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Escape
Isabella	Moraschi
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Asylum	of	The	Mind	
Amir	Morgan	

		

Beneath	my	exterior,	the	mirage	and	act	that	I	sustain,	

is	someone	you	will	never	meet	because	you	are	not	obliged	to.	

An	entity	of	mixed	emotions,	

shackled	to	the	confines	of	motor	functions,	

watching	as	the	movie	of	my	reality	plays	out	behind	the	curtains	of

blinking	eyes.	

It	is	the	epitome	of	duality,	the	real	me,	a	winding	helix;	

a	selfless	devil	and	jaded	angel,	motionless	within	the	straitjacket	of

fraudulent	intent.	

It	is	my	inner	voice,	whispering	words	of	action,	

haunting	me	until	they	seep	into	the	deepest	crevices	of	my

subconscious.	

Rivaling	it	is	equivalent	to	a	razored	wrist,	

as	angst	bleeds	and	consumes	me	from	the	inside	out.	

Succumbing	to	its	wishes,	as	alluring	as	it	may	be,	would	result	in	the

damaging	of	others.	

There	is	no	escape	either	way.	
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Reverse	
Jacara	Reid	

		

Can	I	get	to	you?	

I	see	my	presence	is	shifting	you	

I’m	running	out	of	patience	

I	need	your	heart	on	a	clock	

Are	you	listening?	

I	have	to	make	sure	I’m	suffering	from	being	claustrophobic	

Because	I	find	myself	needing	your	warmth.	

I	often	question	if	I	can	really	get	to	you	

Because	I	must	know	if	my	heart’s	enough	to	shift	you.	

Your	heart	reminds	me	of	a	reversible	curtain.	

I	find	myself	wanting	to	be	released	into	you	

Does	that	make	sense?	

I	often	hit	you	with	play-doh	rhymes	because	

Our	connection	reminds	me	of	summer	time.	

If	I	could	describe	you	

I	would	say	you’re	a	slow	beat	to	a	catchy	rhyme	

When	I’m	around	you,	your	heart	often	beats	like	a	damaged	lung.	

I	know	other	women	may	have	treated	you	like	broken	concrete	

But	I’m	telling	you	now	I	haven’t	finished	putting	in	my	time	sheet.	
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Mary	Grace	Murray

Queen	of	Roses		
							Caitlin	Friel		
		

												Magic.	Every	child	in	the	realm	was	raised	to	fear	it,	the	stories	of

its	destruction	imbuing	terror	in	the	little	ones	that	would	follow	them

into	adulthood.	It	was	a	dangerous	thing,	especially	because	it	was

unable	to	be	controlled	by	human	beings.	Many	tried,	but	these

unfortunate	people	did	not	last	long	under	its	demanding,	damaging

influence.	The	mystic	arts	affected	the	would-be	sorcerers	like	opium	or

nicotine;	addictive	and	deadly.	It	was	in	hushed	whispers	in	the	dark

corners	of	taverns	where	the	first	traces	of	this	story	began.	Rumors	had

spread	of	a	great	power	coming	to	the	far	side	of	the	country,	and	the

king	was	in	search	of	a	warrior	to	end	it.	This	was	how	Sir	Koras	Prenn

began	on	the	path	to	glory.		

												Koras’s	horse	Tialvo	brought	him	to	the	castle	gates,	imposing

wrought	iron,	and	the	light	of	dawn	reflected	off	of	the	twisted	metal.	The

knight	swallowed	his	uncertainty	and	called	to	the	lookouts	to	let	him	in.

After	a	minor	argument	on	his	reasons	and	qualifications	for	being	there,

the	gates	swung	open,	allowing	Tialvo	to	whinny	and	trot	into	the	castle

courtyard.	Several	people	paused	their	activities	to	catch	a	glimpse	of	the

visitor,	who	puffed	up	proudly	under	the	attention.	He	supposed	he	was	a

picturesque	hero,	with	unruly	blond	hair,	sharp	blue	eyes,	and	shining

silver	armor	with	a	sword	to	match.		

												A	few	guards	approached,	obviously	to	escort	Koras	to	their	king.

Koras	dismounted	and	allowed	a	stable	boy	to	take	his	horse	away	with	a

promise	to	provide	warm	hay	and	fresh	apples.	The	soldiers	brought	the

visitor	into	a	massive	throne	room	with	spiraling	columns,	patterned

floor,	arched	ceiling,	finely-stitched	curtains,	and	colored	windows.	All	of

these	things	were	of	the	finest	materials;	flawless	alabaster,	shimmering

gold	inlay,	polished	marble,	heavy	brocade,	and	crackless	glass.	It	was

too	much,	too	extravagant,	even	for	him.	He	had	seen	his	fair	share	of

garish	opulence,	but	this	castle	took	the	cake.	Most	of	whom	he	had

served	had	the	decency	to	not	show	off	like	this.		

												“My	king,”	he	knelt	before	the	king	and	queen.	“I	am	Sir	Koras

Prenn,	and	I	have	come	to	answer	your	summons.”	No	one	had	told	him

of	a	small	bit	of	unsettling	information	regarding	the	king:	his	eyes	were

of	a	vibrant	yellow	hue,	like	molten	gold.	They	were	disturbingly

unnatural.		

												King	Operio	chortled,	“Brave	man.	You	answer	without	knowing

what	it	is	you	are	facing?”
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												A	muscle	in	Koras’s	jaw	twitched,	“I	did	not	hear	of	any	who	knew

details	regarding	your	troubles,	my	king.”		

												“That	is	because	we	did	not	share	any,”	Queen	Yvin	sniffed.	“Those

who	answered	would	show	loyalty	by	being	willing	to	face	any	beast	for

their	king.”		

												Operio	frowned,	“Come	now,	Yvin.	He	has	come	to	save	us	all!	Be

glad!”		

												“I	shall	be	glad	when	the	monster	is	dead,”	the	queen	snapped,	her

angular	face	warping	in	a	snarl.		

												Her	husband	faced	Koras	with	a	sigh,	“How	soon	can	you	be	ready

to	fight,	visitor?	We	will	compensate	you	for	your	efforts,	of	course.”		

												Koras	unsheathed	his	longsword,	“Immediately.”		

												Before	the	knight	was	about	to	ride	off	to	his	foe,	the	king

approached,	his	crimson	cloak	billowing	in	the	spring	breeze	behind	him.

The	blond	greeted	Operio	cautiously,	but	the	king	only	laughed.		

												“Be	calm,	my	friend,”	he	smiled.	“I	only	wish	to	educate	you	on

what	you	are	about	to	face.	You	will	go	to	the	center	of	Jaderoot	Forest,

where	you	will	find	an	open	clearing.	Today	is	a	night	of	revelry	for	the

Fair	Folk	there.	The	one	you	are	to	kill	is	the	highest	ranking	member	of

their	society.”		

												Koras	blinked,	“Your	majesty,	with	all	due	respect,	that	would	not

be	an	easy	task.	Surely,	this	fae	will	be	protected?”		

												“During	nights	like	these,	the	guards	do	more	celebrating	than

protecting.	You	should	have	little	trouble,	if	any.	Oh,	before	I	forget,

remember	this:	not	everything	is	as	it	appears	when	it	comes	to	the	Fair

Folk.	This	being	may	seem…	aesthetically	pleasing,	but	it	and	its

offspring	need	to	fall.	For	the	good	of	the	kingdom.”		

												Koras	nodded	seriously	and	set	himself	into	Tialvo’s	saddle,	“I	will

do	my	best	to	be	an	honorable	servant,	your	majesty.	Hiyah!”		

												The	ride	to	the	forest	was	a	long	one,	and	by	the	time	that	the

knight	reached	the	wood’s	edge,	the	sun	was	already	high	in	the	sky.

Although	Koras	entreated	his	horse	to	continue	to	the	forest,	Tialvo	grew

more	and	more	frightened	with	every	moment	and	reared	up.	Koras

groaned	as	he	hit	the	ground	flat	on	his	back,	his	horse	backing	away

from	the	greenery.		

“Fine,	then,”	Koras	grumbled,	picking	himself	up.	“Stay	out	here,	bloody

traitor.”	Tialvo	nickered	at	his	rider	as	he	walked	toward	the	forest,

drawn	sword	in	hand.		

												Koras	shivered	at	the	atmosphere	surrounding	and	permeating

Jaderoot	and	mumbled	to	himself	nonsensically	to	distract	himself.	The

air	seemed	thick	with	fear,	the	grass	was	dark	with	envy,	the	trees	were

solid	with	anger,	the	leaves	fell	with	despair.	Few	sunbeams	were	able	to

sneak	down	between	the	branches,	giving	Koras	only	mottled	light	to
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guide	him.	Upon	further	inspection,	the	stranger	noticed	that	the	bark	on

the	trees	was	an	odd	color,	not	the	usual	brown	he	was	expecting.	Instead,

he	realized	how	the	forest	got	its	name.	Every	tree	and	root	was	a	dark

mottled	green	that	sparkled	when	a	drop	of	sunlight	glanced	over	it.

Despite	this	strangeness,	Koras	continued	on,	the	promise	of	gold	lifting

and	planting	his	feet	for	him.	Had	his	eyes	been	more	open	to	discovery,	he

would	have	noticed	the	blossoms	of	silver,	gold,	and	copper	up	high	in	the

trees.		

												The	stranger’s	armor	clinked	with	every	step,	but	he	was	beginning

to	lose	hope.	Had	the	king	sent	him	on	a	wild	goose	chase?	Was	there	even

a	beast	for	him	to	vanquish?	No,	of	course	there	was.	The	queen	was	far	too

furious	for	there	to	not	be.	Soon,	as	he	trudged	deeper	and	deeper	into	the

wood,	the	sounds	of	music	and	singing	alerted	Koras	to	his	quarry.

Quickly,	he	darted	to	hide	behind	a	bush	and	slowly	peeked	around	it	to

determine	his	plan	of	attack.		

												Although	the	king	told	him	about	the	celebration,	nothing	could

have	prepared	Koras	for	the	sight	before	him.	In	the	clearing,	there	was	a

great	bonfire,	the	flames	reaching	at	least	twice	the	height	of	Tialvo	when

he	stood	on	his	back	legs.	Around	it	danced	and	sang	a	mob	of	beings,	such

as	satyrs,	nymphs,	centaurs,	elves,	and	fairies.	A	group	of	fae	was	playing

the	music	on	the	edge	of	the	open	space,	their	instruments	of	fine	wood.

Little	lights	were	rapidly	darting	around,	providing	softer	light	than	that	of

the	fire.	There	was	a	throne	across	the	clearing,	one	of	braided	wood	and

blooms.	Intuition	told	him	that	was	where	he	would	find	the	one	he	sought.

Koras	gulped;	magic	was	humming	in	the	air,	charging	it	with	more

powerful	energy	than	he	had	ever	felt	before.	He	then	fully	understood	how

dangerous	this	task	was	and	hoped	that	no	one	would	see	him	bring	down

his	blade	on	his	target.	A	high	giggle	sounded	next	to	his	ear,	and	Koras

jolted,	turning	to	face	one	of	the	small	lights,	which	he	suddenly	knew	to	be

a	fairy	who	was	no	larger	than	his	pinky.	He	cast	a	confused	glance	to	the

fire,	where	several	human-sized	fairies	were	dancing,	their	wings	giving

them	away.	The	giggle	rang	again,	and	it	spoke,	having	to	fly	next	to	his	ear

again	for	him	to	hear	it	properly	over	the	crowd.		

												“We	can	turn	big,”	she	twittered	cheerfully.	“Some	just	don't	want

to.”		

												Koras	smirked,	“Oh?	Why	is	that?”	The	fairy	opened	her	mouth	to

answer,	but	another	voice	beat	her	to	it.		

												“Because	changing	our	size	leaves	us	exposed	to	certain	dangers.”		

												Koras’s	head	snapped	to	the	side	and	saw	the	speaker.	This	was	a

human-sized	female	fairy,	with	waist-long	obsidian	hair,	piercing	emerald

eyes,	and	a	blood-red	dress.	This	gown	had	apparently	been	stitched	and

cut	and	colored	to	resemble	a	rose.	Her	wings	were	like	that	of	a	butterfly

but	seemed...	frayed	at	the	edges.	Onyx	designs	decorated	the	appendages,

contrasting	beautifully	with	the	scarlet	background.	On	her	head	was	a
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wreath	of	crimson	rose	blooms	and	green	leaves,	woven	together	like	a

crown.		

												She	smiled	kindly	at	his	alarmed	expression,	“Be	calm,	stranger.	I

welcome	you	to	our	gathering.	Come,	drink	and	be	merry.”		

												“You…	do	not	wish	to	kill	me?”	Koras’s	brow	furrowed,	bewildered.		

												“No,”	she	shook	her	head.	“You	have	given	me	no	reason	to	wish	for

your	death.	After	watching	my	people	for	a	time,	you	did	not	move	to	attack,

like	another	human	might.	Oh,	and	Aine?	Grainne	is	asking	for	you	by	the

moonstone.	She	said	she	had	an	idea	and	that	you	would	know	what	that

meant.”		

												The	tiny	fairy	flared	her	pale	yellow	wings	and	grinned	at	the	taller

fae,	“Yes!	The	annual	prank,	here	I	come!”		

												“Those	two,	always	getting	into	trouble,”	the	red-winged	fairy

grumbled	good-naturedly.	After	a	moment,	she	faced	Koras	once	more	with

a	sigh,	“My	deepest	apologies.	It	is	unbecoming	for	a	queen	to	handle	such

matters	in	front	of	a	guest.”	She	offered	a	hand,	“Do	you	not	wish	to

celebrate?”		

												“Queen?”	Koras	gulped,	accepting	her	hand	to	pull	himself	up.	“I	was

unaware	that	the	fae	lived	under	a	monarchy.”		

												She	laughed,	“For	every	cluster	of	Fair	Folk,	there	is	a	chosen

protector.	This	being	is	gifted	the	title	of	King,	Queen,	or	Ruler	in	exchange

for	defense	and	guidance.	I	was	chosen	for	the	position,	and	my	people

named	me	the	queen	of	the	Jadewood	Fair	Folk.”		

												“Your	grace,”	Koras	bowed	his	head	respectfully,	all	too	aware	of	his

knightly	oath	of	loyalty	and	servitude.	“I	would	be	honored	to	accept	your

invitation.”		

												Koras	Prenn	soon	learned	that	the	fae	were	not	at	all	like	he	had	been

taught.	Instead	of	being	drunken	savages,	he	learned	that	they	were

affectionate,	friendly,	joyful	beings.	Although	they	did	enjoy	their	alcohol,

not	one	fell	into	the	deadly	sleep	state	that	the	stranger	had	seen	befall

certain	men	at	taverns.	The	more	sober	of	the	group	had	welcomed	Koras

into	the	fray	with	open	arms,	and	a	centaur	had	even	complimented	him	on

his	sword.	A	dryad	had	drunkenly	plopped	a	loosely-braided	flower	crown	on

his	head,	but,	unfortunately,	the	stems	unwound	shortly	after.	The	visitor

watched	the	queen	from	the	corner	of	his	eye.	She	did	not	appear

threatening,	with	her	wings	lowered	to	the	ground	and	dragging	behind	her

like	a	cape.	The	fairy	seemed	to	be	ensuring	her	people	were	enjoying

themselves	and	looked	on	with	a	secret	smile.	Koras	jolted	and	gaped	as	she

approached	what	looked	like	a	small	cradle	slung	from	two	tree	branches

and	pulled	out	a	bundle	of	blankets.	The	music	and	dancing	stilled	while	she

bounced	it	in	her	arms.		

												“I	would	like	to	thank	you	all	for	coming	tonight!”	She	beamed	at	the

cheering	crowd.	“And	now,	for	why	I	have	called	you	all	here!”	The	queen
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shifted	the	white	blankets	and	revealed	a	rounded	face	to	the	assemblage.	“I

present	to	you	my	son,	Oran,	heir	to	Jadewood	Forest!”	A	deafening	roar

rose	up	from	the	crowd,	but	dread	clawed	its	way	up	Koras’s	throat	like	bile.		

												“Long	live	Queen	Danu!	Long	live	Prince	Oran!”	The	chant	rang	over

and	over	again,	but	Koras	could	not	find	it	in	himself	to	join	in.	Did	the	king

know	about	this?	Did	he	want	him	to	murder	an	infant?	Operio	had	said	to

kill	the	highest	ranking	member	of	this	society	as	well	as	its	offspring.	There

was	no	contest	as	to	who	they	were:	Queen	Danu	and	her	son.		

												The	knight	gulped	uncomfortably	and	walked	backwards	slowly	into

the	shadows.	If	he	was	to	obey	the	king’s	orders,	he	would	need	to	be	stealthy

about	it.	He	unsheathed	his	sword	as	the	cheers	and	music	resumed,	the

steel’s	scraping	scream	unheard	over	the	din.	The	sword,	which	he	had	put

away	to	join	the	festivities,	had	never	failed	him	before.	Koras’s	form	was

soon	swallowed	by	darkness,	and	he	began	to	creep	up	behind	the	fairy

queen.	With	a	trembling,	tearful	breath,	the	assassin	hefted	the	blade	up	in	a

high	arc.		

												Danu	turned	just	in	time	to	witness	her	own	assassination	attempt.

She	screamed	and	ducked	away	from	the	falling	sword	as	it	hissed	through

the	air.		

												The	fairy	heard	it	hit	the	grass	where	she	once	stood,	“Why	are	you

doing	this?”	Her	question	flew	from	her	lips	like	a	bean	sidhe’s	cry,	but	Koras

merely	continued	on	his	quest,	swinging	wildly,	one	such	attack	striking	her

in	the	shoulder,	another	upturning	wine	onto	the		

bonfire.	Hearing	the	commotion,	many	of	the	fae	and	magical	beings	that

had	gathered	fled	with	screeches	of	terror	and	anguish.	As	much	as	they

loved	their	queen,	there	would	be	little	for	them	to	do	against	a	knight	in	full

armor.	A	few	of	Danu’s	courageous	subjects	roared	in	outrage	and	tried	to

charge	the	man,	teeth	and	stone	knives	bared.	A	centaur	whinnied	and

kicked	his	front	hooves	in	an	attempt	to	separate	the	two,	and	a	naiad

pressed	healing	seaweed	to	her	monarch’s	wound	in	an	effort	to	staunch	the

bleeding.	Koras	stumbled	back	and	landed	on	a	large	rock	with	his	hand

pressed	to	his	forehead.	Blood	oozed	from	between	his	fingers	and	his	teeth

gnashed	like	a	rabid	dog,	focused	on	one	thought	and	one	alone:	Kill.		

												Koras’s	main	target	was	blocked	by	the	centaur	and	a	few	satyrs,

stragglers	in	their	drunken	stupor,	but	his	secondary	one	was	close	by.	With

a	grim	stare,	he	locked	eyes	with	Danu	as	he	shuffled	to	the	crib	and	watched

as	Danu’s	eyes	widened	in	horrified	realization.		

												“No!”	She	screamed,	tears	beginning	to	roll	down	her	cheeks.	“Don't

hurt	my	baby!	Kill	me!	Kill	me!”	Scarlet	wings	spread,	but	the	naiad

restrained	her.	“Let	me	go!	I	am	your	queen!	I	will	save	my	son!”	The	infant,

who	was	even	too	young	to	open	his	eyes,	began	to	wail	when	Koras	gripped

the	edge	of	the	cradle.	None	of	the	subjects	of	the	queen	dared	to	move	an

inch,	fearing	for	Oran’s	life.
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												He	braced	himself	to	do	the	deed,	his	sword	tip	poking	the	child’s

neck,	when	he	suddenly	dropped	the	blade	onto	the	ground	with	a	strangled

cry,	“No.	I	can't	do	this.”	The	honorable	knight	for	hire	fell	to	one	knee	in

front	of	the	prince,	his	head	bowed.	“I'll	not	kill	a	child.”	The	sigh	of	relief	of

those	around	seemed	palpable,	but	tension	returned	to	the	scene	when	Koras

stood	and	turned	to	face	Danu	with	a	dark	grimace.	“But	I	will	kill	you.”		

												A	satyr,	who	had	been	sneaking	around	the	clearing	for	some	time,

snatched	the	child	from	the	crib	and	held	it	close	before	darting	into	the

foliage,	with	a	few	fairies	and	nymphs	in	tow.	Koras	snarled	at	the	departing

company,	but	instead	of	giving	chase,	focused	his	attention	on	the	boy’s

mother.	He	picked	up	his	sword	and	brandished	it	like	a	master,	displaying

his	canines	as	Danu	did	the	same.	She	surprised	him	when	she	pulled	two

daggers	from	bracelets	on	her	forearms,	which	he	now	recognized	as

vambraces.	The	fairy	seemed	to	favor	the	reverse	grip,	with	her	thumbs	on

the	pommels,	and	the	two	circled	each	other.	Members	of	the	court	backed

away	from	the	two,	realizing	that	this	was	their	queen’s	fight	alone.		

												What	happened	next	would	be	remembered	by	both	species	for

generations	to	come.	The	two	warriors	clashed	on	the	battlefield,	metal

screeching	as	it	collided.	Bruises,	scrapes,	cuts,	and	gashes	were	worn	on

both	parties,	each	reluctantly	impressed	with	the	other’s	abilities.	Despite

Danu’s	skill	and	her	fury,	she	was	no	match	to	a	being	in	full	armor	when	all

she	had	were	her	daggers	and	vambraces.	Koras	soon	had	her	pinned	to	the

ground	with	his	boot,	the	side	of	his	sword	hovering	over	her	neck.	She

glared	defiantly.		

												“You	will	not	go	after	my	son?	You	will	not	harm	my	people?”		

												Koras’s	eyes	narrowed,	“No.”		

												She	hummed,	closed	her	eyes,	and	rested	her	head	on	the	grass,	“Then

I	will	accept	an	honorable	death.	I	will	see	my	family	again.”	The	knight

lifted	his	blade	and	swung	it	like	a	lumberjack.		

												Queen	Danu’s	head	was	frozen	in	a	permanent,	serene	smile.		

												It	did	not	take	long	for	those	remaining	to	flee	into	the	bowels	of

Jaderoot	Forest,	all	the	while	moaning	in	mourning	for	their	queen.	Koras

sullenly	found	his	way	to	Tialvo,	who	had	been	eating	the	grass	surrounding

the	wood.	His	horse	neighed	happily	at	the	sight	of	his	master,	who	attached

the	sword	and	scabbard	to	his	flanks	before	mounting.		

												While	the	assassin	rode	off	to	deliver	the	news,	a	young	prince	was

awakening	from	a	safe	nap	in	a	satyr’s	arms.	Oran	wiggled	about

uncomfortably	before	scrunching	up	his	little	face	in	the	utmost

concentration.	Two	tiny	eyes	opened	for	the	first	time,	their	depths	swirling

like	molten	gold.
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Forget	Me	Not	
Amanda	D’Orsi	

		

Act	4,	Scene	7	

		

Forget	it	not:	1920,	

With	plenty	of	grass	and	river	and	sky.	

Try	to	think	of	July,	

And	the	water	rushing	by.	

Remember	the	feet,	bare,	while	dancing	along.	

Remember	the	sweet	air	while	singing	so	strong.	

Alas,	sweet	lady,	what	imports	this	song?	

Forget	it	not:	the	seventh,	

The	pleasant	presence	of	petals	in	the	breeze,	

River	rushing	to	her	knees	,	

Leaves	in	the	trees	looking	pleased	with	their	place,	

The	smile	on	her	face	as	she	races	ahead.	

One	woe	doth	tread	upon	another’s	heel	

So	fast	they	follow.	

Forget	her	not:	golden	curls	in	the	shadows.	

Tiptoes	on	the	stones	as	her	tune	turns	staccato,	

Her	breath	turns	allegro	and	time	turns	legato.	

Remember	the	flow	as	it	flew	past	her	feet,	

Beating	heart	now	a	part	of	the	river’s	retreat.	

Forgive	her:	mother	nature,	who	gave	her	the	danger.	

She	desired	such	a	child	to	call	her	own,	

Such	beautiful	thing	she	could	not	let	alone.	

And	her	greedy	grasp	made	its	speedy	snatch.	

		

Down	her	weedy	trophies	and	herself	

fell	in	the	weeping	brook.
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Forget	me	not:	my	radiant	look.	

Not	just	my	painted	stare,	

Framed	and	frozen	there	upon	the	wall.	

Don’t	just	recall	rumors	of	the	specter,	

Since	all	who	expect	her	

Fear	a	spirit	they	misunderstand.	

Forget	not	that	I	am	but	a	girl,	

A	singing	thing	of	joy	and	twirls.	

So	loved	by	the	world	herself	

That	we	are	one.	

Now	I’m	with	the	sun	and	petals	in	the	breeze,	

With	the	leaves	in	the	trees	looking	pleased	with	their	place.	

But	remember	my	face	as	it	was	before,	

Before	it	became	a	pale,	painted	gaze	

Like	it	is	nowadays,	always	the	same	it	will	stay.	

Never	a	day	older	than	the	seventh,	

Never	older	than	July.	

Remember	1920.	

Remember	me	alive.	

Remember	leafy	laughter.	

Remember	singing	sounds.	

Remember	blossom	beauty.	

		

Drowned,	drowned.	

		

		

		

There’s	rosemary,	that’s	for	remembrance.	Pray	you,	love,	remember.
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Amanda	D'Orsi



	16	

Sunday	in	the	Park	
												Sarah	Schork	
		

It	is	a	mid-day	glance	to	the	Heavens	on	our	slanted	hill,	glory	to	the

glossy	fevers	of	spring,	

When	an	architecture	of	ascension	fuses	with	our	ruddy	soil:	

this	spinal	kiss	to	the	grass	and	chest	of	my	Beloved.	

		

This	Sunday,	we	are	luminaries	of	the	tender	resolution	of	touch,	

Answering	the	question	of	all	questions	to	a	creator	mind:	

From	whom	shall	I	know	life?	

		

All	suns	beg	the	question;	it	is	a	confrontation	and	consolation

surrendering	now	

to	the	formed	body,	

or	to	the	Word	halted	in	skytime,	a	vision.	A	tension.	

		

Life	is	but	a	cosmos	shout	and	candle,	

a	gift	for	the	vagabonds	of	Eden	who	wait	by	wander,	

who	stay	fixed	in	His	laughter.	

		

God	wished	we	might	know	and	remember	him,	

But	the	clay	of	me	still	wonders	if	there’s	any	difference,	

Still	wonders	to	know	the	light	of	day	hearkening	to	its	angelic

communion,	

		

My	hand	in	my	lover’s,	his	being	

A	universe	of	memory	and	body	and	love,	

I	must	find	the	soil	of	the	stars.	

		

At	one	time,	I	had	hoped	to	be	of	the	ashes,	

But	I	suppose	that	to	love,	one	must	know	the	blueprints,	for	

How	lively,	how	designed	is	the	home	of	a	God	where	creation	is	really

relic,	the	grass	an	elegiac	soul-cultivation.	

		

I	am	bound	to	my	body,	but	I	remember	what	was	beautiful,	

And	I	have	known	You	more	than	the	earth	has	known	me.
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May	the	stars	sing	their	ballads,	may	the	dust	weep	in	longing,	

		

I	look	up	with	or	within	you:	

I	build,	I	remain,	

I	climb.

Mary	Grace	Murray
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Contrast	
Amir	Morgan	

		
Two	men	from	purportedly	different	worlds,	share	every	evening	together

in	a	retirement	home.	Neighboring	each	other,	their	living	spaces	could	not

be	further	from	the	opposite.	One	of	the	two	men	retired	young	and	is	no

older	than	forty.	His	room	is	filled	with	bright	colors	and	trinkets,	and	he	is

known	for	frequently	playing	music	aloud.	The	other	man	is	older	and

struggles	with	the	conditions	of	his	age.	His	room	is	barren	and	dim	with

dark	colors.	He	is	well	known	for	shouting	until	the	music	is	turned	off;

though,	he	is	never	seriously	angry.	

												To	each	their	own	anomaly,	the	younger	man	is	deaf	and	listens	to

music	for	vibrations.	His	complexion	is	beautifully	dark,	and	it	contrasts

his	surrounding	colors	impeccably.	In	the	same	token,	the	older	man	is

blind	and	despises	the	music	because	every	sound	is	heightened	through

his	hearing.	His	complexion	is	gracefully	light	in	color	and	goes	against	the

darker	colors	around	him.	

												Despite	their	differences,	they	bask	in	the	warmth	of	each	other’s

company	and	share	stories	of	their	past	frequently.	Until	one	of	their

evening	meetings	went	astray.	

One	day,	a	solar	eclipse	dawned	upon	the	retirement	home,	and	all	the	staff

and	elderly	gathered	around	the	windows	with	eclipse	glasses.	All	except,

the	blind	man.	

												The	deaf	man	noticed	that	he	was	sitting	by	himself,	approaching

him	shortly	after.	He	greeted	him	with	their	secret	handshake,	and	they

struck	up	a	conversation	as	if	they	never	left	each	other’s	side.	The	deaf

man	readies	for	his	response,	and	tinkers	with	his	hearing	aid.	Even	on	the

highest	volume,	most	sounds	are	inaudible.	

		

												“What’s	going	on?	Why	is	everyone	clamoring	and	crowding

together?”	the	blind	man	said.	Of	course,	the	deaf	man	does	not	respond

verbally,	nor	does	he	turn	to	sign	language	for	discernible	reasons.	Instead,

he	snaps	twice	in	a	way	of	getting	direct	attention,	something	the	blind

man	knows	as	a	cue.		Following	this,	the	deaf	man	takes	an	index	card	out

of	the	pile	in	his	pocket.	He	grabs	a	nearby	pen	and	guides	the	blind	man’s

hand	from	the	pen	to	the	index	card.	

	“Oh	okay,	another	note?”	the	blind	man	says,	“Thank	you	my	good	friend,

I	can’t	wait	to	see	what	all	the	fuss	is	about.”	The	deaf	man	uses	the

pinpoint	to	poke	several	holes	into	the	index	card,	carefully	and	precise,	in

order	to	create	a	braille	letter.	Moments	later,	the	deaf	man	snaps	again,
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and	guides	the	blind	man’s	finger	across	each	line	of	tactile	dialogue.	It

reads:	“THE	SUN	AND	THE	MOON	MEET	TONIGHT,	I	CAN	DRAW	YOU

A	PICTURE”.	

Briefly,	the	blind	man	does	not	respond.	He	smiles	and	gathers	the	heart	to

say	what	is	on	his	mind.	Then,	leaning	in,	he	says,	“I	never	understood	why

blackness	always	finds	a	way	to	overshadow	the	brightest	things	in	life.	If

I’m	being	honest,	I	don’t	care	for	the	eclipses	of	any	kind.	How	about	you?”

Unlike	most	things,	these	words	rang	loud	and	clear.	They	seemed	to	float

on,	echoing	infinitely	from	ear	to	ear.	Soon	after	realizing	that	he	hadn’t

gotten	a	physical	response,	the	blind	man	questioned,	“Was	it	something	I

said?”	

A	thick	tension	began	to	grow	between	them,	weighing	still	and	heavy	in

the	air.	The	deaf	man	crouched	to	leave	his	pile	of	notes	next	to	his	chair;

all	except	for	one.	He	flew	through	his	next	message,	poking	through	the

index	card	with	haste,	and	dropped	it	on	his	lap	once	it	was	finished.	The

blind	man	heard	his	former	friend’s	footsteps	shrinking	as	he	turned	to

leave.	Scratching	his	head	in	confusion,	he	began	to	feel	out	the	second

note.	It	reads:	“I	NEVER	KNEW	WHO	YOU	TRULY	WERE	UNTIL

TODAY.	PERHAPS,	YOU	NEVER	KNEW	THAT	I	WAS	BLACK.	FOR	ME,	I

NEVER	THOUGHT	THAT	A	BLIND	MAN	WOULD	JUDGE	THROUGH

COLOR”.	

Following	this,	the	two	men	did	not	speak	for	weeks.	The	deaf	man	did	not

play	any	music,	and	as	a	result,	the	blind	man	had	no	need	to	complain.	

When	suddenly,	management	declared	that	room	assignments	called	for	a

switch.	With	a	growing	number	of	new	additions	to	the	retirement	home,

people	of	handicap	conditions	had	to	rearrange	their	living	settings.

Ultimately,	the	deaf	and	blind	man	were	forced	to	switch	rooms.	To	both	of

their	surprise,	they	found	thoughtful	things	in	each	other’s	rooms.	The

blind	man	found	out	that	the	phonograph	record	had	a	braille	cover	that

reads:	SOUNDTRACKS	FOR	THE	BLIND.	While	the	deaf	man	discovered

that	his	walls	were	filled	with	every	song’s	lyrics,	along	with	every	braille

note	that	he	gave	to	him.	

From	this	point	forward,	they	never	spoke	again,	and	their	friendship

became	a	memory.
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Beyond	the	Woods	
Jasmine	Griffen	

		

The	crooked	twigs	form	a	cage	around	me.	

The	cracking	of	the	sticks	put	fear	in	me.	

What	is	this	place	of	tall	trees	and	darkness?	

Yellow	eyes	and	shadows	hide	from	me,	

Red	liquid	drips	from	my	arms	and	my	face.	

The	cuts	from	the	branches	sting	and	burn:	

I	hear	a	screech!	

Why	can’t	I	speak?	

Why	can’t	I	think?	

I	can’t	feel	my	feet,	

I	can’t	feel	my	fingers,	

I	want	to	run,	

But,	I	can’t.	

I	want	to	scream,	

But,	I	can’t	speak.	

There	is	fear	in	my	heart.	

I’m	all	alone.	

Where	have	they	all	gone	when	I	need	them	most?	

There	is	something	at	the	end-	

A	shining	light,	

A	light	at	the	end	that’s	shining	so	bright,	

Just	a	few	more	steps	and	I	can	reach	it.	

Pull	and	pull	and	pull	the	branches,	

There,	I	see	it,	a	new	place	of	wonder:	

The	sun	is	alive,	

The	birds	are	free	

Calm	is	the	sound	of	this	wondrous	place.	

As	I	step	into	the	sun,	my	cuts	vanish.	

This	place	is	not	heaven,	but	it’s	far	from	hell.	

No	one	is	here,	and	my	troubles	have	fell.
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New	steps	I	take	are	not	sharp	and	jagged,	

The	center	I	stand	in	is	not	alone.	

I’m	welcomed	by	a	bluebird	saying,	

Welcome	home!	

		

“But	I’m	not	in	heaven	and	I’m	not	dead,”	

“Just	relax	and	lay	down	on	your	grass	bed.”	

As	I	lay	and	look	at	the	trees	behind,	

I	say,	

“Mr.	Bluebird	if	you	could	be	so	kind	

And	please	tell	me	where	I’m	at	in	my	mind?”	

“Oh,	why	can’t	you	see?	You	certainly	should,”	

		

Because	you	have	made	it,	beyond	the	woods.

Heaven's	Door
Meghan	Flynn
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My	First	Love	
						Isabel	Acosta	
		

Mama:

She	is	the	one	who	keeps	me	safe.

With	delicate	hands	and	a	fragile	broken	heart,

She	put	my	own	heart	back	together.

She	was	the	first	person	I	ever	loved,

And	she	held	me	in	her	womb,

Grew	me	from	a	matter	of	cells,

And	loved	me	unconditionally.

Mama	is	my	best	friend.

Mama	taught	it	all	to	me;	

Even	when	I	didn’t	want	to	learn.

She	grew	up	in	a	small	town	where	no	one	

Ever	accomplished	anything	great.

She	has	thick	curly	brown	hair,

Glasses,	and	beautiful	olive	skin.

Mama	fell	in	love	with	the	wrong	man	at	16,

But	she	always	said	that	something	great	came	from	that	failed	marriage.

She	gave	birth	to	two	beautiful	children	

Whom	she	would	love	until	the	day	her	lungs	gave	out

And	even	a	little	more	after	that.

Mama’s	dad	never	knew	the	amazing	woman	she	had	become,

But	she	never	needed	a	man	to	know	that.

Her	laugh	makes	you	want	to	cry,

But		it	makes	you	want	to	cry	in	a	good	way.

After	long	days	of	work,

I	would	watch	her	fall	to	living	room	floor	and	rest.

Some	days,	I	would	sit	there	beside	her	and	watch	the	beautiful	woman	I

am	lucky	enough	to	

call	my	soulmate.

I	watched	mama	do	everything,	and	little	did	she	know,

I	was	her	biggest	fan	through	it	all.

From	job	to	job	and	cry	after	cry,

I	would	pray	over	mama	and	make	sure	that	she	received	everything	she

deserved.

My	mama	is	the	type	of	woman	who	throws	her	heart	into	the	world.
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One	day,	

She	will	receive	all	the	love	she	has	ever	given	this	earth.

I	love	my	mom.

From	the	tips	of	her	toes	to	the	top	of	her	head,

I	love	everything	about	her.

When	we	argue	and	end	up	crying,

I	always	make	sure	that	she	knows	she	is	loved.

My	mama	is	so	loved,	and	I	am	so	lucky	to	be	loved	by	her	in	return.

I	live	everyday	of	my	life	to	make	my	mama	proud.

Even	when	I	feel	like	giving	up,

I	always	look	to	her	to	remember	why	I	started.

Even	thirty	hours	away	from	her,

I	still	call	her	when	I	need	to	remember	that	I	am	loved.

I	pick	up	the	phone,	dial	her	number,	and	say,

“Mama?”

She	responds	with	words,

“You’re	not	unlovable.	You’re	bold	and	brilliant	and	beautiful.”	

She	always	believed	in	me	even	when	I	didn’t	believe	in	myself.

She	keeps	me	sane	although	we	both	are	insane.

We	have	thirty	second	dance	parties	and	laugh	until	our	stomachs	dissolve.

She	holds	me	while	I	wallow,	

And	she’s	all	I	ever	need.

Mama	doesn’t	love	herself	fully,

But	that	is	okay	because	I	love	her	enough	to	fill	the	emptiness.	

I	could	read	every	word	in	the	dictionary	and	still	be	unable	to	find	the

word	that	describes	my	love	for	her.

She	is	the	strongest	woman	I	have	ever	known,	

And	I	hope	one	day	I	am	just	like	her.

We	tend	to	write	these	type	of	poems	when	we	are	young	and	see	a	grown-

up	who	has	given	us	the	very	set	of	lungs	we	need	to	breathe.	

However,	here	I	am	at	eighteen	years	old	writing	this	poem	

With	all	the	love	the	world	contains.

Mama,

She	was	the	first	person	I	ever	loved.

Mama	grew	up	in	a	small	town	where	no	one	

Ever	accomplished	anything	great.

But	my	mama?

She	did	everything	great.
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Brainscape
Ellie	Mumma
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First	Day
Ashira	Frager
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Family	Reunion	
												Amir	Stokes	

Characters:	

Thomas/Tommy:	Main	character,	38	y/o,	laid	back	guy	who	just	wants	a

peaceful,	quiet	life.	

Victor/Vic:	35	y/o.	One	of	Tommy’s	closest	friends.	Always	seems	to	be

thinking	twelve	steps	ahead,	and	usually	has	the	best	advice.	

Samson/Sam:		23	y/o.	Sam	met	Tommy	and	Vic	towards	the	end	of	their

career.	He’s	loyal	to	a	fault,	and	sometimes	forgets	to	think	for	himself	

Carla:	36	y/o.	Carla	and	Tommy	go	way	back,	and	she’s	gotten	him	out	of

some	tough	spots.	They’ve	built	a	strong,	platonic	bond.	

		

[Scene	begins	in	TOMMY’s	studio	apartment,	with	him	standing	and

facing	stage	left,	chopping	vegetables	on	a	table,	and	humming	along	to

music.	A	buzzer	sounds.	TOMMY	stops	what	he’s	doing,	crosses	to	stage

right,	and	interacts	with	imaginary	buzzer.]	

TOMMY:	Who	is	it?	

VIC:	It’s	Victor.	I’m	in	town	on	business,	so	I	figured	I’d	drop	by.	

TOMMY:	Vic!	Good	to	see	ya,	I’ll	buzz	you	in.	

[There’s	a	buzzing	sound,	and	VIC	enters	from	offstage	right,	and	pauses

to	look	around.]	

VIC:	I	forgot	how	tacky	it	is	in	here.	

TOMMY:	You	wouldn’t	know	style	if	it	bit	you	on	the	ass.	Everything	you

see	here	is	vintage.	

VIC:	I	bet.	

TOMMY:	Whatever,	man.	Anyway,	take	a	load	off,	I’m	in	the	middle	of

cooking	dinner.	

VIC:	So	I	stopped	by	at	just	the	right	time!	

TOMMY:	You	always	were	a	mooch.	

[TOMMY	returns	to	the	kitchen	stage	left	and	resumes	cooking	while	VIC

takes	a	seat	at	the	table	center	stage]	

VIC:	Don’t	be	so	cold,	buddy.	What	are	we	having?	

TOMMY:	Nothing	special,	just	making	some	lasagna,	one	of	Mom’s	old

recipes.	That	and	a	salad.	

VIC:	Yeah,	I’m	not	leaving	here	without	eating.	

TOMMY:	Of	course	not,	Victor.	I’d	have	to	call	an	ambulance	for	you	if

you	said	you	didn’t	want	any.	Why	are	you	even	here,	anyway?	

VIC:	I	told	you,	I’m	here	on	business.	

TOMMY:	What	kind?	You	better	not	be	causing	anybody	trouble,	man.
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[Another	buzzing	sound	goes	off.	TOMMY	turns	to	answer	the	door	but	is

stopped	by	VIC.]	

VIC:	I’ll	get	it,	you	keep	cooking.	

[VIC	leaves	his	seat	to	walk	over	and	interact	with	the	door	buzzer]	

VIC:	Who	is	it?	Tommy’s	busy	so	I’m	getting	the	door	for	him.	

CLARA:	It’s	me,	Victor.	I	brought	Samson,	too.	

SAM:	Yeah,	I’m	here,	Vic.	

TOMMY:	[yelling]	Who	is	it?	

VIC:	It’s	Clara	and	Sam,	believe	it	or	not.	

TOMMY:	[brief	pause]	Well,	I’ll	be.	Let	’em	in,	I’ll	set	some	plates.	

[A	buzz	sound	is	heard,	enter	CLARA	and	SAM]	

SAM:	Something	smells	great	in	here.	

VIC:	He’s	just	finishing	up	dinner.	

CLARA:	Then	we	can	come	back	later,	let	the	two	of	you	catch	up	a	bit.	

TOMMY:	[yelling]	Is	Clara	trying	to	leave?	

CLARA:	No,	I	jus-	

VIC:	[yelling]	Yeah,	she	says	she	wants	to	let	us	catch	up.	

TOMMY:	[yelling]	The	both	of	you	get	your	asses	in	here,	I’m	already

making	your	plates!	

SAM:	You	don’t	have	to	tell	me	twice.	[Yelling]	Be	right	in,	Tommy!	

[SAM	bumps	past	VIC,	rushes	to	center	stage	and	sits.]	

CLARA:	[hushed	speaking]	It’s	no	good,	Vic.	He	knows	something’s	up

already.	We	never	visit	him	all	at	once.	

VIC:	[hushed]	I	know	that.	But	you	know	better	than	anyone,	you	can

never	fool	him	for	long.	

CLARA:	I	also	know	that	he	hates	bad	news	at	the	table.	

VIC:	Fair	enough,	but	it’s	gotta	be	today,	Clara.	They’re	already	too	close.	

TOMMY:	[yelling]	If	you	two	are	done	flirting,	get	over	here	and	have	some

food!	

VIC:	Sounds	like	we’re	out	of	time	to	think.	

CLARA:	Dammit.	

[VIC	and	Clara	walk	to	center	stage,	and	sit	with	Sam.	TOMMY	joins	the

group	at	the	table,	setting	imaginary	plates,	and	then	being	seated

himself.]	

TOMMY:	So….What	is	it?	

SAM:	What’s	what,	Tommy?	

TOMMY:	Quit	the	act,	Samson,	I	know	you’re	hiding	something.	

SAM:	What	do	you	mea-	

TOMMY:	[slowly]	You	think	I’m	stupid	or	something?	

SAM:	Of	course	not,	Tommy,	I	just-	

TOMMY:	Then	why	are	you	treating	me	like	an	idiot?	The	only	time	you

three	bastards	come	to	see	me	together	is	either	on	my	birthday,	or	when

shit	hits	the	fan.	And	last	time	I	checked,	it	ain’t	my	birthday.	

VIC:	[sighs]	Alright,	Tommy.	You	got	us.	

TOMMY:	I	know	I	do.	Spill	it.
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CLARA:	I’ll	tell	you,	but	you	need	to	keep	your	cool,	Tommy.	

TOMMY:	Me?	I’m	always	cool.	Frosty	even.	Talk.	

CLARA:	You	remember	our	old	rivals,	right?	The	Falkners?	

TOMMY:	Of	course	I	do.	We	spent	years	trying	to	murder	each	other.	It

only	stopped	when	we	agreed	to	respect	each	other’s	turf.	

CLARA:	Well	they’re	here.	

TOMMY:	In	Boston?	

CLARA:	Yeah,	Caught	one	of	’em	hitting	a	Mega	Mobile	downtown.	

TOMMY:	Okay,	so	what	about	it?	

VIC:	They’re	on	our	turf	causing	trouble,	Tommy.	You	know	what	that

means.	

[TOMMY	stands	and	faces	away	from	the	table]	

TOMMY:	I	told	you	I	was	done,	Vic.	

VIC:	Come	on,	man.	You	gotta	help	us	get	them	out	of	here,	before	shit

gets	bad.	

CLARA:	You	think	they’ll	stop	at	petty	theft?	Those	bastards	are	crazy,

Tommy.	They’re	here	for	us.	I	know	it,	and	so	do	you.	

TOMMY:	No,	they	ain’t	looking	for	me.	I’ve	been	outta	the	life	for	years

now,	they	know	that.	

SAM:	They	just	think	you’ve	gone	soft,	Tommy.	They’ve	been	leaving	you

alone	because	you	don’t	pose	a	threat.	

CLARA:	They’ll	be	after	you	sooner	or	later.	You	need	to	face	the	facts.	

SAM:	It’s	just	one	job,	then	you	can	come	right	back	to	your	apartment.	

TOMMY:	[yells]	As	if	it	were	that	simple!	Like	Clara	said,	these	bastards

are	crazy.	We	go	after	them	now,	and	it’ll	spark	the	war	again.	

SAM:	So	spark	it,	then!	Since	when	were	you	afraid	of	a	fight?	

VIC:	Sam,	shut	up.	Look,	Tommy,	I	don’t	want	this	anymore	than	you	do,

but	you	know	they’ll	keep	causing	problems	until	we	show	up.	

CLARA:	And	they	won’t	always	be	small	problems,	either.	They’re	just

being	annoying	right	now,	but	we	both	know	how	fast	they	get	serious.	

[A	crashing	sound	is	heard,	and	Tommy	runs	offstage	left.	He	returns	with

a	piece	of	paper.]	

TOMMY:	This	was	tied	to	a	brick,	the	bastards	just	threw	it	through	my

window!	

[TOMMY	passes	paper	to	Vic,	who	reads	it.]	

VIC:	See?	They’re	already	serious.	

[END]
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Help	Me	Help	You	

						Michael	DiRenzo	
		
If	your	body	is	a	temple	

then	you’re	selling	yourself	short,	

my	friend.	

You	talk	about	yourself,	as	if,	

you	are	comprised	of	pillars	crumbled	to	dust,	

broken	windows,	and	pews	that	rot	over	time.	

But	I	see	through	your	façade,	

because	I	know	the	real	you.	

My	friend,	who	gives	me	rides	in	the	rain,	

who	works	tirelessly	at	his	job	

and	who	pursues	the	same	goals	as	everyone	else:	

To	one	day	say	“I	made	it.”	

So	rebuild	your	temple;	brick	by	brick	and	

give	it	a	new	coat	of	paint	and	

let	some	light	shine	through	once	again.	
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The	World	Where	We	Are	
							Robyn	
		

In	the	world	I	created	for	me	and	you.	.	.	

You	are	starlight	and	glass	and	symmetry.	

High	ceilings	and	willow	trees.	

And	I	am	watercolor	and	clouds	and	tattoos.	

Calligraphy	and	lemon	balm	tea.	

		

In	the	world	I	created	for	you	and	I	.	.	.	

You’re	fireworks	and	dyed	hair	and	sarcastic	quips.	

Flickering	neon	signs	and	loud	laughing	and	black	clothing.	

And	I	am	unused	notebooks	and	rainstorms	on	early	mornings.	

Bruised	knuckles	and	empty	playgrounds	and	things	burnt	to	ash.	

		

In	the	world	I	thought	up	just	for	us	.	.	.	

You	are	blasting	music	with	the	windows	down,	

screaming	lyrics	to	the	wind.	In	your	eyes	is	a	light	

that	never	goes	out.	

You’re	well	dressed	and	self	obsessed,	

all	hair	and	flare.	

You’re	autumn	breezes	and	sun	showers	

all	at	the	same	time.	

You’re	hues	of	orange	and	flecks	of	gold	

and	optimistic	energy.	

You’re	feelings	thrust	out	into	the	open	

mixed	with	shades	of	blue	and	green.	

You	play	with	your	fingers,	adjust	your	clothes,	

and	grin	from	ear	to	ear.	You	giggle	a	bunch	

And	turn	all	red,	you	stutter	a	bit	and	cheer.	

You	fall	asleep	in	midday	sun,	

Instagram	our	adventures.	

You're	shimmery,	silvery,	sparkly	things.	

Bright	red	roses	and	large	brown	eyes.	You're	fire,	

graffiti	and	pixels.	Reflections	on	water,	gold	

glitter	stars	and	pink	butterflies.	

		

In	the	world	I	thought	up	just	for	us	.	.	.	

You're	crinkled	book	pages	and	fairy	lights,	

knitted	scarves	and	minimalist	backgrounds.	You're	lemongrass,	

architecture,	and	wanderlust.	You're	mist	

rising	into	the	sky	and	cherry	blossoms
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caught	on	the	wind.	Your	dancing	is	awful	

but	it's	a	non-issue	when	propped	up	

against	peals	of	laughter,	eyes	crinkled	

at	the	corners	and	hasty	kisses.	

The	warmth	of	a	bubble	bath,	teardrops	pressed	

between	book	pages.	Spontaneous	

outbursts,	abandoned	places,	freshly	cut	

grass,	and	oversized	hoodies.	

		

In	the	world	I	dream	of	.	.	.	

I'm	a	mess	and	you're	a	work	of	art.	And	if	you're	violets	

and	jasmine	and	lavender	and	thyme	then	I	

can	only	be	a	dandelion,	but	I'd	rather	pick	the	flowers	

than	think	too	long	on	it.	You're	a	sleep	talker,	

a	pillow	hugger	and	I	love	you	still	because	finally	

you've	learned	to	love	yourself	with	a	depth	

that	nearly	matches	mine.	

You’re	books	and	looks,	charming	alarming,	you’re	riled	

and	wild,	emotical	devotical.	

		

In	the	world	we	exist	.	.	.	

We’ve	never	had	an	argument,	not	one	

but	we’ve	had	plenty	of	debates.	You	take	so	long	

getting	ready	in	the	morning	

we	may	as	well	be	leaving	tomorrow,	

but	when	you’re	in	a	hurry	I	take	

just	long	enough	to	frustrate.	I	say	

we’re	even.	I	start	thinking	up	synonyms	

for	“I	love	you”	and	you	brush	

them	off	with	a	smile,	but	never	forget	

to	reciprocate.	I	hate	being	interrupted	

so	you	let	me	go	on	and	on,	but	you	

hate	being	ignored,	so	I	try	to	keep	quiet	

and	it	turns	into	a	great	big	mumbling,	

bumbling	jumble	of	“You	first”s	and	

“I’ll	wait”s.	I	start	to	see	the	northern	lights	

in	your	smile	and	you	tell	me	there’s	

volcanic	lightning	in	my	skin	

and	I	don’t	say	so	

but	I	get	a	bit	angry	that	you	outdid	me.	

But	I	swear	

that	it	won’t	happen	again.	

		

We	met	when	I	literally	scraped	my	knee	

falling	for	you	but	judging	by	the	coffee
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stains	on	your	favorite	blouse	

you	were	much	worse	off.	You	fell	

In	love	with	my	dorky	glasses	

and	by	the	time	the	cafe	closed	

you	decided	that	the	shirt	

wasn’t	such	a	big	deal.	

Fast	forward	

to	official	first	dates	and	nervous	

energy	and	you’re	tripping	

over	the	threshold	of	my	house	

and	nearly	having	a	heart	attack.	

You	fall	into	me	and	we	bang	

our	heads	together.	Tears	

spring	to	my	eyes	from	the	pain	

but	I	start	to	laugh	to	keep	from	crying	

and	I	only	open	my	eyes	when	I	hear	you	

join	in.	

It	took	us	a	while	to	move.	

		

Next	you’re	moving	in	and	I’m	flinching	

as	your	dresser	bangs	

against	the	door	frame.	It’s	a	pretty	

ugly	dresser	to	be	honest	but	

it	serves	its	purpose.	Besides	

in	two	years,	we’ll	share	drawers.	

You’re	looking	around	

at	the	graphite	stains	on	the	walls,	

the	pastels	smeared	into	the	floors.	

You’re	nodding	at	clay	and	carving	tools,	

blinking	at	paint	flecks	and	pottery	

and	stained	glass,	you’re	gazing	

at	swirling	patterns	and		

intricate	designs.	You	plop	down	

on	my	couch	which	is	just	as	

ugly	as	your	dresser	and	you	suggest	

ordering	out.	It	was	Chinese,	

subpar	to	be	honest	but	that	night	

we	ate	like	queens.	

		

In	the	present	

and	we’re	sitting	on	that	worn	out	couch,	

some	movie	playing	on	the	screen.	

We’re	not	paying	attention.	

I’m	sprawled	across	your	lap
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and	you’re	scratching	my	scalp.	

You	look	down	at	me	and	see	

starlight,	I	am	treated	to	the	sight	

of	the	moon.	You’re	looking	

at	the	press	of	paintbrushes	

against	paper	and	I	see	the	words	

that	clot	behind	the	tip	

of	a	writer’s	pen.	I’m	flowers	

breaking	through	the	snow	

and	nostalgia	like	a	January	wind.	

You’re	whatever	a	moon	has	always	meant,	

whatever	a	sun	will	always	sing.	

		

And	when	I	find	that	I	

have	too	many	thoughts	

and	memories	crammed	into	

my	mind.	I	go	there.	

To	the	place	where	our	life	

begins.	I	see	your	face	

and	I	know.	

		

In	the	world	that	we	actually	share	.	.	.	

the	only	chemistry	we	ever	had	

was	a	high	school	class.	

Where	we	are,	the	truth	is	a	beautiful	

and	terrible	thing,	

it	should	be	treated	with	caution.
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Expressing	Silence	
							Masked	Warrior	
		

												Being	silent	has	stuck	with	me	since	elementary	school.	I	never

felt	that	it	was	important	to	share	my	honest	opinion	or	even	share	my

emotions	because	that	was	not	how	boys	or	men	should	act.	I	have	been

taught	that	I	should	be	to	accomplish	things	that	men	should	do	easily

such	as	play	sports,	fix	cars,	pay	bills,	and	exert	confidence.	I	attempted

to	retaliate	against	these	norms,	but	it	only	led	to	other	people	criticizing

my	character.	I	stay	silent	to	avoid	these	confrontations	because	I	do	not

want	to	exhaust	myself	trying	to	argue	logic	over	emotion.	My	voice	has

nothing	to	say	on	insults.	

												Public	elementary	school	was	never	a	place	that	I	would	consider

going	back.	I	wanted	to	erase	the	years	of	bullying,	but	I	knew	that	there

was	no	way	that	can	be	possible.	It	took	a	lot	of	emotional	breakdowns	to

develop	a	cold	exterior	that	a	man	should.	What	was	the	cost	of	being

cold?	My	identity.	I	lost	the	true	meaning	of	myself	over	a	decade	ago

and	had	nowhere	and	no	one	to	go	to	for	this.	While	other	kids	focused

on	the	future,	I	wanted	to	know	about	the	present.	It	was	pointless	to

worry	about	how	the	future	go	if	there	was	uncertainty	or	insecurity	in

the	present.	The	future	is	only	for	hopes	and	dreams	while	the	present	is

for	action	and	commitment.	The	only	way	to	have	everything	come

together	was	to	figure	out	how	to	shape	my	identity	and	to	do	that

successfully,	my	voice	should	rest.	

												Silence	is	never	meant	to	be	torturing	or	boring.	It	is	meant	to

create	a	safe	environment	that	can	let	people	be	comfortable.	How	else

did	Finland	get	so	good	at	silence?	Finnish	people	have	many	saunas	that

allow	them	to	remove	stress	and	enter	a	meditative	state.	Although	not

many	people	would	agree	to	be	naked	with	a	stranger	and	start	telling

personal	stories.	Regardless,	it	is	important	to	let	the	other	person	speak

their	emotions	out	to	reassure	they	are	in	a	safe	place.	For	example,	my

friend	and	I	decided	to	spend	the	night	telling	each	other	personal	things

that	we	would	not	normally	say.	We	were	in	our	bedrooms,	respectively,

and	called	on	our	phones	to	hear	each	other’s	voices.	We	made	sure	that

the	moonlight	could	enter	our	rooms	and	started	telling	our	confessions.

Here’s	a	piece	of	our	conversation	together.	

Leah	started	with	confidence.	“Sal,	I	am	crazy	when	it	comes	to

cars.	Like	I	start	jumping	on	shit	and	even	have	the	boy	drive	while	I’m

on	the	hood.	I	felt	the	rush	flow	in	me.”
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“You	really	need	to	be	careful	when	you	do	that,	Leah,	because

all	you’re	doing	is	making	me	worried.”	

“You	knew	what	you	were	getting	into	when	you	first	met	me	and

plus,	this	was	your	idea	so	you	can’t	get	mad	at	half	of	the	things	I	did.”	

After	hearing	her	make	a	good	point,	I	breathed	in	and	out	and

made	a	response.	“Fine.	I’ll	kick	it	up	a	notch	and	say	that	I	went	skinny

dipping	at	the	beach	at	nightfall.”	

“Damn,	I’ve	never	done	that	before.”	said	Leah	in	defeat.	

“Why	n1ot?”	

“Because	it	never	occurred	to	me	to	try	it.	I	am	too	occupied	to

find	new	things	to	try.	I	used	to	do	all	kinds	of	things	that	some	people

would	not	do.”	

“What	kind	of	things	Leah?”	

“Like	having	sex	on	a	train	and	being	physical	with	my	friend

Elise.”	

“Wow!	You	were	really	living	the	life!”	I	exclaimed	sarcastically.	

“Shut	up,	Sal”	She	giggles	a	few	seconds	later.	

“What’s	so	funny?”	

“Well,	I	mentioned	that	I	was	with	Elise	at	one	point,	but	I	never

told	that	to	anyone	since	no	one	would	accept	me	for	who	I	am.	I	am

bisexual	and	can	fall	in	love	regardless	if	it	is	a	man	or	woman.”	

“So	am	I,	Leah.	However,	I	never	did	it	with	the	same	sex.”	

“You’re	missing	out.	It’s	a	lot	of	fun,	to	be	honest.	Why	else	do

you	think	most	women	like	men?”	

“You	have	a	solid	point.”	

												Our	conversation	allowed	us	to	be	respectful	to	the	other	person,

take	our	time	getting	our	words	out,	and	actively	listen	to	the	other

person	on	what	they	have	to	say	before	responding.	We	grew	closer

together	since	that	evening,	but	still	maintain	a	healthy	distance	that

does	not	lead	us	to	kill	each	other.	We	keep	a	healthy	distance	because

we	understand	each	other’s	flaws.	Leah	easily	gets	angry	at	people

making	terrible	decisions.	On	the	other	hand,	I	tend	to	answer	people’s

questions	in	a	curt	sentence.	I	hope	that	I	can	do	this	again	with

someone	else	that	is	willing	to	open	up	and	have	a	little	therapy	session.

My	voice	can	speak	again.	

We	live	in	a	noisy	world	that	would	not	allow	people	to	speak	for

themselves.	Everyone	would	like	to	get	their	point	across,	but	it	is	better

to	strategize	than	to	go	in	guns	blazing.	Speaking	with	emotion	will

never	go	far	without	self-evaluation	and	patience.	Speaking	with

arrogance	will	not	work	either	because	no	one	likes	a	jerk	that	is	full	of

himself	or	herself.	Being	silent	can	help	craft	an	argument	that	can	tear

apart	a	person’s	claim	with	logic.	Having	a	poker	face	can	help
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tremendously	in	most	scenarios	that	are	presented.	It	is	a	type	of	face

that	does	not	express	emotions	to	other	players	in	competitive

tournaments	such	as	card	games	or	video	games.	Outside	of	competitive

tournaments,	poker	face	is	like	a	blank	expression.	My	expressions	of

emotion	are	subtle,	and	it	is	not	noticeable	towards	many	people.	Most

people	would	assume	that	I	have	disinterest	or	simply	do	not	care	about

the	topic.	However,	it	is	none	of	those	reasons.	It	is	a	habit	that	I

continually	do	that	keeps	me	safe	and	alive.	As	long	as	I	am	under	the

radar	and	cheer	from	the	sidelines,	I	am	content	with	the	life	I	have

right	now.	My	voice	expresses	its	thanks.
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Europa	

						Ashira	Frager	
		
She,	most	splendid	maid,	

frolics,	spinning	and	twirling	

over	the	green	grass,	her	feet	

perfumed	with	wild	hyacinth	

and	red	red	roses.	

Her	companions	follow,	garments	

billowing	in	the	sea	breeze	or,	

soaked	in	the	crystal	waters,	

clinging	close	to	cream	calves.	

		

Having	grown	exhausted,	

The	maid	suns	herself	on	a	warm	rock,	

breast	heaving,	fingers	moving	

deftly,	weaving	wreaths	of	daffodil	

and	wind-flower.	

The	sun's	white	heat	pricks	

at	her	ears	and											

her	companions	lie	over	the	field	

and	across	the	warm	sand,	

gazing	up	at	the	sun	through	

closed	eyelids.	

		

Then,	

the	crisp	sound	of	splashing.	

Suddenly	wakeful,	the	party	

rises,	catches	sight	of	

him.	The	creature	is	magnificent,	

pure	white	as	freshly	fallen	

snow,	with	great,	twisting	horns	

pearlescent	and	crafted	carefully,	

as	if	by	hand.	

His	eyes	are	wide,	

seeing	all	before	him	and

he	moans	lowly,	desiring	the	maid

Swirly
Ashira	Frager
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to	come	close	to	him,	

to	roll	about	in	sport.	

Her	playfellows	urge	her	on	

and	she	approaches.

She	holds	out	a	white	hand	

which	he	tongues.	

		

The	girls,	assured	of	its	mildness,	

resume	their	spirited	play,	making	

rings	of	lily	and	violet	blooms,

draping	his	sculpted	horns.	

They	set	to	work	brushing	

yellow	sand	from	his	glossy	

hooves,	lavishing	him	with	

light	touches	and	gentle	petting.

The	maid,	stroking	his	muzzle,	

reaches	into	her	golden	basket,	

retrieving	at	once	her	prize,	her	doom.	

She	places	a	single	white	crocus	

into	his	panting	mouth,

the	perfume	of	which	he	breathed	

so	sweetly	for	her.	

		

With	a	sweep	of	his	muscled	neck,	

he	beckoned	her	mount	him.	

Requiring	no	assistance,	heeding

none,	she	swung	a	slender	leg	up,	

straddling	and	pressing	upon	him,	

the	Aegis-bearer.	

		

He,	possessed	by	his	desire,	

captured	her,	carrying	his	conquest

toward	the	vast	ocean.	

Sensing	suddenly	her	folly,	

she	stretched	out	her	hands	and,	

with	a	sudden	burst	of	terror,	

called	out	to	her	dear	friends,

who	could	watch	only	as	their	queen	

was	taken.	That	girl,	precious	child,	

gripping	one	horn	with	white	knuckles,	

raised	her	maiden	voice	

to	heaven.

Her	answer	came
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from	below	

in	the	surging	of	the	salt	water	

and	clinging	seaweed

about	her	smooth	calves	and	

the	wailing,	the	sorrow-song,	of	Nereids.
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Our	Kindergarten	Class	Releases

the	Butterflies	
							Melisandra	Paulson
	

Small	hands,	

Fingers	like	petals,	

Soft	and	pink	

Carefully	curled	

		

Smudged	orange	

Like	pollen	

By	beating	wings	

		

Reluctant	

to	unfurl	

		

For	weeks	

we	watched	

these	worms	grow	fat	

then	curl	into	cocoons	

		

Inside	the	mesh	net	

in	the	center	

Of	the	bright	yellow	room	

		

Our	hands	traced	

Crooked	constellations	

while	we	watched	

For	the	first	sign	of	flight	

		

Finally	they	burst	bright	

Orange	as	the	

harvest	moon	

from	dying	wombs
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The	heart	sings	

for	captive	things	

But	also	wants	

to	keep	them	clutched	

in	sweaty	palms	

		

We	offered	alms	

To	the	god	of	butterflies	

Then	offered	them	up	

To	the	improbable	October	

Blue
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Sheep
Isabella	Moraschi
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Joyride
Tyji	Perkins
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Leave	a	Message	
							Kylie	Mountain	
		

“Home	sweet	home.”	Jet	slung	his	duffel	bag	off	his	shoulder

and	tossed	it	onto	the	couch	before	flopping	down	beside	it.	“None	too

soon,	either.	I’m	beat.”	

Aaron	rolled	his	eyes	as	he	turned	to	shut	the	apartment	door.	“How

can	you	possibly	be	tired?	We	just	got	back	from	our	‘relaxing	weekend

vacation.’	You	spent	the	last	two	days	doing	absolutely	nothing.”	

“And	the	last	two	hours	dodging	crazy	people	on	the	highway.

Fair’s	fair.		Just	let	me	have	this	one	last	afternoon	to	be	lazy	before	I

have	to	go	to	class	tomorrow	and	start	doing	actual	work	again.”	Jet

started	to	stretch	out	on	the	couch,	but	stopped	when	the	flashing	red

light	across	the	room	caught	his	eye.	With	a	long-suffering	sigh,	he

heaved	himself	back	to	his	feet.	“Got	a	message	on	the	answering

machine.”	

Aaron	shrugged,	throwing	his	bag	down	next	to	Jet’s.

“Probably	just	a	telemarketer.”	

“Probably.”	Eyes	still	glued	to	his	phone,	Jet	pushed	the	play

button	on	the	answering	machine—then	looked	up	sharply	as,	instead

of	a	telemarketer,	his	brother’s	voice	echoed	through	the	room.	

“Hey,	Jet,	it’s	Callan.	I’m	not	feeling	so	great	right	now;	it’s

probably	nothing,	but	I	think	I’m	going	to	go	over	to	the	student

health	center	just	to	make	sure.	I	guess	you	probably	won’t	get	this

until	you	get	home	tomorrow,	but	I	wanted	to	let	you	know	what’s

up.	I’ll	call	you	back	when	I	get	home;	don’t	want	you	guys	coming

over	here	if	it’s	the	flu.	Talk	to	you	soon.”	

“This	is	from	yesterday	morning.”	Frowning	again,	Jet	pressed

the	button	to	skip	to	the	next	recording,	but	the	answering	machine’s

voice	responded	tonelessly,	“No	new	messages.”	

Now	Aaron	looked	worried,	too.	“He	didn’t	call	again?”	

“Doesn’t	look	like	it.	I	can	guess	why	he	didn’t	try	my	cell

phone;	if	he	didn’t	think	it	was	serious,	he	wouldn’t	have	wanted	me

worrying	about	him	on	our	vacation.	But	not	calling	back—that’s	not

like	Callan.	You	know	he	always	calls	when	he	says	he	will.”	

“If	he’s	sick,	he	might’ve	just	forgot.	Why	don’t	you	try	calling

his	cell?”	

“Already	on	it.”	Jet	was	holding	his	own	phone	to	his	ear	as	he

spoke.	For	a	few	moments,	they	both	stood	in	silence,	waiting.	Then

Aaron	saw	Jet’s	shoulders	slump	with	disappointment,	and	knew	that
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the	call	must	have	gone	to	voicemail.	Jet	waited	a	few	more	seconds,

listening	to	his	brother’s	recorded	‘away’	message,	then	spoke	into	the

phone.	“It’s	Jet.	Just	got	home	and	heard	your	message.	Seriously,	dude,

you	can’t	just	leave	something	like	that	and	not	call	back.	Hope	you’re

okay.	If	you	get	this,	call	me.”	

His	jab	at	the	screen	to	end	the	call	was	a	little	more	forceful	than

necessary.	Aaron	laid	a	comforting	hand	on	his	arm.	“He’s	probably	fine

—just	in	bed	sleeping	off	the	flu.	We	can	wait	and	see	if	he	answers.”	

“Maybe.	But	I’m	not	waiting.”	Jet	was	already	walking	away

towards	the	door,	scooping	up	his	keys	from	where	he’d	dropped	them

on	the	coffee	table.	

Aaron	hurried	after	him.	“And	where	are	you	going?”	

“Where	do	you	think?	Over	to	the	dorms	to	check	on	Callan.	Flu

or	not.	If	he	didn’t	want	company,	he	should’ve	called	back	and	said	so.”	

Aaron	sighed.	“There’s	no	way	to	talk	you	out	of	this,	is	there.”

“Nope.”	

“All	right.	Fine.	But	give	me	the	keys.	I’ll	drive.”	When	Jet

hesitated,	he	added	in	a	softer	tone,	“You	can	call	the	rest	of	your	family

on	the	way	over.	Maybe	they	know	what’s	up.”	

As	he	handed	over	the	car	keys,	Jet	said	reluctantly,	“Yeah.

Maybe.”	

But	he	didn’t	sound	as	if	he	believed	it.	

		

Ten	minutes	later,	he	slid	his	phone	back	into	his	pocket,	looking

more	worried	than	ever.	“No	good.”	

“Your	brother	and	sister	haven’t	heard	from	him	either?”	

“No.	Zach	hasn’t	talked	to	him	in	over	a	week.	Reva	got	a	text

from	him	on	Friday	afternoon,	but	nothing	since	then.	Mom	and	Dad

haven’t	heard	anything	from	Callan	in	ages,	but	that’s	not	surprising;	he

never	calls	home	until	someone	reminds	him.”	

“Well,	we’re	almost	at	the	dorms.	Hopefully	we’ll	get	this	sorted

out.”	

Jet	nodded	and	settled	back	in	his	seat,	staring	out	the	window	as

Aaron	navigated	across	the	campus	to	Callan’s	building	and	pulled	into

the	parking	area.	As	soon	as	the	car	was	stopped,	though,	he	was	out	and

striding	towards	the	building	with	a	speed	that	betrayed	just	how

worried	he	was.	Aaron	broke	into	a	jog,	catching	up	just	as	Jet	was

swiping	his	ID	at	the	front	door.	“Geez,	Jet.	Hold	your	horses,	he’s	not

going	to	sneak	out	the	back.”	

“I	know	that.”	Jet	was	already	halfway	across	the	lobby.	“But	I

also	know,“	yanking	open	the	door	of	the	stairwell,	“that	Callan’s	so	darn

worried	about	taking	care	of	everybody	else,	that	he	never	remembers	to

take	care	of	himself.	He	could	be	up	there	half	dead	from	dehydration
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and	he	still	wouldn’t	ask	anyone	for	help.”	He’d	been	stomping	his	way	up

the	stairs	as	he	spoke;	now,	reaching	the	second	floor	landing,	he	shoved

the	heavy	fire	door	open	and	started	down	the	hall.	

Callan’s	single	room	was	tucked	into	a	back	corner	of	the	building,	near

the	elevator.	The	door	was	firmly	closed,	and	there	were	no	noises,	lights

or	other	signs	of	occupancy.	Jet	either	didn’t	notice	or	didn’t	care;	he

knocked	on	the	door,	and	when	nothing	happened,	banged	on	it	with	the

heel	of	his	palm.	“Callan,	if	you’re	in	there,	you	need	to	answer	me,	darn

it!”	

Still	no	response.	Jet	stood	for	a	moment,	seeming	to	weigh	his

options.	Then	he	turned	and	started	back	down	the	hall,	saying	over	his

shoulder	to	Aaron,	“Stay	here,	I’ll	be	right	back.”	

He	disappeared	around	the	corner.	There	was	some	more	door	banging,

and	then	the	slightly	muffled	sounds	of	an	argument.	It	wasn’t	long

before	Jet	reappeared,	trailed	by	the	floor	RA,	who	was	still	protesting,

“This	is	against	policy.	I’m	not	supposed	to—”	

“He’s	my	brother	and	he	might	be	having	a	medical	emergency	in

there.	Forget	the	stupid	policy	and	open	the	door.”	

Aaron	watched	the	still-grumbling	RA	fiddle	with	his	keys,	mildly

impressed	despite	himself.	Jet	was	so	laid-back	most	of	the	time,	it	was

easy	to	forget	how	well	he	could	browbeat	someone	when	he	needed	to.	

The	door	swung	open	and	Jet	rushed	inside.	Aaron	followed,

pausing	only	to	murmur,	“Thanks,”	to	the	RA.	

Inside,	though,	it	was	immediately	obvious	that	no	one	was	there

but	Jet,	standing	perplexed	in	the	middle	of	the	room.	There	was	no	sign

of	Callan,	or	where	he	might	have	gone.	His	bed	was	neatly	made	as

usual,	but	didn’t	look	as	though	it	had	been	slept	in	the	night	before.

There	was	no	sign	of	his	shoes,	jacket	or	his	phone,	which	Jet	was	now

trying	to	call	again.	“Callan?	You’re	really	starting	to	worry	me	here.

Where	on	earth	are	you?	As	soon	as	you	get	this,	I	need	you	to	call	me

back.”	

As	he	hung	up,	Aaron	put	a	hand	on	his	shoulder.	“Voicemail

again?”	

Jet	nodded,	sighing.	“Guess	there’s	only	one	thing	to	do	now.	To	the

student	health	center	we	go.	If	there’s	nothing	seriously	wrong	with

Callan	at	the	end	of	all	this	I	might	just	kill	him	myself.	A	wild	goose

chase	around	campus	was	not	how	I	intended	to	spend	my	Sunday

afternoon.”	

		

The	receptionist	in	the	health	center	gave	them	a	bored,	plastic

smile	as	they	came	in.	“Can	I	help	you?”	

“I	think	so.”	Jet	leaned	on	the	desk.	“Did	Callan	Martin	come	in

here	yesterday?”
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The	woman	frowned.	“We’re	not	allowed	to	disclose	any	patient

information—”	

Jet	cut	her	off.	“under	HIPAA.	I	know.	But	I’m	his	brother.	And	his

emergency	contact.	He	left	a	cryptic	‘I	don’t	feel	well’	message	on	my

answering	machine	and	now	I	can’t	get	hold	of	him.	I	need	to	know	what

was	wrong	with	him	and	whether	he	might	be	passed	out	in	a	ditch

somewhere.”	He	slid	his	driver’s	license	across	the	desk.	

The	receptionist	looked	at	it	and	typed	something	into	her

computer,	then	sighed.	“I	suppose,	since	you’re	the	registered	emergency

contact…”	

She	turned	to	look	pointedly	at	Aaron,	who	rolled	his	eyes.	“I’ll	wait

in	the	hall.”	

When	the	door	had	clicked	shut,	she	stood	up	and	began	to	sort

through	a	stack	of	folders.	“Yes,	here	we	are.	Callan	Martin.	Looks	like	he

was	here	around	lunch	time	yesterday.	Complaint…	abdominal	pain,	slight

fever,	nausea.	The	doctor	wasn’t	sure	what	it	was,	but	it	says	here	she	told

him	to	go	to	the	emergency	room	and	have	them	rule	out	appendicitis.

Offered	to	call	for	an	ambulance,	since	he	came	in	here	alone,	but	he

refused,	said	he’d	call	a	friend	for	a	ride.	That’s	all	I’ve	got	for	you.”	She

shrugged.	“If	you	know	who	he	would	have	called,	they	might	be	able	to

tell	you	where	he	is.”	

“Oh,	I	think	I	know.	Thanks.”	Jet	turned	and	headed	for	the	door.	

		

When	Jet	emerged	into	the	hallway,	Aaron	stood	up	from	the	chair

he’d	been	sitting	in.	“So	what	did—”	

He	broke	off	as	he	took	in	the	grim	look	on	Jet’s	face.	“What’s

wrong?”	

Jet	just	shook	his	head.	“Come	on.	I’ll	tell	you	on	the	way	out.”	

While	they	walked,	he	related	the	play-by-play	of	Callan’s	visit.	As

Aaron	unlocked	the	car	and	climbed	in,	he	sighed.	“I’m	really	starting	to

think	you’re	right	to	be	worried.	Do	you	know	who	he’d	have	called	to	take

him?”	

“I	know	exactly	who	he’d	have	called.”	Jet’s	expression	was

uncharacteristically	ugly	as	he	slammed	the	passenger	side	door	shut,

making	Aaron	jump.	“Absolutely	no	one.”	

Aaron’s	mouth	dropped	open	with	shock.	“You’re	not	serious.”	

“As	a	heart	attack.	Or	in	this	case,	apparently,	a	burst	appendix.	If

we’d	been	home,	he	might	have	unbent	his	stupid	pride	enough	to	call	me

for	a	ride.	Maybe.	With	us	gone?	He	didn’t	say	he’d	call	someone	to	drive

him.	He	told	them	he’d	call	a	friend.	You’ve	known	Callan	long	enough	by

now	to	know	he	doesn’t	have	friends.	He	has	acquaintances	and	family.

That’s	it.		Definitely	no	one	he	knows	well	enough	to	consider	asking	them

for	a	lift,	instead	of	making	the	most	idiotic	decision	of	his	life	and	driving
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himself	to	the	hospital	during	a	possible	freaking	medical	emergency!”	

Jet	dropped	his	head	into	his	hands.	Suddenly,	he	sounded	as	if	he

was	just	barely	holding	back	tears.	“Forget	passed	out	in	a	ditch,	he	could

be	dead	in	a	ditch	somewhere	and	we	wouldn’t	know.	He	could’ve	crashed

the	car…”	

“Hey,	now.”	Aaron	reached	over	and	wrapped	his	arms	around	Jet,

holding	him	close.	“They	said	they	didn’t	know	exactly	what	was	wrong.	It

might	not	be	that	bad.	I	know	it’s	hard;	I’m	worried,	too.	But	let’s	not

assume	the	worst	just	yet,	okay?	We’ll	go	to	the	hospital	and	take	it	from

there.”	

Jet	let	out	a	deep	sigh,	and	rested	his	head	on	Aaron’s	shoulder.

“What	would	I	do	without	you?”	Aaron	laughed	a	little	as	he	turned	to	start

the	car.	“Since	I’m	pretty	sure	you	have	a	better	sense	of	self-preservation

than	your	brother	apparently	does,	find	another	ride	to	the	E.R.	Now	come

on,	you’re	going	to	have	to	sit	up	so	I	can	drive.”	

		

The	hospital	wasn’t	far	away;	it	was	only	about	half	an	hour	before

Aaron	pulled	into	a	space	in	the	visitor/patient	parking	lot.	As	the	two	of

them	walked	side	by	side	towards	the	door	of	the	emergency	room,	he

spotted	something	familiar	out	of	the	corner	of	his	eye.	“Hey—isn’t	that

Callan’s	car?”	

Jet	stopped	and	spun	around	to	look.	“I	think	so.	Is	there	a	big

scratch	on	the	right	rear	quarter	panel?”	

Aaron	ducked	around	the	black	Kia	to	look.	“Yep.	Right	in	front	of

the	gas	cap.”	

“It’s	his.”	

For	a	few	seconds,	they	both	stood	there,	silently	staring	at	the	car.	

Aaron	was	the	first	to	speak.	“Well,	there’s	one	worry	to	cross	off

the	list.	Here’s	the	car,	not	crashed.	And	now	we	know	Callan’s	probably

still	here.	So	let’s	go	inside	and	find	out	how	he’s	doing.”	

		

At	the	front	desk	of	the	E.R,	they	went	through	the	same	‘private

information’	dance	with	the	nurse	on	duty.	Once	Jet	handed	over	his	I.D

and	explained	the	situation,	though,	she	became	much	more	cooperative.	

“Martin…	Callan	Martin…”	Jet	tapped	his	fingers	restlessly	on	the

desk	as	she	scrolled	through	her	computer	screen.	“Yes,	here	it	is.	Your

brother	was	admitted	through	the	emergency	room	yesterday	afternoon…

diagnosis	was	appendicitis.	Went	into	surgery	this	morning,	should	be	in

recovery	right	now.	Probably	won’t	be	awake	yet,	but	I	can	have	someone

take	you	back	to	see	him.”	

As	soon	as	she	said	the	word	‘surgery,’	Jet’s	face	drained	of	color,

and	for	a	moment	Aaron	was	afraid	he	might	pass	out.	But	he	managed	to

steady	himself	enough	to	say,	“That	would	be	great.	Thank	you.”
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The	nurse	summoned	a	uniformed	staff	member	of	indeterminate

rank,	who	ushered	the	two	of	them	down	a	long	hallway	and	through

several	doors	marked	Authorized	Personnel	Only,	until	they	came	to	a	large

room	lined	with	curtained	cubicles.	Their	guide	glanced	his	clipboard,	then

at	several	patient	charts,	before	coming	to	a	halt	and	gesturing	to	the	next

cubicle.	“This	is	the	one	you	want.	A	nurse	should	be	along	soon,	if	you

want	more	details	about	his	condition.”	

He	softened	his	tone	a	bit,	clearly	noticing	the	uncertainty	in	Jet’s

expression.	“It’s	okay	if	you	need	a	few	seconds	before	you	go	in.”	

Jet	nodded,	but	said	only,	“Thanks,	but	I’ll	be	fine,”	as	he	stepped

through	the	curtain.	Aaron	rolled	his	eyes	a	bit	and	followed—nearly

running	into	Jet,	who’d	come	to	a	sudden,	stunned	halt.	

Callan	looked	a	sight.	He	was	still	unconscious,	features	peacefully

composed,	but	his	face	looked	drawn	and	deathly	pale.	A	blanket	covered

most	of	his	body,	hiding	any	sign	of	the	actual	surgery,	but	one	arm	rested

on	top	of	the	covers,	showing	the	IV	line	in	the	back	of	his	hand	and	the

pulse	oximeter	clipped	on	his	finger	to	monitor	his	oxygen	levels.	Bruises

running	up	his	arm	showed	where	other	needles	and	tubes	had	been

inserted,	and	a	pair	of	band-aids	near	the	crook	of	his	elbow	were	likely

covering	the	small	wounds	from	blood	samples	being	drawn.	

“Well.	Could	be	worse,	I	guess.”	Aaron	pulled	gently	on	Jet’s	arm;	he

seemed	rooted	to	the	spot.	“Why	don’t	you	sit	down?	You	look	like	you	need

to.”	

Mechanically,	Jet	followed	him,	and	sat	in	the	chair	by	the	right	side

of	the	bed,	where	Callan	would	be	able	to	see	him	when	he	woke.	Aaron

went	to	the	other	side	and	leaned	against	the	back	wall.	After	a	moment,	he

asked	quietly,	“How	does	he	usually	do	coming	out	of	anesthesia?”	

It	wasn’t	an	idle	question.	They	had	one	friend	who	reacted	to	the	drugs	by

becoming	violently	ill.	Jet	and	Callan’s	sister	Reva	got	aggressive,	a	lesson

they’d	learned	the	hard	way	when	she	nearly	punched	a	nurse	after	having

her	wisdom	teeth	out.	Callan	was	a	lot	bigger	and	stronger	than	Reva	was;

if	he	reacted	the	same	way,	they	were	going	to	have	a	problem.	

Jet	shrugged.	“I	think	he’s	only	gone	under	once	before,	to	have	a

broken	arm	set	when	we	were	little	kids.	They	didn’t	let	the	rest	of	us	in

until	it	was	all	over	with,	but	I’m	pretty	sure	he	woke	up	without	too	much

fuss.	And	speaking	of	the	rest	of	us…”	He	pulled	out	his	phone.	“I’d	better

call	everyone	and	let	them	know	what’s	going	on.”	

Aaron	listened	idly	as	Jet	turned	away,	phone	to	his	ear,	recounting

the	events	of	the	last	few	hours	to	someone—Reva,	from	the	sound	of	it.	He

kept	his	voice	low,	and	Aaron	only	caught	a	word	here	and	there.	“Hospital

with	appendicitis…	yesterday	morning…	health	center…	drove	himself—”	

Suddenly	he	yanked	the	phone	away	from	his	ear.	

“HE	DID	WHAT?”	

Reva’s	screech	was	clearly	audible	from	several	feet	away.	Jet
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winced.	“Don’t	yell	in	my	ear!	I’m	in	the	recovery	room	at	the	hospital,

I’m	trying	to	keep	this	quiet.	Yes,	I	know	exactly	how	stupid	it	was,	I

intend	to	tell	him	when	he	wakes	up.	My	thoughts	exactly,	but	I’ll	tell

him	you	said	so.	Yes…	surgery	was	this	morning,	haven’t	talked	to	the

doctor	yet.	No,	don’t	skip	your	classes	to	come	out	here.	Everything’s

under	control.	No,	not	yet,	I	will	in	a	minute.	Unless	you	want	to	tell

Mom	and	Dad?	Thanks,	Reva,	you’re	a	lifesaver.	I’ll	call	again	tonight

and	let	you	know	how	he’s	doing.”	

He	ended	the	call	and	was	about	to	dial	again	when	a	woman	in

a	white	coat	stepped	through	the	curtains.	She	looked	a	little	startled	to

find	them	there,	but	recovered	quickly.	“I	didn’t	realize	there	was

anybody	here	with	him.”	She	looked	Jet	over,	clearly	noticing	the

resemblance	between	him	and	Callan.	“You’re	family?”	

“His	brother.	Jet	Martin.”	He	stood	up	and	extended	his	hand,

and	she	shook	it	firmly.	

“Dr.	Carter.”	She	glanced	over	at	Aaron,	still	leaning	against	the

wall,	who	raised	a	hand	briefly	in	greeting.	“Aaron	Bryant.”	He	offered

no	explanation,	and	she	didn’t	ask,	just	nodded	and	said	brusquely,

“Give	me	a	minute	to	look	at	Callan,	and	then	we’ll	talk	details.”	

Jet	watched	anxiously	as	she	checked	his	brother’s	vital	signs

and	the	dressing	covering	the	incision.	When	she’d	finished,	Dr.	Carter

straightened	up	and	gestured	to	the	curtain.	“If	you’d	like	to	step

outside	for	a	few	minutes	while	we	talk…”	

Jet	couldn’t	help	glancing	back	at	Callan;	Aaron	saw	it	and	said

immediately,	“You	go	ahead.	I’ll	stay	here	and	keep	an	eye	on	him.”	

Jet	nodded	and	threw	him	a	look	of	gratitude	as	he	ducked	out

of	the	cubicle.	

		

Out	in	the	main	room,	Dr.	Carter	turned	to	face	Jet.	“So,	what

do	you	want	to	know?”	

“Basically,	what	on	earth	happened?	I	didn’t	know	any	of	this

was	even	going	on	until	I	walked	in	here.”	

She	glanced	at	the	chart	in	her	hand.	“Well,	your	brother	walked

into	the	E.R.	about	this	time	yesterday	afternoon	with	nausea,	a	rising

fever	and	severe	abdominal	pain.	The	symptoms	suggested	appendicitis

right	away,	and	the	lab	work	confirmed	it.	It	seemed	like	we’d	caught	it

fairly	early,	though,	and	he	told	us	he’d	just	eaten	lunch,	so	we	made	a

decision	to	admit	him	overnight	and	do	the	surgery	this	morning,	when

his	stomach	was	empty.	Textbook	procedure,	no	complications.	Overall,

he’s	recovering	well.	I’d	expect	him	to	be	awake	and	talking	very	soon

now.”	

Jet	nodded	slowly,	mulling	over	that.	“So	when	can	he	go

home?”
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“Originally,	the	plan	was	for	him	to	stay	another	night	and	be

discharged	in	the	morning,	when	he’s	fully	coherent.	With	you	here	to

drive,	though,	he	can	leave	as	soon	as	we’re	confident	he	isn’t	going	to	have

any	complications	from	the	anesthesia.	The	instructions	for	medication

and	wound	care	should	be	in	the	discharge	papers,	you	can	go	over	that

when	you	get	them.	He’ll	likely	be	groggy	for	the	rest	of	the	day,	though,	so

he	shouldn’t	be	left	alone	for	the	next	24	hours.”	

Jet	smiled	wryly.	“I	think	we	can	manage	that.”	

		

When	he	returned	to	his	brother’s	bedside,	Callan	had	shifted

position	slightly.	At	Jet’s	raised	eyebrow,	Aaron	said	quietly,	“Hasn’t

opened	his	eyes	yet,	but	he’s	starting	to	come	around.”	

Jet	nodded	absently,	biting	at	his	lip	as	he	sat	back	down.	“I	should	ask	you

now,	then—would	you	mind	if	he	stays	with	us	for	a	little	while?”	

“Of	course	not.	Heck,	he	can	have	the	bedroom	if	it’ll	be	more

comfortable	for	him.	We’ll	survive	the	sofa	bed	for	a	couple	days.”	

Jet	snorted	at	that.	“I’ll	offer,	but	he’ll	never	take	it.	And	if	he	did,

I’d	be	worried.”	

Instead	of	answering,	Aaron	held	up	a	hand	in	warning	and	nodded

towards	Callan;	his	eyelids	had	started	to	flutter.	Jet	leaned	forward	in	his

chair,	watching	intently	as	his	brother’s	eyes	slowly	slid	open.	

One	look	into	them	was	enough	to	see	that	he	was	still	far	from	fully

conscious.	His	gaze	was	hazy	and	uncertain,	and	he	was	still	blinking

rapidly,	obviously	struggling	to	focus.	He	lifted	his	head	a	little	and	shook	it

as	though	to	clear	the	fog.	

“Easy,	now.”	Jet’s	voice	was	soft	and	soothing.	“Do	you	remember

where	you	are?”	

It	took	a	few	seconds	before	Callan	managed	to	collect	his	thoughts	enough

to	get	out	a	slightly	slurred,	“Hospital.”	

“Right.	How	do	you	feel?	Does	it	hurt?”	

Another	head	shake.	“Doesn’t	hurt.”	

Then	a	look	of	puzzlement	crossed	his	face.	“What…	What’re	you

doing	here?”	

	 “I’d	have	been	here	last	night	if	you’d	called	a	phone	I	would

actually	answer.”	Seeing	his	brother’s	confusion,	Jet	sighed	for	what	felt

like	the	thousandth	time	that	day.	“Never	mind.	I’ll	wait	to	yell	at	you	until

you’re	sober	enough	to	remember	it	afterwards.”	

Callan	closed	his	eyes	again	and	let	his	head	fall	back	onto	the

pillow.	“I’m	so	tired…”	

“I	know.	You	just	rest.	I’m	not	going	anywhere.”	

		

“You’re	joking.”
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“Wish	I	was.”	Jet	glanced	over	at	the	bed,	where	Callan	had

drifted	back	into	unconsciousness.	“Zach,	I	gotta	tell	you…	for	a	little

while	today,	I	really	thought	he	might	have	ended	up	dead.	Alone,	in	the

hospital	or	on	the	side	of	the	highway.	As	it	is,	he	spent	the	night	here	by

himself,	hurting	and	probably	a	lot	more	scared	than	he’ll	ever	admit	to.

That	can’t	happen	again.”	

On	the	other	end	of	the	line,	Zach	was	silent	for	a	moment.

Finally,	he	said,	“That’s	Callan.	You	can	talk	until	you’re	blue	in	the	face,

but	you	can’t	change	who	he	is.”	

“Maybe	so.	But	if	he	isn’t	going	to	have	friends	he	can	lean	on,	he’s	going

to	have	to	be	better	about	opening	up	to	his	family.	We’re	all	he’s	got.”	

“Good	luck	with	that.	So,	he	can’t	be	alone	tomorrow?	What	are

you	doing	about	classes?”	

	Jet	laughed	without	humor.	“What	classes?	One	day	of	skipping	won’t

kill	me.	I’ll	send	an	email	to	my	professors,	see	how	many	of	them	let	it

slide	for	a	‘family	emergency.’”		

“You	don’t	need	to	do	that.	I	don’t	have	any	Monday	classes	this

week—don’t	ask.	I’ll	fly	out	there	tonight	and	keep	an	eye	on	him	while

you	guys	are	gone.	Are	you	staying	with	him	in	the	dorm?”	

“No,	we’re	bringing	him	back	to	the	apartment	until	he	can

manage	by	himself	again.	Not	that	he	knows	that	yet.	If	you’re	sure

about	this,	we	can	pick	you	up	from	the	airport,	but	we	only	have	the	one

extra	bed—you	might	want	to	bring	your	air	mattress.”	

“Roger	that.	I’ll	text	you	the	flight	details	when	I	have	them.	Tell

Callan	from	me	he’s	an	idiot,	but	I’m	glad	he’s	okay.”	

Jet	couldn’t	help	laughing	at	that.	“You	know,	that’s	exactly	what

Reva	said.”	

He	paused	a	moment.	“Love	you,	brother.”	

“Right	back	atcha.	See	you	all	soon.”
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Unfortunate	Situation
Tyji	Perkins



	54	

Shatter-Fingers	

						Sarah	Schork	
		

Sunder	the	shatter.	Tear	the	wonder	torn.	The	dilapidation	collapses	

in	decorated	parcels	of	havoc.	I	care	the	chaos,	

Tonight,	I	drown	alone.	

		

She	is	a	reoccurring	ruin	of	encounter.	I	give	and	am	a	rubble	of	the	first

cause.	

Asphyxia,	in	the	making	of	my	own	bones,	

Tonight,	we	burn	alone:	

		

Bitter,	more	bitter	with	age,	

She	rages	through	each	particle	

erupting	out	of	blood	cells	with	a	cocked	chin.	

		

Up	and	outwards	she	surges,	guffaws	against	my	throat	

in	an	eviscerated	jowl	burst.	

I	let	go	my	composure.	I	spray	the	skin	of	my	teeth.	

		

Weaponized	selfisms,	her	tone	is	my	own	tone,	no	light	crescendo,	but	

Loud,	loud,	loud,	in	ear	boxes	holding	

The	gurgled	words	burbling	and	boiling	in	the	latent	brain	steam.	

		

At	least	I	choose	the	shatter.	

I	break	to	evaporate,	

and	mind	the	matter	to	a	historical	chatter.	

		

Yet,	she	has	met	and	corrupted	the	worst	parts	of	myself	in	the	utopian

graveyard	tradition,	

in	the	blood-line,	

in	the	incoherences	where	the	lid	of	my	lips	commit	sandbox	offenses.	

		

Pluck	out	the	eye,	so	they	say,	

but	this	purgative	emptying	

stops	me	mid-breath	in	the	

		

extinction	of	distinction:	

I	can	no	longer	single	out	the	bruise.	

I	have	a	blue	complexion.



	55	

Blood	in	my	blood,	

The	barbs	of	my	bones	

shred	spine	to	keep	the	crazy	out.	

Lip	hanging,	drooping	into	the	glass,	

I	unravel	my	tongue-no,	

I	nail	the	debt	of	my	shattered	names.
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Plato’s	Blue	

						Annette	Kempf	
		

The	vision	was	insidious	in	its	innocence,	

Extra-terrestrial,	

A	burning	field	of	tempered	blue.	

I	was	a	sojourner	om	the	peak	of	scrap	and	rust,	

An	Everest	of	frost,	screws,	and	creaking	corrugated	iron;	

And	all	I	knew—	

That	was	the	Clear	of	winter.	

There	was	no	world	below	

But	these	mud	and	snow-glazed	rotting	trees	

That	bellows	in	the	wind	so	that	the	heavens	flare	to	life	

Like	a	forge,	

Until	the	clouds	are	seared,	

Stark	with	gold,	of	an	invisible	sun,	sunken,	

Out	of	sight—	

The	sun	is	god,	

The	earth,	godforsaken,	

The	horizon,	myth,	

And	I,	a	mole,	

Enthralled,	not	by	paradise	lost,	

But	by	paradise	never-was.	

		

But	in	that	instant,	

When	my	own	eye	blinked	it	from	existence,	

My	dream	became	a	phantasm	in	the	waking	world.	

I	awoke	and	all	God’s	world	came	flooding	in,	

I	saw	it,	dripping	Plato’s	blue:	

A	sodden,	grinning	kelpie—	

And	beauty	drowned,	dead,	at	its	feet.	
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Walden
Meghan	Flynn
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A	Game	Changer		
												Isabella	Rice		
		

																		Most	children	know	and	believe	that	Santa	Claus	is	always

watching	them	all	year	round,	checking	to	see	if	they’ve	been	good	or

bad.	They	also	know	that	if	they	have	been	good,	they	will	get	presents,

and	if	they’ve	been	bad,	they	will	get	coal.	No	child	wants	coal,	and	in	my

experience,	I	haven’t	met	anyone	that	has	gotten	coal.	But	my	family	has

come	very	close	to	getting	coal.		

												It	was	the	year	of	2009.	I	was	ten.	The	Nintendo	Wii	had	come	out

3	years	before,	but	it	was	still	“the	next	big	thing.”	My	younger	brother

who	was	six	at	the	time	had	expressed	that	he	wanted	a	Wii	for

Christmas.	I	think	that	it	was	because	his	friend	from	school	had	one,	but

who’s	to	say.	I	wasn’t	into	video	games	as	much,	so	I	was	pretty	much

indifferent	to	wanting	a	Wii.		

												After	four	long	weeks,	it	was	finally	Christmas	Eve.	My	ten-year-

old	mind	was	so	excited	for	Christmas.	One	of	our	family	traditions	was

that	during	the	day	on	Christmas	Eve,	my	mom,	my	brother,	and	myself

would	drive	up	to	my	mom’s	old	neighborhood	where	she	grew	up	and

visit	family	members	in	the	cemetery.	Before	we	got	there,	we	always

stopped	at	a	flower	shop	to	buy	flowers	to	put	on	the	graves.	Our	story

starts	here.	In	the	flower	shop,	my	brother	wanted	our	mom	to	buy	the

customized	ones	that	say	“Mom”,	“Dad”,	“Grand-mom”,	etc.	(i.e.	the

more	expensive	ones).		

												“We’re	not	getting	those.	Put	them	back,	they’re	too	expensive,”

our	mom	said	to	him.	But	he	didn’t	listen.	Instead,	he	threw	the	biggest

tantrum	in	the	middle	of	the	flower	shop.	Luckily	for	us,	there	wasn’t	a

lot	of	people,	but	it	wasn’t	empty.	Me	being	the	kind	of	person	who	hates

conflict,	I	tried	my	best	to	stay	out	of	everyone’s	way.		

												Finally,	we	found	the	right	flowers	and	it	was	time	to	check	out.	As

we	waited	in	line,	my	brother	still	carried	on,	screaming	and	yelling	at

the	top	of	his	lungs.	I	stayed	quiet	so	I	wouldn’t	add	to	the

embarrassment	of	the	afternoon.	What	made	this	situation	worse	was

that	when	the	lady	in	front	of	us	turned	to	move	out	of	line,	she	looked	at

my	brother	and	said	to	our	mom,	“If	he	were	my	kid,	I	would	whoop	his

ass.”	That’s	how	I	knew	it	was	going	to	go	down-hill	from	there.		

												Later	that	day,	there	was	the	usual	Christmas	Eve	lull.	The	hours

ticked	by,	and	soon	it	was	time	for	us	to	get	ready	to	go	to	Mass.	We

started	going	on	Christmas	Eve	because	my	school	had	a	concert	after
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the	Mass	and	I	was	always	in	it,	so	we	just	got	into	the	habit.		

												“Guys,	go	upstairs	and	get	ready	for	Mass,”	she	said.		

												I	automatically	got	up	and	went	upstairs	to	get	ready.	I	was	trying

my	absolute	best	to	be	good.	Somehow,	I	got	stuck	doing	double	duty.

When	I	came	back	downstairs,	all	dressed	up	and	ready	to	go,	I	heard

the	yelling	of	my	mom	and	brother	going	at	it.	In	addition	to	throwing	a

tantrum	in	the	flower	shop	earlier	that	day,	he	now	refused	to	get	ready

to	go	to	church.	I	sat	on	the	couch,	in	an	uncomfortable	silence	and

listened	and	waited.	In	the	middle	of	the	argument,	my	dad	had	come

home	from	work.		

												“Hey,	hey,	hey.	How	are	you?”	he	asked	as	he	walked	in	the	door.	I

turned	my	head	and	looked	at	him.	His	usual	“good-mood”	face	fell,	and

he	looked	back	at	me	with	serious	eyes.		

												“What’s	the	matter?”		

												Before	I	could	answer	him,	my	mom	came	down	the	stairs,

muttering	angrily	to	herself.		

												“Hey,	what’s	up?”	my	dad	asked	her	as	he	walked	over	to	her	and

rubbed	his	hands	up	and	down	her	arms.	His	voice	was	full	of	concern	as

he	tried	to	get	the	truth	from	her.	They	moved	into	the	kitchen	and

began	talking	in	hushed	tones.	She	was	telling	him	about	my	brother’s

tantrum	earlier	today.	Finally	like	the	rest	of	us,	my	dad	was	in	a	bad

mood.		

												It	didn’t	feel	like	Christmas.	Everyone	was	upset,	and	there	was

too	much	yelling.	The	car	ride	to	Church	was	silent,	the	only	sound	being

the	playing	of	Christmas	music	on	B101.1.	The	jolly	tunes	didn’t	mix	well

with	the	atmosphere	in	the	car.	I	stared	out	the	window,	mostly		

thinking	that	my	Christmas	was	going	to	be	ruined,	and	that	it	was	all

my	brother’s	fault.	I	couldn’t	tell	if	my	mom	had	calmed	down	from

earlier,	but	I	didn’t	want	to	risk	it.		

												The	next	morning,	I	was	awakened	by	my	brother	all	excited.	He

jumped	onto	my	bed	yelling	for	me	to	wake	up	so	we	could	go	wake	up

our	parents.	I	sat	up,	still	asleep,	and	followed	him	into	the	hallway

outside	his	room,	and	sat	with	him	at	the	bottom	of	the	steps.	We	have	a

family	rule	on	Christmas,	which	was	that	the	parents	go	down	first	and

set	everything	up,	then	we	come	down	and	get	bombarded	by	my	mom

taking	pictures	of	half-asleep	faces	and	messy	hair.		

												My	brother	got	up	and	went	into	their	room	and	woke	them	up.	It

took	about	ten	minutes	for	them	to	get	up	and	get	everything	ready

downstairs.		

												“Ok,	guys.	You	can	come	down	now,”	my	mom	said.	My	brother

and	I	walked	down	slowly,	waiting	to	see	the	blinding	flash	of	my	mom’s

camera,	but	instead	we	saw	the	beauty	of	our	tree.	The	multicolored
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lights	reflected	off	the	decorative	wrapping	paper.	My	family	has	a	system

when	it	comes	to	Christmas.	My	brother	and	I	split	the	tree	up	into

sections;	the	left	side	is	where	his	presents	go,	the	right	is	where	my

presents	go,	and	in	the	middle	is	stuff	for	the	both	of	us.	We	both	dived

into	our	gifts,	and	once	our	individual	gifts	were	opened,	we	moved	to	the

middle.		

												In	the	middle	was	a	big	and	heavy	looking	box.	Both	of	us	reached

for	it,	but	my	dad’s	voice	stopped	us.		

												“No,	Bella.	Don’t	touch	that	one.	Justin,	you	open	it.”		

												My	brother	listened	to	him	and	situated	the	box	in	front	of	him	and

began	ripping	off	the	paper.	I	looked	towards	my	parents	and	saw	that	my

dad	was	holding	his	video	camera.	Why	did	he	decide	to	record	this

specific	moment?	Once	all	the	paper	was	off	the	box	and	he	read	what	it

said,	my	brother	let	out	the	biggest	scream	he	could.		

												“Yeah!	We	got	a	Wii!	We	got	a	Wii!	Yeah!”		

												He	picked	up	the	box	and	held	it	above	his	six-year-old	head	and

danced	around	the	living	room.	He	was	filled	with	so	much	excitement.	I

sat	back,	resting	against	the	bottom	step,	watching	and	waiting.

Something	felt	off.		

												“Why	don’t	you	take	it	out	of	the	box,	and	we	can	hook	it	up,”	my

dad	said,	feeding	my	brother’s	excitement.		

												My	brother	opened	the	box,	ripping	it	to	shreds	as	his	anticipation

fueled	him.	All	movement	stopped	when	the	contents	were	revealed.	My

brother	fell	from	his	knees	onto	his	butt	and	stared	at	the	empty	box.	All

that	remained	where	the	twist-ties	and	instructions.	All	the	excitement

left	my	brother.		

												“What’s	the	matter	buddy?”	my	dad	feigned	surprise.		

												“It’s	empty.	Oh,	Santa!”	my	brother	said	as	he	burst	into	tears.	I	sat

against	the	bottom	step	laughing	hard	as	my	brother	cried	over	my

father’s	joke.	For	about	ten	minutes	my	dad	lectured	my	brother	about	his

behavior	the	day	before	and	when	he	was	certain	that	my	brother	had

enough,	he	instructed	him	to	go	to	the	VCR	and	to	take	it	out.	There,	my

dad	had	already	hooked	up	the	Wii	and	it	was	ready	to	play.	The

excitement	returned.		

												Later	that	night,	I	heard	my	brother	bragging	to	his	friend	that	he

got	a	Wii.		

												“You	know	that	we	only	got	the	Wii	because	I	was	good,	and	you

weren’t	right?”	I	said.		

												“No!	That’s	not	true!”		

												Yeah,	okay.
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	Damsel	No	More		
							Caitlin	Friel		
		

How	many	years	have	I	spent	here,		

												All	alone	with	no	one	but	mice?		

Oh,	their	screams	and	bellows	I	hear,		

												As	they	fall	to	beast’s	teeth	precise.		

		

The	dragon’s	breath	alights	the	halls.		

												It	chases	away	hopes	and	dreams,		

Even	as	the	world	to	me	calls,		

												But	nothing	is	quite	what	it	seems.		

		

The	morning	came,	the	one	I	planned,		

												Quick,	I	packed	what	food	I	could	find.		

I	plucked	two	swords	from	burned	men’s	hands,		

												And	killed	the	slayer	of	my	kind.		

		

Now	my	tale	is	rare	on	the	shelf,		

												The	tale	of	how	I	saved	myself.		
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The	Soundtrack	of	the	Universe	

						Melisandra	Paulson	
		
The	say	static	is	just	secondhand	sound

left	over	from	the	Big	Bang,

that	while	flipping	in	between	channels,

you’re	listening	to	the	soundtrack

of	the	universe’s	creation.

For	all	we	know,	everything	was	a	black-and-white	blur

of	shifting	dots	before	the	universe	exploded

into	being:	stars	we	see	in	prisma-color

are	really	monochrome,	and	before	they	were	arranged

into	constellations	they	might	have	been	as	random

as	the	static	between	songs,

singing	out	discordant	melodies

into	the	staccato	back.	
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Mary	Grace	Murray



	64	

	Lullabies	and	Siren	Songs		
							Maria	Camarota		
		

												Our	tale	begins	with	young	Charlot,	Crown	Prince	of	Valwynne,

clinging	desperately	to	a	cliffside,	wind-battered	and	soaked	from	the

spray	of	the	ocean	far	below,	believing	he’s	been	called	on	a	hero’s	quest.

Waves	roar	and	crash	into	the	rocky	coastline,	thunder	rumbles

overhead,	drowning	out	even	the	man’s	most	reflexive	thoughts;	needle-

like	rain	lashes	across	whatever	skin	he’s	left	exposed	to	the	elements.	He

grits	his	teeth,	steadfastly	refusing	to	look	down,	to	acknowledge	the	fall

he	risks	by	endeavoring	to	reach	the	cliff’s	edge,	and	he	continues	his

climb,	hand-over-hand,	seeking	out	ridges	he	can	dig	his	bleeding	nails

into	and	haul	himself	just	a	scant	few	inches	higher.		

												For	the	briefest	of	moments,	he	thinks	about	giving	up,	letting	go

and	giving	himself	over	to	the	tempestuous	sea	and	the	gods	that	dwell

there.	This	is	an	impossible	task,	surely;	no	other	man	has	seen	this

journey	to	its	completion.	How	in	all	the	realms	is	he	meant	to

accomplish	what	so	many	have	lost	their	lives	in	pursuit	of?		

												Then	the	song	that’s	been	humming	steadily	in	his	ears	these	past

few	days	swells	to	a	crescendo.		

												His	heartbeat	doubles,	his	breathing	quickens,	and	he	knows	he

must	finish	this,	he	was	chosen	for	this	task,	chosen	to	wake	the	sleeping

princess	and	rid	this	land	of	the	ancient	fae’s	curse.	He	cannot	afford	to

crumble	here	and	now.		

												The	song,	wordless	and	all-consuming,	propels	him	upwards,

heedless	of	the	stinging	wind	that	drags	at	his	clothes,	almost	as	if	it

wishes	to	tug	him	from	his	precarious	perch;	heedless	of	his	screaming

muscles,	of	the	blood	that	sluices	down	the	backs	of	his	hands.	It	brings

him	all	the	way	to	the	top,	and	he	doesn’t	even	give	himself	a	breath

before	he’s	moving	again,	aiming	unerringly	for	the	tower	that	sits	just	a

few	dozen	feet	from	the	cliff’s	edge.	It	seems	to	call	to	him,	guiding	him

through	the	strangely	unguarded	entryway	and	through	the	small	parlor

that	exits	via	only	a	single	door.	The	blood	pounding	in	his	ears

harmonizes	with	the	ever-present	song,	growing	louder	with	every	step

he	takes.	It	nearly	deafens	him	by	the	time	he’s	winding	his	way	up	the

staircase,	but	he	pushes	on,	knowing	he’s	almost	reached	his	destination.

Charlot,	breathless	and	euphoric,	stumbles	through	the	wooden	door	at

the	top	of	the	stairs,	and	there—there	she	is.		

												Radiant	even	in	the	morning	gloom,	laid	out	atop	her	modest	bed,

veiled	by	gossamer	curtains	that	do	little	to	hide	her	enchanting	beauty.

The	princess,	ageless	in	her	enchanted	slumber,	as	promised.	Charlot



	65	

smiles	to	himself,	knowing	the	gods	chose	well	when	they	sent	him	the

song,	because	he’s	here,	and	the	curse	will	finally	be—		

												“Oh,	dear.	You	think	you’re	some	hero,	don’t	you?”		

												Charlot	spins	around,	hands	raised	in	some	approximation	of	a

ready	stance,	but	the	woman—long	hair,	bright	eyes,	and	curves	that	the

women	of	Charlot’s	court	would	sell	their	souls	for—is	on	him,	slender

hands	cupping	his	face	in	a	hold	he	finds	he	cannot	break.	He	hadn’t

heard	her	approach,	can	see	no	discernable	hiding	place	for	her	in	the

frantic	sweep	of	the	room	he	makes	before	settling	on	her	ethereal	face.

Charlot,	in	his	panic,	barely	registers	the	shimmering	scales	that	adorn

her	skin.		

												Her	smile	is	sharp	and	predatory.		

												“You	heard	my	song,”	she	whispers,	lilting,	and	Charlot’s	heart

drops	as	he	realizes	that	the	words,	the	voice,	resonate	with	the	song	still

thrumming	through	his	entire	body.	It	picks	up	the	tempo,	as	though

reacting	to	this	woman’s	presence,	and	it	outpaces	the	heart	jackrabbiting

against	his	ribs.	He	can	hardly	breathe	for	it,	the	air	in	his	lungs	all	but

burned	away	by	the	staccato	beat	of	a	song	he	feels	he’s	severely

misjudged.	“You	heard	my	call,	and	you	came.	A	good	boy,	yes,	but	hardly

worthy	of	a	hero’s	fame,	hm?	You	aren’t	the	first,	you	foolish	boy,	and	you

will	not	be	the	last.”		

												He	wrenches	his	head	around,	desperate	for	a	glimpse	of	the

princess.	This	woman,	this	creature	(she	cannot	be	wholly	human	with

eyes	so	like	the	ocean	that	rages	outside	this	tower,	alluring	and	lethal	in

equal	measures,	and	the	hands	on	his	cheeks	must	be	tipped	with

something	sharper	than	the	average	nails,	going	by	the	unmistakable

punctures	he	feels	just	behind	his	jaw)	cannot	be	allowed	to	harm	her,

even	at	the	cost	of	Charlot’s	life.	How	long	has	this	creature	been	here,

how	close	has	she	come	to	severing	the	last	of	the	thread	that	ties	the

princess	to	this	mortal	realm?		

												But	when	he	finds	her,	the	princess	is...	sitting	up,	peeking	out

from	behind	the	curtains.	Her	skin	glows	with	health,	not	sallow	and

wane	as	the	legends	described,	and	she	moves	smoothly,	fluidly.	She’s

smiling,	carefree	and	satisfied,	and	not	him,	no,	at	the	monstrous	woman

holding	him	still.		

												“Aurora,”	the	princess	calls,	not	even	a	hint	of	sleep	coloring	her

bell-like	voice,	“don’t	play	with	your	food.	It’s	not	polite.”		

												The	gods,	Charlot	thinks	in	a	moment	of	blinding	clarity,	are	not	so

cruel	as	this.		

												“As	you	wish,	Princess."		

												Charlot	doesn’t	even	have	a	moment	to	scream	before	the	woman’s

teeth	have	sunken	deep	into	his	throat.
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Untitled	
							Alexia	Trott	
		

The	cracks	in	our	existence	

So	beautiful	and	sad:	

Oh	melancholy	song	of	time	

Repeating	what	was	had.	

If	pictures	told	us	stories	

And	our	stories	told	the	truth,	

Would	happiness	be	so	fleeting	

Like	the	memories	of	youth?	
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Valuable	

						Amanda	D’Orsi	
		

Golden	eyes	turned	towards	the	skies.	

He	tries	to	hide	the	rust	that	has	just	begun	to	crust	

Around	the	corners	of	his	smile.	

Drowned	in	formerly	faceless	trials,	

He	lets	them	wash	through	his	golden	hair	

And	swears	that	his	silver	fingers	

Will	never	need	to	linger	on	cheeks,	streaked	with	tears	

Made	of	diamonds.	

		

His	horizon’s	shining	pure-white,	

Blocked	by	pyrite	people,	by	polite	evil.	

Despite	peaceful	masks,	

They	tread	on	broken	glass	from	broken	flasks	and	ask	for	blood.	

But	that	ruby	red	already	resides	on	the	silver	skin	

That	forms	the	prison	he’s	in.	

		

Yet	they’ll	face	the	rust,	and	the	dust,	and	the	evil,	

Clinging	to	the	ordinary	and	the	simple	people.	

		

For	what	could	be	equal?	
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The	Art	of	Napping	
						Angelica	Corridoni	
		

												As	a	self-proclaimed	professional	napper,	I	must	admit	I	have	a

remarkable	talent	for	sleeping.	And	I	don’t	mean	simply	going	to	bed	at

a	reasonable	time	and	catching	eight	hours	of	sleep.	No,	I	mean	the

uncanny	ability	to	thoroughly	enjoy	and	savor	the	very	moment	my

head	hits	my	feathered	pillow	and	my	aching	body	is	nested	into	what

can	only	be	described	as	a	heavenly	cloud	of	comfort.	Sleeping	is	not

just	a	necessity,	but	a	way	of	life.	It	is	something	I	look	forward	to

throughout	my	week	and	cannot	wait	to	enjoy	after	a	long	day	of	work,

travel,	and	inevitable	stress.	

												However,	to	better	understand	this	beautiful	talent	I	possess,	it

is	vital	to	mention	when	and	where	I	humbly	mastered	this	skill	of

napping.	It	all	started	at	the	very	beginning	of	my	youth	when	I	was	in

my	glory	days.	Way	back	in	the	late	90s,	my	mother	instilled	in	me	the

secret	to	living	a	happy	life:	finding	time	to	squeeze	in	a	life-changing

nap.	She	would	easily	see	the	tiredness	behind	my	toddler-aged

tantrums	and	would	suggest	taking	the	time	to	lie	down	in	her	large

queen-sized	bed.	“Honey,	I	think	you’re	a	little	tired.	You’ll	feel	better

once	you	close	your	eyes	for	a	bit,”	she	would	confidently	reassure	me.	I

would	naively	think	to	myself,	“What	does	she	know?	How	can	closing

my	eyes	and	lying	down	make	me	feel	better?”	But	boy	was	I	wrong.

That	very	afternoon,	after	experiencing	the	most	life-altering	two	hours

of	my	life,	I	woke	up	from	the	most	glorious	nap.	I	felt	like	a	different

person…well	toddler,	I	guess.	Either	way,	that’s	besides	the	point.	That

miraculous	afternoon	bore	within	me	a	profound	love	and	appreciation

for	what	would	be	a	necessity	in	my	adult	years:	napping.	

												As	I	matured	into	my	later	years	of	life	as	a	child	and	preteen,	I

continued	to	practice	mastering	this	skill	even	more.	Sprinting	home

from	the	school	bus	after	school,	I	would	make	my	heaven	–	I’m	sorry,

bed	–	into	the	coziest	place	on	earth.	After	many	years	of	experience,	I

eventually	learned	new,	and	essential,	ways	to	make	my	naps	even

better.	I’d	quickly	warm	my	blankets	in	the	drier,	carefully	fluff	my

pillows,	close	the	blinds	(to	avoid	the	distracting	outside	world),	and

finally,	joyfully	lie	down	and	close	my	eyes	to	drift	into	a	blissful	nap.	

												Although,	I	must	admit,	I	do	have	some	critics	constantly	trying

to	challenge	my	masterfully	skilled	talent.		Some	may	even	go	as	far	as
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to	say	–	and	I	warn	you	this	may	cause	you	some	frustration	–	that	naps

are	“a	waste	of	time.”	Yes,	I	know…no	one	needs	that	much	negativity	in

their	life.	However,	the	sad	truth	is,	there	are	many	grumpy	souls	out

there	who	do	not,	for	some	strange	reason,	appreciate	the	art	and	beauty

of	napping.	Sadly,	some	of	these	damaging	people	are	my	very	own	flesh

and	blood.	My	four	brothers	guilelessly	ask	me	some	of	the	most

disturbing	questions,	“How	can	you	waste	an	hour	of	your	day	sleeping?

Don’t	you	feel	even	more	stressed	after	a	nap?”	However,	I	can	only

accept	their	ignorance,	after	all,	they	have	not	tirelessly	mastered	the

skills	that	I	have.	“Naps	are	essential,	you	don’t	have	to	be	conscious	to

be	productive,	your	body	is	resting!”	Unfortunately,	however,	my	words

fall	on	deaf	ears.	I	can	only	try	so	much	to	convert	the	helpless	and

innocent.	I	guess	mastering	the	skill	of	sleeping	isn’t	as	easy	and

enjoyable	for	some	as	it	was	for	me.	

												However,	knowing	there	are	inexperienced	nappers	within	the

world	only	makes	me	cherish	my	skills	even	more.	Although	I	proudly

call	myself	a	master	at	napping,	there	is	still	much	more	for	me	to	learn.	I

must	admit,	there	are	moments	I	still	fail	in	this	lifelong	journey	of

bettering	my	napping	skills.	Sometimes	I	unavoidably	get	distracted	with

the	craziness	of	life	and	may	miss	a	few	naps	throughout	my	weeks.

Obviously,	no	one	is	perfect,	not	even	a	self-proclaimed	professional

napper.	Yet,	I	still	make	a	learning	lesson	out	of	my	mistakes.

Nevertheless,	as	I	continue	to	master	my	skill	and	joy	of	napping,	I	am

assured	that	my	days	will	always	be	filled	with	countless	Z’s	and	warm

blankets.	But	if	there	is	one	piece	of	knowledge	I	can	leave	you	with	from

one	napper	to	another	it	is	this:	there	will	never	be	a	problem	that	cannot

be	fixed	by	napping,	so	enjoy	every	minute	of	sleep	you	can	get	out	of

beloved	naps!
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Guide
Meghan	Flynn
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Ireland
Isabella	Moraschi
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Looking	for	Home	

						Isabel	Acosta	
		

Listen	to	my	story	with	your	eyes	closed	

And	your	heart	open.	

Accept	what	I	am	about	to	tell	you	

And	listen.	

They	ask	me:	

“What’s	wrong	with	you?”	

Is	it	because	I	am	happy?	

Is	it	because	I	am	sad?	

What	is	it?	

I	look	in	the	mirror	

And	staring	back	at	me	is	a	girl	

Whose	hair	curls	right	at	her	shoulders	

And	whose	dark	eyes	that	hold	so	many	stories.	

Do	I	come	off	odd?	

What	is	wrong	with	me?	

Who	am	I?	

Maybe	it’s	the	way	my	life	has	been.	

Maybe	it’s	the	way	that	I	watched	a	waitress	get	frustrated	

Because	my	grandfather’s	voice	held	a	Mexican	accent	too	thick	

For	her	to	understand	the	word	hamburger.	

The	way	that	I	listened	to	my	father	curse	at	my	mother	every	night	

Swearing	up	and	down	that	she	was	a	bad	mother.	

The	way	I	would	hold	my	brother’s	ears	shut	so	he	wouldn’t	hear	him.	

Or	maybe	it’s	the	way	I	watched	my	ex-lover	walk	out	the	door	

After	he	begged	me	to	stay.	

The	way	that	my	best	friend	in	eighth	grade	wanted	to	take	her		life.	

Maybe	it’s	the	way	I	wanted	to,	as	well.	

Maybe	it	is	all	my	faults	and	flaws	that	cascade	upon	my	face	as	tears.	

I	grew	up	believing	that	my	father	loved	my	mother	

Because	he	would	scream,	“I	love	you”	to	her	after	every	fight.	

I	learned	that	my	mother	stayed	with	him	for	nineteen	years	

For	the	sole	purpose	of	not	hurting	our	family.	

I	grew	up	believing	that	it	was	okay	to	let	a	boy	take	advantage	of	you	

Because	they	never	told	us	in	school	that	it	was	wrong.
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I	grew	up	believing	I	would	never	be	loved	

Because	I	went	through	a	chubby	phase	

That	soon	turned	into	an	eating	disorder	

That	soon	let	to	me	binge	eat	my	words	that	I	would	hold	in	

Every	time	someone	told	me	I	was	just	okay.	

I	was	not	okay.	

I	was	sad.	

I	grew	up	believing	that	there	was	no	way	I	could	make	it	through	the

days.	

Any	time	I	would	pass	a	mirror	or	reflection,	

I	would	look	away	because	I	was	scared	to	see	the	image	that	would

stare	back.	

I	never	loved	myself.	

I	dug	myself	a	hole	too	deep	to	climb	out	of.	

So	yes.	

Maybe	it	is	the	way	I	am.	

Is	my	past	too	much	to	handle?	

Do	my	eyes	tell	a	story	too	sad	for	ears	to	listen?	

Does	the	quiver	in	my	voice	make	you	want	to	walk	out	the	door	too?	

I	found	it	funny	how	on	the	day	of	my	graduation,	

I	had	to	walk	the	stage	with	a	diploma	in	my	right	hand	

And	hope	in	my	left	

Because	I	was	never	given	the	chance	to	decide	what	I	wanted	for

myself.	

Because	when	I	went	home	and	looked	in	the	mirror,	

My	reflection	stared	back	at	me	laughing	because	

“I	really	thought	I	could	do	it.”	

I	do	not	like	my	past.	

I	hate	it.	

I	want	to	swallow	it	whole	and	digest	it	until	it	is	merely	acid	

That	eats	my	bones	away.	

But	you	know	what?

You	want	to	know	what	is	wrong	with	me?	

I	spent	every	night	believing	that	love	was	shaking	your	lover	by	the

shoulders	

Screaming	“I	love	you	but”	

To	try	and	fix	them.	

I	watched	as	a	boy	who	never	loved	me	slowly	rip	away	my	innocence.	

I	had	to	hold	my	brother	as	I	cried	telling	him	that	he	couldn’t	hate	my

mother
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Forever	because	of	what	my	father	had	told	him	every	night.	

I	had	to	realize	that	it	took	me	moving	thirty	hours	away	

From	the	place	that	I	was	born	and	raised	

For	my	father	to	finally	pick	up	the	phone	and	tell	me	he	is	sorry	

I	had	to	bite	my	lip	so	I	couldn’t	cry.	

I	am	not	broken.	

I	am	not	wrong.	

There	is	nothing	wrong	with	me	or	my	past.	

Because	today	I	love	a	boy	whose	brown	eyes	never	look	below	my	collar.	

I	watch	my	mother	love	a	man	who	I	would	call	“dad”	

Because	in	the	past	few	months	that	I	have	known	him	

He	has	treated	me	more	like	a	daughter	

Than	my	father	did	in	eighteen	years.	

I	stand	here	today	looking	up	because	I	dug	myself	a	hole	too	deep	

That	the	only	way	I	could	climb	out	was	by	stomping	on	all	of	the	

“No’s”	

All	of	the	

“You	can’t	do	its”	

All	of	the	hurt	that	my	father	left	inside	of	me.	

All	of	the	burden	that	my	past	has	brought	me.	

Every	single	bit	of	the	person	that	I	did	not	want	to	be.	

She	has	been	buried.	

Stored	away	in	a	casket	

With	a	gravestone	that	reads	

“She	made	it.”	

Listen	to	my	story.	

I	am	a	woman.	

I	am	strong.	

And	for	once	in	my	life,	

I	can	say	that	I	am	truly	happy	with	who	I	am	

Because	I	stopped	looking	for	a	home	in	the	wrong	places.	

Home	wasn’t	the	screams	at	midnight,	

Nor	was	it	his	lustful	unwanted	kiss.	

Home	wasn’t	begging	someone	to	stay	

When	they	were	already	home.	

It	wasn’t	thirty	hours	away,	

Nor	the	place	I	grew	up.	

Home	was	staring	at	me	through	a	thin	piece	of	glass.	

I	would	wave	and	give	her	a	nod.	

She	would	return	it	at	the	exact	same	time.
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Home	wasn’t	in	the	places	of	sadness,	

She	was	in	the	mirror	all	along.	

She	watched	me	cry,	laugh,	smile,	

But	most	of	all	

Watched	me	grow.	

I	have	not	found	home	

Because	you	can’t	find	something	you	never	lost.	

I	had	her	this	whole	time.	

The	ask	me.	“What’s	wrong	with	you?”	

I	look	back	at	my	home,	I	smile,	

And	I	reply	with,	

“Nothing.	Nothing	is	wrong	with	me.	I	am	happy	just	the	way	I	am.”
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I	Sing	the	Body	Euphoric	
							Hope	Smalley	
		

I.	

		

maybe	I	will	cut	off	my	hair	

break	my	mother’s	heart	with	every	snip	of	scissor	blade	

maybe	I	will	make	a	home	in	my	skin	and	

burrow	into	the	cellulite	that	the	magazines	gloss	over,	

try	to	cover	up	like	holes	in	a	sand	dune.	

		

II.	

		

they	told	me	that	my	body	was	a	temple	

but	today	I	will	make	it	the	hottest	nightclub	in	the	city	

open	the	doors	to	let	the	young	people	dance	across	my	skin	

like	disco	ball	lights	

tonight	I	will	be	desired	

tonight	I	will	desire	

tonight	I	will	fall	in	love	with	my	reflection	and	fall	

heart	first	into	the	reflection	

drown	in	the	idea	that	

like	water	I	will	fill	

up	the	space	of	whatever	I	am	thrown	into	

		

III.	

		

don’t	let	them	tell	you	

this	is	vanity	

this	isn’t	conceit	

this	is	my	body’s	refusal	

to	be	concealed	

Sacredness	will	be	rejected	

to	give	love	room	to	flow	in.
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Pink	Passion
Tyji	Perkins
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