gentle feather over curves,
intertwined limbs spark glimmer
of a deeper connection.
The resurrection of real emotions
is like a plane taking off in motion,
the celebratory explosion.
Rain
drops
		
descend to the ocean.
The calming sounds of droplets overhead,

She is a smoky woman in the corner,
not there, but always there.
All they will see is a shooter, she says,
even if I would never do that,
never think of doing that, I say.
That doesn’t matter, she tells me.
When they look into your eyes
they will see the same monster
who stole their children.
I tell her that I don’t play those violent games.
I don’t like weapons.
No one will judge me, I say.
Millions already have judged.
They see your kind as freaks.
After it happened,
after a boy with a disorder
with the same name as mine
shot twenty-six children,
I walk in fear of the outside world.
I walk in fear of those judging eyes.
I walk in fear of being hunted down
like a monster.
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these cinematic delights while cuddling in bed.

art by Valerie Pelletier
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Destiny Lucre

Meegan Meeks

My Rose

Don’t Touch My F***ing Laundry (Respectfully Please)

My rose petals are slowly dying
for good this time.

It’s the story of the hour: you asked
me to accept this rose, waiting cusps
of breaths, prickly pricks, surging lust, under
duress do I accept. The idea more
appealing than the real deal. Do I love
thee? I said don’t touch my fucking laundry
and you touched it. With bare hands you held us
sloppily, wringing us out while I beat us
on the stone. Left exposed shuddering
in summer heat. We work to kill this love
by Beltane’s return. It’s the love story
of the hour. I said it before now
but won’t say it evermore since I left
you, lying in a crumpled linen heap.

No, you can’t water my roses every time
they begin to wilt
after you’ve neglected
their need for sunlight,
and thirst for water.
They are exhausted
and are starting to dry up like raisins,
as you strain them
with fake apologies.

art by Myles Dieuseul

art by Kennedie Dibble
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Destiny Lucre

Gentrification
You call us third world
But when we live here it’s called paradise
Our land is rooted in nutrients for soul
Yours is sowed in blood thirsty money
This is our home
Yet you pull us by our limbs
Asking us to give it away to you
Keep your money, we don’t want it
We could never put a price
On our ancestors’ home

Alyssa Newell

Come and visit, we want you to see it
See our beautiful beaches
And colorful culture

art by Aleisha DeBiase

Sister

But when you ruin our history we ask
For you to never come back

I wish we still had those pictures,
you with your mischievous eyes and bleached hair,
me with my brilliant grin, beaming out from beneath
a mountain of bubbles. We were buried under
white foam that turned into hats and beards.
Do you remember how furious my mother
and your father were with the mess we made
that night? With the sudsy balls sprawling
throughout the bathroom.
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That was the summer you taught me
what it is like to have a sister; something so different
from our brothers, who are so frequently like brutish pigs.
You managed to melt my tension
like cold butter on a hot day. We felt free
as our laughter breaking through the apartment
art by Amanda Sawtelle

like chimes shattering the hour.
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Yawen Zora Luan

The Love Experiment
Snow’s still piled up in the
parking lot, and at a table by
the window, I sit across from
Tim. His jacket screams trail
dork, blue and full of reflectors. He is underdressed,
dimpled, freshly shaven. I
prefer the short
stubble from his
profile picture.
This building,
the Real Art
Ways gallery,
occupies what
was a manufacturing facility
in the 1920s.
High ceilings
and exposed
brick walls. Too
bad the insulation system is as
historical as the
interior design.
Wearing my
favorite black
knit dress with
sparkling gold
leaves, I refuse
to layer up, not
on a second date. We are here
to test a love experiment.

chology experiment by Dr.
Arthur Aron. Answer thirtysix questions and then spend
four minutes gazing into each
other’s eyes. The experiment
will increase closeness and
intimacy, they say, and make
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Match.com recommended
Tim Jennings, TJJ2324, after I
adjusted the education level fil-

A New York Times
article tells about
a late 90s psy-

people fall in
love.

ter. He winked back. He’s polite and writes in paragraphs,
which I appreciate after three
months of pickup lines. I have
never dated an American man.
Hollywood ruined them for me
when I was a girl in China—
perfect love
interests, terrible
boyfriends.

I followed the
rules and waited
for Tim to ask
me out. Our first
date was pleasant, no dealbreakers, but
several question
marks. For the
second date, on a
whim, I suggested
trying the Times’
love experiment
in a gallery. He
agreed. I was
blind to my boldness—not until I
told a girlfriend
art by Sara Carvajal about it and her
response was
“You did what?”
1. Given the choice of
anyone in the world, whom
would you want as a dinner guest?

Tim’s answer is Elon Musk. He
talks about Tesla and SpaceX
and wants to know what the
next serial entrepreneur is up
to. I think hard and have to
tell him I don’t like the idea
of having an idol who is alive;

9. For what in your life do
you feel most grateful?
Grateful is a loaded word since
my mother’s cancer diagnosis,
a reminder of what I could
have lost and what might not

He shares his father’s heart
attack, how it changed his perspective on exercise and diets,
and his worries and frustration
about not being able to change
his father’s lifestyle. “He is
stubborn,” says Tim. We share

art by Heather Thompson

that’s how cult leaders are
made. I would rather read a
biography because it’s harder
to be disappointed by a book
than a real person. We have a
good laugh.

last. I tell Tim I am grateful for
her remission, but fearful of its
return; the tumor’s malignant
nature renders a grim prognosis.

the nagging feeling of parent
in recovery. It is never easy
to discuss. But in the gallery
by ourselves, that
bench feels like a
psychiatrist’s couch,
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except that my revelation is not
analyzed but reciprocated.                                           
19. If you knew that in one
year you would die would
you change anything about
the way you are now living? Why?
Tim says he’d quit his job. His
eyes light up while describing
a year spent mountain biking

leave something behind.
Tim tells me this: Every man
has two deaths: when he is buried in the ground and the last
time someone says his name.
How do I want to be remembered?
We admit our jobs are unfulfilling. We talk about entreprene-

The gallery is about to close.
Time’s collapsed and twisted.
So we move to a new restaurant with fresh decor and overenthusiastic waitresses. Tim
takes off his jacket and leans
back on his seat while sipping
from a bottle of craft beer, his
collared shirt slightly tightened
up on his biceps—he mentions
he owns a bench press set in

Pretty becomes I like how you take
care of yourself. Smart becomes I
like how you make financial decisions.
Kind becomes I like how you stay
connected with your family. I can’t
help but notice the intention
behind these questions—who
doesn’t like thoughtful compliments and not develop affections toward the person generously giving them?
31. When did you last cry in
front of another person? By
yourself ?
Tim tells about his last breakup.
There never seems to be a right
time to bring up the ex on a
date. I brace myself for the
discomfort, possibly crazy exstories, but can hardly hold my
curiosity. They met in college
but settled in different cities
for jobs. Together five years.
Despite the distance, they still
got engaged. He was planning
on quitting his job and moving
back to Pennsylvania to marry
her.

art by Audry Case

with his dog, Marbles, brewing beers with buddies, and
quality time with family. I want
to travel, to fall
in love, to write
about my life, to
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ship and early retirement.
Sipping my coffee, I look at his
clean-shaven face. He’s talking
about his vision for starting
a business. I wonder how it
would feel to kiss him.

his basement. He is not underdressed; he’s more comfortable
here.  
30. Tell your partner something that you like about
them already.

Then she ended it. That was all.
Tim just left. Five hours back
home. “I had to stop my car on
the side of the road because it’s
hard to drive when you cry that
much,” he says.
I still think about it: Tim inside
a parked car on the side of the
New Jersey Turnpike, surrendered to his emotions. I recall

driving on a rainy night with
dysfunctional windshield wipers, frustrated and exhausted,
the glass streaked with pollen
and rain.
What about driving with a broken heart?
I see a man who has experienced rock bottom heartbreak,
dug himself out, never bitter or
cynical, a man who’s bettered
himself and grown mature
enough to talk about the past.
He is ready to fall in love again.
My heart flutters.

photo by Miranda Brown

Just like that, our hands touch.
His palm is warm and moist,
thumb rubbing my knuckles
gently as he listens to my story.
It has been more than six hours
since the first question.
Years later, my mother’s cancer
would return, not long after
she attended our wedding.
Tim and his Dad would spend
a year renovating our rental
property—the grueling first
step of our early retirement
plan. I would quit my job, start
a business unsuccessfully—fail
miserably, to be exact—before
embarking on a new career
path. Tim never flinched.
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art by Amanda Healy
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the twentieth, that I realized my name on it.
Roger Jones. Number twenty.” My heart pounds
in my chest and the hairs on my arms stand.
I feel John’s presence. I know the only way to
temporarily relieve myself of this weight is to tell
his story for him.
“The list consisted of twenty names,
rather random. A jock, a music prodigy, an
honor roll student, a teacher, and so on. It was as
if a random generator shuffled all of our names

“I didn’t understand. The jumbled
names just didn’t make sense. I still don’t understand. How did I end up on a hit list?” I could
feel the audience tense. Expressions of fear and
sadness overcome their young faces. I don’t
remember what it was like to be their age. All
of my high school memories vanished the day
of the shooting. I dropped out of school the day
after.
“What made me the twentieth? What

Lilia Burdo

The List

I

stand trembling on stage in front of the assembly of high
schoolers. I never fail to shake telling the story. I don’t
think I’ll ever get past the quivers no matter how many
times I recite it. How long has it been? Twenty years already?
A bead of sweat drips down the side of my face. Twenty. And
I was the twentieth.
My eyes sweep over the young faces
staring intensely at me. I listen to the deafening
silence and wiggle my toes in my boat shoes. I
try to focus on my fidgeting, to ignore my pounding heart. Why do I put myself through this? I
visibly shake my head from the left to the right.
I catch John’s ghostly body out of the corner of
my eye and I remember why. I deserve to suffer
for his strength.
“I remember it vividly, too vividly. November 16th at 10:46am,
it came out. The list, that is.” I
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swallow despite my mouth being bone dry. My
sweaty palms rub against my khakis and my
curly hair acts as a sponge for my sweat. I feel
all eyes on me waiting for me; waiting for my
“heroic story.” Why any of these school administrators call my story heroic is beyond me. I did
nothing. I am merely a survivor. John Gomes
was the hero. He should be the one on this stage.
He wouldn’t be shaking up here.
“The list came out on Twitter from an
anonymous user. Twenty names were there. It
wasn’t until I read down the list, all the way to

around, and picked twenty unlucky people.
Although I was on the list, I was the luckiest out
of the twenty.” I bend down and grab a hold of
the water bottle that I was provided. My hands
are still shaking and my palms are still sweaty. As
I struggle to get the cap off, the large auditorium
is filled with silence. I close my eyes and take in
as much water as I can. I wipe my mouth with
my sleeve and recap the bottle.

			

art by Victoria Burhans

did I do to deserve to be murdered?” I can feel
my face harden. “Not a soul on that list should
have been targeted. No one should have been a
victim, no one should have died, no one should
have brought a gun that day.” I begin
to raise my voice forcefully. “I remember sitting there in the cafeteria reading
over the list. My friends were trying to
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figure out who created it. A few minutes passed
by as the whole student body buzzed about it. I
assumed a teacher was notified, but I sat there
stunned. That’s when my life changed.”
I listen for a moment as the wave of
sniffles overcome the crowd. Chills shoot down
my spine as I see the look of terror planted on
the young faces.
“The first gunshot echoed in a hallway
across from the cafeteria. I’d never heard such
a large assembly of kids go silent so quickly.
Suddenly, it was as if we were at a gun range.
The sound, oh my god
the sound.” I shake my
head back and forth and
close my eyes. “Constant
loud bangs overtook the
building. Screams shook
the walls. It was absolute
bloody chaos. Staff members closed the cafeteria
doors and several hundred
of us were crammed into
the kitchen area. People
were crying as quietly as
they could. Silent tears are
the worst tears.” I stand
there on the peeling stage.
My hands are balled in
fists, my sweat is still dripping, and my body continues to tremble. I force
myself to remember the
details, yet try to block all memories out at the
same time.
“The moment that I was most fearful
was when the cafeteria doors began to bang.
People around me let their silent tears
turn into hushed sobs. I started to
pray. I didn’t know any prayers, so
I just made one up. I prayed with
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my hands clasped together like this,” I said as I
forced my shaking hands to intertwine, “and I
prayed that I would survive the massacre that
the normal school day had turned into. ‘Dear
God, if you let me survive this moment, I will
forever try my hardest and do my best to help
others.’ I repeated those words until the shooter
shot off the locks and barged in.”
I inhale deeply and stare into the
audience. Some girl begins to cry hysterically. I
search for her in the auditorium and I spot her.

			

art by Chelsea Hyatt

She has curly hair that is dyed a bright red. I
stare at her as she continues to weep. I examine her face. That’s her. No, that can’t be her.
There is no possible way that is her. Yes, that
face. Those dark eyes and pointed chin. I can
physically feel my blood pressure rising. I see the
veins in my arms pop as my brows furrow.

“You!” I scream into the microphone.
I point my finger directly at her. “You’re Joann
Quinn, the shooter of my school.” I continue to
point my finger at her. Her face drops and her
crying ceases. She stares at me frozen. That has
to be her.
“Do you know what you put me
through? You put me and the rest of the school
through hell and back,” I scream into the microphone. I hold my head in my hands and try
to refrain from crying. “How could you have
done that? Why was I on the fucking hit list?”

others?” I shake my head violently. “I mean,
nineteen others? Do you feel any remorse or are
you happy now that you are out of fucking jail?
Did you have a good time?”
Out of the corner of my eye, I see the
administrator is waving his board faster.
The girl stands up slowly and cautiously,
as if she moves too fast she might hurt me.
“No, I am not Joann,” she says, quivering.
My chest falls up and down as all of my
pent up anger and sadness and confusion pours
out of me. I begin to weep
hysterically and shout
nonsense at no one. I spew
profanities and throw my
microphone as hard as
I can toward Joann; she
screams. I hit my target
and feel a disgusting sense
of satisfaction.
		
I am tightly
grasped onto and dragged
to the back wings of the
stage. I kick, punch, claw,
bite; whatever I need to
do to get him to let go. He
only holds onto me tighter.
		
“Knock it off,”
the school police officer
says.
		
“Fuck you!
You’re supporting Joann
art by Elizabeth Hieronymus
She looks paralyzed as if she were playing
over me!”
dead. An administrator stands up from the
“Sir, that was not Joann.
crowd.
Come on.” He drags me outside and onto the
“Okay, I think that will conclude this
cold sidewalk. I hear an announcement: “Lock
assembly. Everyone, let’s file out,” he says while
down, this is not a drill,” I feel my
waving a flimsy clipboard.
body continue to tense and my an“No! Tell me! What the hell did I do
ger rises from deep within.
that made you want to kill me, or the twenty
“Are you fucking serious?

29

The school just initiated a lockdown because of
me? I’m a victim of a school shooting,” I shout at
the officer. He looks at me with a stone cold face.
“Mr. Jones, I’m going to escort you from
the school grounds. Let’s go.” I spit at his shoes
and feel the tears begin to build.
Stop it, don’t cry.
“I am going to need back up. I am at
Wales High.”
“I’m fine!” I feel tears start rolling
down my cheeks, dripping off into the grass. My
thoughts are unclear. I don’t even know what to
think. “Damn it,” I scream. I dig my fingers into
my curly hair. I force myself to pull my hair until
a clump comes out.
I don’t deserve to be here. I should have
been the twentieth.
“Sir, take a moment to calm down. I
know you’ve been through a lot. I’m sorry. You
shouldn’t have had to go through that. You are a
strong, brave person. Just take a minute to collect
yourself - ”
“I am not brave! I didn’t do anything!
The goddamn shooter wanted me and I grabbed
my best friend, John, and used him as a human
shield! A human shield! Shit. He took my spot
on the fucking hit list, but yes, keep calling me a
hero.”
I hear sirens quickly approaching the
school building. I gasp for air as I try to hold
back my sobs, but I can’t. My anger forces me to
scream. I feel the officer’s grasp tighten again. I
begin to try to ram him into the wall.
“Let me go!” I spit at his face. I push
with every inch of my body to retaliate, to fight
back, to pretend I am doing the heroic thing and
fighting against the enemy.
A cop car pulls up on the sidewalk. I can feel the security guard
exhale in relief. I use that moment
of relaxation to push even harder.
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He collapses onto the ground and I hear footsteps
running towards us. More sirens fill the distance.
I slap his face.
“Hey! Get off of him,” the other cop
yells. “Put your hands behind your back!”
“I was supposed to be the twentieth! I
deserve to die for what I did!”
“Put your hands behind your back!”
“Shoot! Go ahead and shoot me!” I
scream. Give him a reason to shoot. I place my
hands around the school security’s throat. I put
as much body pressure as I can onto his throat. I
can see my tears drip onto his reddening face. He
wheezes and tries to throw me off of him.
The other cop quickly tackles me. I tumble onto the ground as he pins my arms against
my back. I breathe a sigh of relief and let him
arrest me without a fight. Please take me away.
“Get up, Mr. Jones.”
I stand up slowly. I feel dirt sticking to
where my tears rolled down my face. One of the
cops holds me by the elbow, guiding me toward
the police car. I calmly climb into the backseat
and silently thank the policeman for putting me
in handcuffs.
Time in jail might just serve John Gomes
the justice he never got.
As we pull away from the school, I think
about the girl who looks like Joann. I hope she
forgives me.
_____________________
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Daniel Smith

Krista Watson

The Stain

the substance of scarecrows

The shape of it bends on the folds.
A pox on the white cotton.
If I am naked, I imagine the stain
permanent on my skin.

We are born shaken out of our mothers’ veins
and hung to dry in a field of crows.
They’re laughable, as they hop from shoulder,
to elbow, to ringfinger. A reminder: you must sew closed
all your frayed ends, all your loose-button dreams— or they will rip
you from the root, thread you through their arteries, to pump
their blood, to hold up their own flimsy, feather bodies.
An impossible scarecrow: harnessed to the breadstick
crucifix of your mothers, unstrippable, inedible—
they will beg for the acrid playthings inside you.

The shape of it grows over joints.
It spreads farther over coarse fabric.
If I was naked, I imagine the stain
as a tattoo across my chest.
The shape of it forms grasping hands.
Turning the linen into choking knots.
If I am naked, I imagine the stain
like hot tar poured down my back.
The shape of it multiplies in my mind.
Acid ruptures any remaining bonds.
If I was naked, I imagine the stain
has painted me black against your sky.
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Kat Terban

I Need Him to Survive
I spend my nights listening to the rasp and rattle of your breath
Hearing the snik snak of your toenails scraping the sheets
I’ll rub thumb against pointer in a rough, slow battle of grooves
A jazz drum solo, live in my chest
Hearing the snik snak of your toenails scraping the sheets
Panic, woven tight, loomed sharp with doubt
A jazz drum solo, live in my chest
At least the sharks will not be your end
Panic, woven tight, loomed sharp with doubt
I know how easy it would be to slip away
At least sharks will not be your end
Though hulking darkness swims forever at your side
I know how easy it would be to slip away
I spend my nights listening to the rasp and rattle of your breath
Though hulking darkness swims forever at your side
I’ll rub thumb against pointer in a rough, slow battle of grooves

art by Raul Molina
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Mariana Morales

That One Morning
He got up one morning. No, not from his bed.
From an old mattress his parents bought a long time ago.
He heard his mother cry and his father reassure her, “Es por su bien mija.”
He did not understand then, and does not understand now, why is it better for him?
He woke up one morning, in a house built from sticks. No, a proper home for a child.
Little did he know that morning his mother was mourning his departure. No, he was not dead.
But soon he will know that death disguises itself as hope that steals
from you even the last desire to live.
His mother packed up his clothes in his backpack. A bag he used to take to school
before he had to work with his father to make ends meet.
That one morning they ran out of food, and like Hansel and Gretel, his parents abandoned him.
Not in a forest. But on the border. A witch did not kidnap him, but a coyote.
The coyotes in America are criminals, but in the rest of the world they are heroes.
They promised his family he’d better off on the other side of the border.
But all they care about is money.
The morning after, the coyote separated him forever from his parents and culture.
Left alone at the U.S. border, he desperately looked for someone
and found a man who looked like a police officer. He asked for help.
The man spoke Spanish, at least.
The man brought him to a gym where people are held like prisoners.
People like him, who once had a home
and now have nothing. He remembers his father’s words, “Es por su bien mija.”
But how is it better?
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Kat Terban

outside a town named dorothy, 1974
this high speed freight train makes ghosts
of us, eating itself full, the farm stripped
a howling funnel breaks the dry ground
the neighbor’s herd of steers sweep by
a harvester abandoned to fate is lost
leaves whisper in your wake to run
faster, you race across acres, corn high
warning sirens roar from five miles away
anvils pounded by lightning on the horizon
air heavy with empty petrichor and static
clouds form and gather, sky grayed
particulates and dandelion seeds,
air, disturbed, swirled upward
the butterfly’s wings flapped
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Siara Chanterelle

Callie Engelbrecht

He Knows No More Than I

Poisonous

He is the figure in my periphery
who has no discernible features
who plagues me with his sighs
and snide, derisive comments

I love you like destruction loves old buildings,
the kind with termite-infested wood
and rusting water pipes.
I seep into your bones, your foundation,
a blight that spreads and cripples
until there’s nothing left of you.

I vie for control of my consciousness
writhing under his stares
shedding layers of hesitancy
replacing them with eagerness and false confidence
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I love you like a priest loves a sinner,
offering eternity for flesh and blood
under a looming promise of hell.
You kneel at my altar and confess,
praying that you did everything right,
but it’s never enough.

When she interlaces her fingers with mine
and cuts platonic ties
he makes sure to point out
the ones that still remain
My stomach churns
to echoes of her breath
over mumbles
and static laughter

I love you like a tidal wave loves a lone ship
floating defenseless on an endless sea,
a wooden toy tossed by churning crests.
You fight to stay afloat,
but I always swallow you up in the end.

For a moment I feel weightless
even under the weight of her
until he mutters into my ear
“She’s using you again”

When I look into your eyes
I finally understand
why the Greeks saw the Gods as men.

My mind and body separate
I hear only his words
while I run my fingers along her back
and absently press my lips to hers
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And I know that when you look into mine,
you see the devil in the Garden of Eden,
a fatal illusion, coaxing you to take a bite.

As I pull away
she whispers “I love you”
I wish I knew
in which way
And since she’s left
he and I still can’t decide
into which wind she threw caution
and why she kissed me that night
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Amanda Baranowski

Vegetarian
When you were young,
spending hours beneath the heart-shaped foliage
of your grandparents’ backyard tree
atop a stained granite bench,
an old, floppy book in hand,
cigarette fumes clinging to the page
even forty years after they’d kicked the habit,
you wouldn’t know the world well enough
to decipher its jet-ink markings.
In this chapter, a young girl
who isn’t all that different from you
has found herself at the bottom of a hole,
which she was led to by a curious white rabbit.
You don’t think much of it at the time –
(time: “Oh dear! Oh dear! I shall be too late!”)
– because her dreams were enough to guide her from there.
But when you see that rabbit now,
its frost pelt and blood-red eyes
might be incentive enough.
You are a vegetarian, sure,
but if you see that rabbit
while you’re by the riverbank,
you might snap its neck.

It should be so obvious to a smart young girl
that the odds are not in her favor
when the rabbit knows the landscape well enough
to execute an escape route when targeted –
for it was munching on her clover not more than a minute beforehand.
So when you see that rabbit,
chase it to the water’s edge in hopes to trap it.
Grab it by its goofy ears
and throw it into the waves.
Drown it, strangle it, chop it up
and scatter it around for the rodents of the wooded trail.
Let them be blissfully unaware,
then let them regurgitate it in chunks.
Let them learn not to go munching on a girl’s clover
without her consent

One theory is this:
if you take a good, hard look at white rabbits
they really aren’t sweet bunnies at all.
The twitch of their nose is a warning,
the thump of their back legs a primal rhythm.
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Callie Engelbrecht

Letter to my Brother
On the ashes of that honeyed summer day,
the sun dripping like melting wax
you taught me to pump my legs on the swing
going higher, higher, higher.
It was the first time I tasted the sky.
The air was baked with toasted marshmallows
and my heart sang out a gentle melody.
Years later, I watched them lead you into a flaming ruin,
the vast inkiness of the night swallowing me
as red and blue blinked their hatred
and the harsh clink of metal echoed in my ears.
You weren’t the same when you came back,
your voice shrouded by a cruel bite
and your eyes dulled from unspoken secrets.
You taught me what it feels like to fly,
while showing me how easy it is to fall.
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Stephen Campiglio

Maura O’Connor

Perennial

How to Hold the Heart

A blooming rose bush on the rotary’s island
bursts the damp evening’s gloom
in this City of Roses,
with its overcast temperament.
We’re buried with flowers.
They die with us.
In turn the living’s potpourri
enlivens the room where memory
for the dead’s groomed.
We call our City Roses.

What is there in the jar that isn’t also in the river?
What can you find in the house that is not in the city?
This world is the jar, the Heart the river;
This world is the house, the Heart the city of miracles. - Jalal-ud-Din Rumi
When I was younger
I painted Ball jars
and the light that touched
the objects within.
I traced the outlines
like a lover, onto paper and canvas,
seeing in each vessel
the containment of a world.
These many years later, I can count
the pieces cut out of me–
tonsils, wisdom teeth,
bone spurs, babies,
cancer. Looking upon
the ledger, I see no heart there.
It may be in the jar, still.

art by Ryan Fries
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Steve Straight

Mikehenge
As I set Mikey’s plate down on the kitchen floor
at 6:01 p.m. on July 25th, lo and behold
his sacred ceramic circle is bathed in sunlight
and while I’m not sure about his belief system
he bows to eat the Wellness Chicken and Herring Paté
as if in prayer.
Of course as a cat he could find his food
in the dark, but surely this shaft of gold
has layers of illumination.
OK, so it’s a month and change since the holy solstice
but it is the Feast of Saint James,
and on a Sunday, no less
and while this isn’t Chichen Itza
or the Great Pyramid of Giza
or even Chico Canyon
when he rises to circle the plate
in clockwise rumination
and then bends to his task again
I can’t help noticing how his four legs
capture the light, and like stone columns
cast shadows dependent on this day and time
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and a hush seems to fall over the kitchen.

photo by Katherine Krakowski
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Jeanine DeRusha

Rocket
When he dug a hole beneath the hasta
and plodded dirty paws
through the porch and across the pool deck,
I took away his beloved toy,
a green frisbee, the squeaker torn out,
and hid it in the house, leaving him worrying
the lawn in circles, smelling the toy’s scent
everywhere it tends to sit, near the hemlock row,
by the side gate, entirely ignoring my unfathomable
speech about the upturned hasta, entirely unable
to perceive the relationship between his action
and punishment, nothing able to quench his need
to walk the grounds with the frisbee dangling
from one incisor until he drops it at anyone’s feet,
flopping its wet rubber body in front of you,
an invitation to join him in an infinite loop
of fetch, nothing else giving him such pleasure,
not pets or snacks, not walks where he’s allowed
to sniff uninterrupted every tuft of grass and fallen twig,
just his green circle soaring over shrubs,
his eye tracking its arc as he muscles
around the forsythia and pool filter,
over and over, just this game
or hope of this game. Of course I gave the toy
back, life being entirely complicated,
except for this.
photo by Sam Buchek
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