
 

1 





poetry | fiction | nonfiction | art 

drexelmaya.com 

Email: drexelmaya@gmail.com 

Twitter: @drexelmaya 

Instagram: @drexelmaya 
 

Cover art by Monisha Gupta 

 



 

2 

Table of Contents (Click title to jump) 

POETRY 

Earning Paul DiGerolamo ................................................................................ 8 

The Need to Succeed Paul DiGerolamo …………………………………..... 12 

misery Anna Egan-Hess .................................................................................. 13 

Can you find happiness on Channel 9? Matthew D’Esposito .....................  15 

Emergency Room Sophie Geagan .................................................................. 20 

I’ve never seen the movies, but I’ve been to the steps Steven White .......... 22 

NEON ODYSSEY Sanjana Ramanathan 

Honorable Mention ..........................................................................................  26  

Spring Garden St. Bridge Alexander Manley ............................................... 27 

Coffee Alexander Manley ................................................................................ 28 

Pull over Honeydew Ky McCormick ............................................................. 28 

Distance Karan Sablok .................................................................................... 34 

For Frida Ky McCormick ............................................................................... 34 

Borealis Black Arrianna Powers ..................................................................... 35 

Am I a poet? Karan Sablok ............................................................................  36 

Things I Couldn’t Articulate Eitan Goldberg ...............................................  37 

Wallet Alexander Manley ................................................................................ 38 

Sucrose Kingdom Steven White ....................................................................  38 

Lost Toenails Matthew D’Esposito ................................................................. 39 

The Winder Brandon Pero .............................................................................  40 

I found an old Timex in the woods Steven White ........................................  40 

Multitool Miriam Reid ..................................................................................... 41 

My Mind Doesn’t Know That Anna Egan-Hess ........................................... 58 

Clinging Sarah Barker ..................................................................................... 59 

I Fat Shame My Dog Brayden Ghose ............................................................  65 



 

3 

To Be Loved Nishka Seth ................................................................................ 66 

You are enough. Gillian Lamb ........................................................................ 67 

The Northern Performer AJ Nasir ................................................................. 68 

Green Thumb Nicole Clifford ......................................................................... 72 

The Flower People Eitan Goldberg .................................................................  73 

Untitled Seasons Steven White ........................................................................ 74 

Toad Miriam Reid ............................................................................................. 75 

Bitter Night AJ Nasir ....................................................................................... 76 

Milkyway Arrianna Powers .............................................................................  76 

At the Edge of the World Nicole Clifford ...................................................... 78 

intermission Sophie Geagan ............................................................................ 79 

Longing for an Arizona Winter Brandon Pero .............................................. 79 

California Fires Vahni Tagirisa ......................................................................  80 

After the Rain Vaidehi Andhare ...................................................................... 82 

Permanent Blue Jack Hoye .............................................................................. 83 

Into Jack Hoye ..........................……………………………………………....  85 

Control Arrianna Powers ................................................................................. 86 

I look for you in waves Vahni Tagirisa ........................................................... 89 

A Crown of Wild Roses Ky McCormick ........................................................  94 

Forget Me Arrianna Powers ............................................................................. 96 

Descendants of Hyperion Brandon Pero ......................................................... 97 

The Arrival Brandon Pero .............................................................................. 101 

an angry feminist poem Sarah Barker ........................................................... 102 

Some Men Don’t Make Art Gabi O’Leary 

Honorable Mention ......................................................................................... 103 

How Do I Love Thee, Angel? Miriam Reid ..................................................  108 

Earl Grey Katrina M. Yee .............................................................................. 108 

Morning Stroll Brayden Ghose ..................................................................... 113 

Sappho Ain’t Got Nothin’ On Me Julia Tagliaferro 

Poetry Winner ................................................................................................. 114 

 



 

4 

Aphrodite’s Prayer Sarah Barker ................................................................. 115 

Sacrificial Lion Sarah Barker ........................................................................ 117 

Old Hoodie Bryan Lee ................................................................................... 118 

Scent Brayden Ghose ..................................................................................... 119 

Daffodils Miriam Reid ...................................................................................  120 

Cold Bryan Lee ..............................................................................................  124 

Set-Me-Straight Jacket Anonymous ............................................................  125 

I want to go home. Sophia Mattia ..................................................................  131 

A Pol in Qalandiya Alexander Manley ......................................................... 132 

HAIKU OFF WINNERS 

Round 1 Winners  .......................................................................................... 135 

Round 2 Winners  .......................................................................................... 136 

Round 3 Winners  .......................................................................................... 137 

Bonus Round Winners  .................................................................................  138 

 

 

Moving in, Staying in Ethan Hermann ............................................................ 14 

A Journal from 2020 Nisha Patel ................................................................... 17 

Two Lonely Men Paul DiGerolamo ................................................................ 24 

Love at First Sight Ian Castro ......................................................................... 30 

Summer at Kolton Emi Strati .......................................................................... 62 

The House Behind the Hills Cullen Corkery .................................................. 90 

The Butterfly Queen Tulasi Nidamarthy ........................................................ 98 

Rabbits Miriam Reid 

Fiction Winner ................................................................................................  104 

The Voice Katrina M. Yee .............................................................................  107 

A Grandma’s Love Sky Harper 

Honorable Mention ......................................................................................... 110 

An Open Letter to a Lover Lost Timothy Hanlon ....................................... 122 

Viscera Maya Birney ...................................................................................... 127 

FICTION 



 

5 

 

A Horror Enthusiast’s Guide to Surviving Coronavirus Nicole Clifford ... 10 

Kairosclerosis Cordelia David  

Nonfiction Winner ............................................................................................. 42 

Not My Surrogate Mom Vahni Tagirisa ......................................................... 70 

 

 

virtual learning Laura Rendon-Garcia .............................................................. 8 

Shopping Amidst a Pandemic, April 2020 Austin Crail ................................. 9 

masked Laura Rendon-Garcia ..........................................................................  11 

Roommate Laura Coppard ............................................................................... 12 

How to build a relationship. Steven White ....................................................  13 

turmoil 2 Laura Rendon-Garcia ....................................................................... 16 

Perspective Andrew Kigara .............................................................................. 19 

Pattern Nicole Nowakowski ............................................................................ 20 

Sunset Windows Nicole Nowakowski ............................................................. 21 

Bliss Arrianna Powers ....................................................................................... 22 

Archie Andrew Kigara ...................................................................................... 23 

Takeshita Safia Jeff .......................................................................................... 24 

Gloomy Stillness Andrew Kigara ..................................................................... 27 

Untitled Safia Jeff ............................................................................................ 29 

Transit Joshua Andrews .................................................................................. 32 

Lady Transparency no. 4 Zakiyah Harrison .................................................. 35 

Champion! AJ Favorito ................................................................................... 39 

Synesthesia Steven White ................................................................................ 57 

A Maze Paul DiGerolamo ................................................................................ 58 

Golden Bridge Vaidehi Andhare ...................................................................... 59 

Door Dashing Through Philadelphia Zoe Smith ...........................................  60 

Window of Windows Lila Vanni ..................................................................... 64 

Violet Dream Vaidehi Andhare ........................................................................ 68 

 

NONFICTION 

ART 



 

6 

Periwinkle Sky Vaidehi Andhare ..................................................................... 69 

Plant Laboratory Lila Vanni ........................................................................... 72 

Growth Gabi O’Leary ...................................................................................... 73 

Firework Arrianna Powers .............................................................................. 74 

Growth AJ Favorito ......................................................................................... 75 

Stillness in Woe Jack Hoye .............................................................................. 77 

Waterfall Henry Holien ................................................................................... 78 

Tree Line Henry Holien ................................................................................... 80 

Ivy Lila Vanni ................................................................................................... 81 

The present is a reflection of our past Gillian Lamb ..................................... 82 

Jellies Anna Gordover ...................................................................................... 84 

Lake Minnetonka Henry Holien ..................................................................... 85 

Sky Above and Below Vaidehi Andhare ......................................................... 87 

Melting Anna Gordover ................................................................................... 88 

Sunset Henry Holien ........................................................................................ 93 

Chlorophyll AJ Favorito .................................................................................. 94 

The World is Yours Ashley Siddiqui .............................................................  95 

I See You Arrianna Powers .............................................................................. 96 

Trinket Tree Lila Vanni .................................................................................. 97 

The Butterfly Queen Up Above Tulasi Nidamarthy ...................................... 99 

Walkway David Novick ................................................................................. 101 

Reflections Nicole Nowakowski .................................................................... 103 

A New Horizon Paul DiGerolamo ................................................................. 105 

Perception Ashley Siddiqui ........................................................................... 106 

Mysore Melancholy Monisha Gupta  

Art Winner | Cover Art .................................................................................... 109 

Dad & Daughter Bridget McLaughlin .......................................................... 111 

07 Lizard Steven White ................................................................................. 112 

Art Deco Window Arrianna Powers 

Honorable Mention ......................................................................................... 116 

 



 

7 

All individual authors and artists retain the rights to the works  

published in Maya Literary Magazine. 

The Ghost’s Shadow AJ Favorito ................................................................. 118 

Sense of Direction Andrew Kigara ................................................................ 119 

Empyrean Tiger Jack Hoye ........................................................................... 121 

City Hall Nicole Nowakowski ....................................................................... 123 

Stairwell Abe Calhoun ................................................................................... 124 

General Idea Jack Hoye ................................................................................ 126 

ASIMO Safia Jeff ........................................................................................... 129 

Beyond the Application of Maximum Thrust Jack Hoye ........................... 130 

05 Wifi Steven White .....................................................................................  133 

Strata Erin Cornella ........................................................................................ 134 

 



 

8 

Earning 
Paul DiGerolamo 

 
Slowly turning in my swivel chair. 
Thoughts are burning as I’m sitting there. 
Silent yearning that I’d be elsewhere. 
All while the clock mocks me with its dance. 

Stomach churning, tugging at my hair. 
Distant learning more than I can bear. 
Quite concerning, if I cannot fare. 
Left to wonder if I stand a chance. 

 

 
virtual learning 

Laura Rendon-Garcia 

Photography 
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Shopping Amidst a 

Pandemic, April 2020 
Austin Crail 

Digital photography 
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A Horror Enthusiast’s Guide to Surviving Coronavirus 
Nicole Clifford 

 
 In this time of social distancing, lockdowns, and toilet paper shortages, the world 
feels especially chaotic. I think we’ve all been developing our own coping strategies. Baking 
banana bread, impulsively shaving our heads, that kind of thing. Personally, I’ve found that 
nothing alleviates my crippling fear of the unknown better than watching horror movies.  
 As a bona fide neurotic, I’ve come to appreciate the predictability of the genre. If 
you’ve seen even a handful of scary movies, you know the rules:  
 Don’t have sex in the woods. Don’t call out “who’s there?” when the answer may 
well be “Jason Vorhees” or “Chucky” or “the physical manifestation of your strained 
relationship with your mother.” Don’t visit hotels, hostels, cabins, abandoned houses, your 
own house, orphanages, hospitals, insane asylums, cities, small towns, suburbs, forests, 
mountains, swamps, lakes, the Arctic, or the Antarctic. The beach is fine — actually, wait, 
fuck, no, I forgot about Jaws.  
 I’ve been living by these rules for twenty years, and I haven’t been murdered once. 
But with coronavirus, everything has gotten a lot more complicated.  
 Before COVID, things were simple — if you saw someone wearing a mask, you 
ran away. These days, the opposite is true. Granted, the trained eye can distinguish between 
an N-95 and a bloodied hockey mask. But at the CDC recommended distance of six feet, 
who’s to say whether that burly stranger with a chainsaw is wearing a mask made of human 
skin or a particularly unusual Etsy creation?  
 Here’s what really concerns me. As a college kid, I spend a lot of time worrying 
about ending up in a slasher movie. For this reason, I have spent years carefully curating my 
friend group to ensure that I have the highest possible chance of survival. The optimal friend 
group consists of a stoner, a jock, a promiscuous girl, a token minority, and the Final Girl. 
The Final Girl has the following traits: she’s WASP-y, she has a good pair of lungs for 
screaming, and she’s incredibly boring at parties. But COVID doesn’t follow those rules. 
Being white, drug-free, and kind of a prude doesn’t help me anymore. I have asthma. So 
when it comes down to it, I’m no longer the Final Girl. I’m the Immunocompromised Girl.  
 It gets worse. While I’m confident in my ability to protect myself from a madman 
with a hatchet in the woods, COVID is much less predictable. It would all be simpler if the 
threat was something we could understand. Demonic possession, for instance. 
 First, as possession almost exclusively affects small children and elderly women, 
one can avoid being possessed by simply not falling into either of these demographics. The 
same cannot be said of coronavirus. Second, possession is characterized by easily 
identifiable symptoms such as speaking in tongues, levitating, and throwing up pea soup. 
COVID, by contrast, is asymptomatic in an uncomfortable proportion of cases. Third, 
possession can be treated in one of several ways: hiring an exorcist, hiring a magical person 
of ambiguous ethnicity, or yelling at the offending demon to leave your family alone. 
Clinical trials have not yet determined whether these methods are effective in the treatment 
of coronavirus.  
 After careful consideration, I’ve come to the conclusion that I’ve been thinking 
about this whole thing the wrong way. The problem is not that horror movies have failed to 
provide me with the tools to cope with real world crises. It’s that I’ve been neglecting the 
one subgenre that can provide reliable guidance in the face of a mysterious global 
pandemic.  
 I’m talking about zombie movies, of course.  
 Now, I’m not as familiar with these types of films. Why waste my time preparing 
for something as outlandish as a pandemic when I could be planning for mundane threats 
such as haunted dolls or killer [insert literally any animal species here]s? However, I did 
watch a few seasons of The Walking Dead back in 2013, and I believe there are some 
important lessons to be found there.  
 For starters, forget about masks and hand sanitizer. Since when does Rick Grimes 
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bother wearing a mask to avoid getting a mouthful of highly infectious zombie viscera? 
Second, there’s been a lot of talk about quarantine, and I’m sure it’s all well-intentioned, but 
it’s missing the point. As the protagonist of any zombie movie will inevitably discover by 
the end of the second act, you’ve got to destroy the brain. Now, I’m not saying you need to 
shoot Grandma if she starts showing signs of fever. I’m saying you need to behead her.  
 Third, there’s safety in numbers. Surviving the zombie apocalypse is all about 
assembling a massive group of strangers in an enclosed space, such as a school or a 
hospital…  
 Well, shit.  
 Okay, so maybe not. Maybe a life-changing pandemic is something that can’t be 
navigated with the help of a Netflix subscription and a healthy dose of paranoia. Maybe 
uncertainty and fear of the unknown can’t be inoculated against, no matter how many horror 
movies with low budgets and dubious Rotten Tomatoes scores I subject myself to.  
 Or maybe I should just watch Contagion.  

 

masked 
Laura Rendon-Garcia 

Photography 
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Roommate 
Laura Coppard 

Photography 

 

My cup may be full, 
But I cannot remember 

How to feel thirsty. 

 

The Need to Succeed 
Paul DiGerolamo 
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How to build a relationship. 
Steven White 

Digital art 

 

the warm weight presses down 
as my arms encircle the wriggling body 

i move my arms up and down 
up and down 

and pace 
 

the shrill shriek pierces the air 
as tiny teardrops slip down the red face 

falling from huge blue pools of eyes 
“hush, hush baby,” i whisper into her tiny ear 

ruffling fine hair with trembling fingers 
 

a helpless feeling rises up within me 
knowing that i cannot stop the misery 

that i cannot ease the pain  

misery 
Anna Egan-Hess 
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Moving in, Staying in 
Ethan Hermann 

 

i put up the final posters in my new apartment and let out a long sigh. 

i found the doubts starting to creep in and then i let them sit for a while. i justified them. i let 

them fire their cannons and i weathered the storm. i had grown accustomed to the taunts and 

the repertoire of my anxiety. 

maybe i was used to it, or maybe i had just grown stronger. maybe i was whole. maybe i 

could handle it, if the waves came at three in the afternoon. 

what about if they come at night? what if you can’t sleep because of the monsters in your 

head? what if they weren’t ever under your bed after all? 

i try to think back to what i worried about when i was 17. i don’t think life was as important 

back then, or at least living wasn’t. i was a lot more present, and the smaller things mattered 

more. my picture is bigger than it used to be, when it comes to my mind. 

i worry more, i care less, i love stronger but i am more thankless. it’s all relative but some 

things don’t hold the weight anymore. i can’t muster the energy to get excited for the fourth 

of july, but my love for christmas is higher than ever before. 

i daydream a lot more. i find myself losing my grip on my surroundings, and falling back 

into my head and my mind and the present and the past that i create and remember. i have 

developed an astoundingly good peripheral vision and a terribly bad short term memory. 

i take melatonin. i struggle to stay asleep longer than 7:30 am. i find myself thinking about 

the vast expanses of the united states that are at peace. the wilds of new york. the plains of 

south dakota. the mountains of montana. the rocks in utah. the maine coast. 

one day i’ll be back on the hunt, searching for the next great adventure. but i think for now, 

i’ll stick to my guns. 

i’ll go to work, i’ll say hello to bobby at the front desk as i head for the stairs instead of the 

elevator, hearing him compliment my commitment to my health. i’ll take my coffee in the 

morning with a bit of half and half. i’ll enjoy my daily routines. i’ll live the life i’ve been 

given and give purpose to the things that i do. 

i found myself wandering through life without any directions, and the art of hitchhiking is 

soon to be a ghost to me. 

so if this is the year of hibernation, why not let it be filled with happiness? 
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Can you find happiness on Channel 9? 
Matthew D’Esposito 

 

It’s a Saturday night 

that news anchor is pretty 

olive skin and pepper black eyes, 

but I want to watch something else 

change the channel, comedy or tragedy 

(I wonder which one I am living…) 

I watch, watch, watch and I don’t stop. 

She, the news anchor, is talking a lotta 

white noise–btzz, btzz, btzz, she is happy 

at least, I’m jealous–shit, I now take 

Lexapro and Wellbutrin to be happy, pills 

that smell like nothing and have the taste 

of despair; their powdery 

flesh disintegrating in my tongue every 

morning at 8:00 a.m.(a ritual I don’t want 

to continue, but I must), I am consumed 

by my crimson-colored doubt. 

She, the news anchor, is not frightened 

like I am–she is sexy; from dusk to dawn 

she dances the dance, the male news 

anchor her partner and the masses and 

cameras the forgotten crowd. I have lost 

this lust to dance, to balance the devils 

and angels of the mind on my 

shoulders–will I ever remember my 

dance or will it become Lexaprose and 

Lexapoetry? 

She, the news anchor, is gone now and I 

am left with my crippling crimson-colored 

doubt. I wish to be happy; I know change 

is infinite, but I want my transformation to 

be finite. Every Saturday night I continue 

to grieve among the pretty news anchors 

I will never meet.  
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turmoil 2 
Laura Rendon-Garcia 

Typography 
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A Journal from 2020 
Nisha Patel 

 
February 26th 

 At my boss’s suggestion, I have decided to begin a journal. Sharon says my 

nervous antics are not good for my patients. She thinks I have been incredibly excitable 

these past few days, seemingly on edge and tense about something. While my pride would 

normally make me deny such an accusation, I have to admit she is right. The last few weeks 

have been fairly normal, though I can’t say I have been particularly at ease.  

 A monster is coming in from the east, the rumors say. I don’t know if I believe this 

to be true. I have not heard about any strange incidents from the hospital, nor any facility 

nearby.  

 Some claim there is no monster. Just a mere spectacle produced by the media. An 

illusion to arrest the eye of viewers. A sweetly contrived marketing scheme.  

 Others say it is already here. Vicious, vile, and horrid. A foe not to be undermined. 

An equivalent of Grendel to his Beowulf.  

 Yet, part of me feels it would be unlikely - nay, impossible - that such a gruesome 

being can reach us, or perhaps even exist. There’s certainly no way, at least none that I can 

fathom.  

 Alas, my head already hurts from thinking about this. I have reached my limit for 

today. I will take my pills and get some rest. 

March 2nd 

 The hospital has seen quite intriguing activity in recent days. A few patients insist 

they were ambushed by a mysterious figure. Rather odd to hear in a town as hospitable and 

tight-knit as ours. What is odder is that there have been drastically different accounts about 

who this figure was.  

 One man described his attacker as a creature of towering proportions, its dagger-

sharpened claws protruding menacingly like if it were in a position to pounce. “That thing 

took me out! There’s no way I can return to work like this,” the man told me.  

 Another woman, no older than 20, recounted that her attacker was invisible. It 

approached her from the front and knocked her out using “ungodly” strength, catching her 

by surprise. “One moment I am on the street, minding my own business. The next thing I 

know, I get smacked straight in my face! I never saw whoever or whatever it was. Neither 

did anyone else. And right in the middle of public!” she recalled.  

 Such conflicting tales, but I suspect it must be the same thing that attacked them, 

for there are similar patterns in their symptoms. They breathe in raspy, broken waves. Their 

skin is flush red and hot to the touch. Some even slip in and out of consciousness, with no 

reason to explain. It is frankly bizarre. I have never seen anything like this before in my 24 

years of work. But I don’t want to get ahead of myself. It can simply be a matter of hysteria, 

a new fad or trend, as the young ones call it. Or maybe it’s a bug, which often comes every 

now and again. A theatrical spoof, even. A figment of the mind. A fallacious worry of my 

fretful self. Surely it can’t be anything else. Monsters couldn’t be real, right? 
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March 17th 

 These patients have left us all baffled. The doctors assume it must be some sort of 

psychosomatic contagion. A condition affecting both the mind and body, rationalizing the 

strange stories the patients have been telling us as well as their physical ailments. I don’t 

know, however. I have scoured through medical databases, scientific journals, and even 

individual patient histories...nothing! Absolutely nothing! There has been nothing reported 

on the accumulation of such symptoms in a single illness, psychological or physical. When I 

tell my colleagues, they say we merely need to continue looking, that something will come 

up. But would that be possible for something so novel and unheard of? How can these 

patients have the same condition when there is no connection between them, other than that 

mysterious figure who came after them? 

 I keep going back to those rumors. Yes, I am a man of medicine, but… 

 I will have to do some investigating. 

March 27th 

 I have nearly forgotten about this journal. I found it buried underneath the new 

stacks of files and case reports in my home office. Sharon’s not going to be very happy 

about that. 

 The hospital has been overridden by patients. They come in by the dozens, endless 

hoards, one after another. The doctors assure them that they will find out what they have, 

find the necessary treatments and cures. I scoff at them. I have told them far too many times 

by now. They glare at me like I am some type of deranged lunatic. Those patients all make 

the same assertions about being confronted by an unknown assailant.  

 Well, unknown to them.  

 I know it is the work of the monster. Simple. Loud and clear. The monster is here. 

And it is angry. Scavenging for a life source. Ravaging people from the inside out. Feeding 

on their frail, feeble bodies. Not giving in. Seizing control.  

 It is only a matter of time. 

April 8th 

 I can’t look at those abysmal, television headlines. I’m frightened by the pictures 

that await a mere tap away from my phone. Everything’s a constant reminder of those who 

have been purged by the unrelenting attacks of the monster.  

 That abhorrent, grotesque monster. A shape-shifter, I perceive. Targeting victims 

by their vulnerabilities. Taking what it wants. Taking what it needs.  

 I am not alone in my fear. Everyone is afraid. They conceal themselves inside their 

houses. Faces shielded. Bodies protected. 

 I’ve had to work extra shifts at the hospital. The visceral images of human cadavers 

strewn upon the marble tables in the morgue are embalmed in my memory.  

 Their pale blue skin. Their gaping mouths. Their blank, motionless faces.  

 Deaths by the dozens turned into deaths by the thousands. 

 The monster has become more violent. Gruesome sights not unfamiliar.  

 Sliced noses, chopped tongues, and severed throats.  

 Labored breathing. Senses failing. 

 No relief even when approaching the end.  

 Reality lost. Time a construct. What is today if I don’t know tomorrow? 
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 My head twists and turns. I need more. I feel too much. 

 The mournful wails of loved ones brought down to their knees in unbearable 

anguish.  

 Grief, pain, and agony united in cries of torment.  

 Cries for the dead or cries for the living? 

 It echoes and echoes and echoes... 

April 15th 

I feel it. 

The sweats. 

I know it. 

The chills. 

The monster is within me.  

Feasting upon every morsel of my being  

my weakened flesh 

the diminished guardian of my soul. 

It has found me. 

My valediction is nearing. 

It has become me. 

I see the monster for all its capabilities. 

It will devastate the world. 

It will kill until it can kill no longer. 

It will bring eternal suffering. 

If only they would believe me. 

Perspective 
Andrew Kigara 

Photography 
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Emergency Room 
Sophie Geagan 

Emergency room, 
I’m done with you— 
one night was enough for me. 

They moved me to 
the ICU, 
to fear, pain, and monotony. 

I’m not in the mood 
for hospital food 
or wheelchair walks around the floors, 

awaiting the day 
they finally say 
I’m free to walk out of these doors. 

Emergency room, 
I’m done with you— 
at least that’s what I thought before. 

As hard as I’ve tried 
to be healthy inside, 
I just keep coming back for more. 

I keep getting worse. 
it feels like a curse, 
three, four, five times, then I lost count. 

It may be my fate 
but it’s one that I hate, 
and I’ll never stop trying to get out. 

Emergency room, 
I’m thinking of you. 
I can finally say long time, no see. 

I’m back from the brink, 
but I can’t help but think 
I should give back to people like me. 

I signed up for a class, 
did everything to pass. 
I ate, slept, and breathed medicine, 

so now we meet again, 
but as equals and friends. 
This time I’m ready coming in 

Emergency room 
I fell in love with you 
and the miracles that I see. 
I hope that someday, 
I’ll be able to say 
I’ve lived up to your legacy.  

Pattern 
Nicole Nowakowski 

Photography 
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Sunset Windows 
Nicole Nowakowski 

Photography 
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At the bottom of the steps, gourmet cocoa is sold out of an old tour bus. 

To its left sits a thin man wearing a tweed peacoat and thick rimmed glasses 

Hovering anxiously above a typewriter that he carries with him in a suitcase. 

There’s a sign at his feet that reads, “Free Poems / Each Unique.” 

A woman in her mid-twenties has climbed onto the railing. 

She’s resting an acoustic guitar on her thigh 

Strumming something redundant, with wandering eyes, 

Hoping for coins to stumble their way into the mug at her side. 

Tourists in mono-colored sweatsuits fly up on their quest to discover the American Dream. 

Children race ahead of their parents despite being told to stay nearby 

While their mothers clutch digital cameras from below, 

Each aching to mimic the man on the silver screen. 

And I remember my first time at the steps too. 

In my university hoodie, tattered gym shorts and clearance bin Reeboks. 

Dripping sweat, 

Eyes wide open. 

Stained glass holding the light of the city inside of it, 

Glistening with new opportunity.  

I’ve never seen the movies, but I’ve been to the steps  
Steven White 

Bliss 
Arrianna Powers 

Photography 
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Archie 
Andrew Kigara 

Photography 
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Two Lonely Men 
Paul DiGerolamo 

 
“Pardon me sir, but I must get around,” was the last thing spoken by one of the men. It 
doesn’t matter who. 
 
Two lonely men had been pacing along Amygdale Avenue, a busy city sidewalk that 
somehow remained so, despite anything of interest located there. They were walking to their 
day jobs, rather hurriedly, as to not risk missing their five-minute cushion of earliness. 
Nobody could yell at them then. 
 
The sole caveat was that these two unimportant figures were going the opposite direction. A 
habit of looking down at people’s shoes as they shifted through the crowds finally proved 
consequential, as they attempted to walk around one another, but ended up swaying in the  
same direction, and walking straight into each other. The real world continued to flow 
around them, like water flows around a lifeless boulder in the river, as neither of them could 
move a muscle. 
 

Takeshita 
Safia Jeff 

Photography 
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How curious that the two most fretful of beings were strung together in the same 
predicament. Someone needed to make a decision of which way to move, but such a feat 
was impossible. They could move the same direction again, only amplifying their feelings of 
inadequacy. The deal had been sealed by now. The dense air of embarrassment for their utter 
stupidity had already surrounded them. It choked up their lungs until their faces gleaned red. 
They had to get out of there, or people would stare. Society likes to stare at stupid people. 
They didn’t want to be seen as stupid people. They wanted to be seen as their bosses had 
seen them: acceptable, and thereby not worth the time to exile. Even still, their hands were 
tied. Any action they could take would yield cataclysmic results. So, they just stood there 
and stared at each other, attempting to find any clues as to what the other was planning on 
doing, but they were looking into a mirror. 
 
There had only been a few seconds of motionlessness, but they felt like hours. Their brains 
convulsed in utter panic, a sensation spoken to each other by their quivering eyes. Funny, 
this was the first time they had seen a pair of eyes in a while. On the rare occasions they did 
speak face to face with someone, when they had to, they often were fixated on the mouths 
that spat intimidating commands, as that was their only sense of direction. There were only 
two beings real enough to capture their legitimate attention: a mother who had been stolen 
by asthma, and a daughter who had been stolen by her mother’s cult of lawyers. But now, 
there were two more beings. *Why him? Why here? Why now? I have a meeting to get to. 
The boss will be mad if I am late.* Deep down, their jail cell jobs meant nothing to them so 
long as the chasm in their heart continued to ache and cry. Nothing mattered, except for the 
anxiety that drove them to find someone to die with. The world had been destined to kill 
them from the start, injecting them with ungodly amounts of fear with every word that 
slipped through their lips. Everything they had done up to this point was an attempt to get 
closer to someone that they could trust unequivocally, for if they chose incorrectly it would 
be their end. But only until now, everyone proved to be a slave to riches or an idealist poised 
on their passion for control. Only until now. 
 
Somehow, these suited strangers seemed to be the only souls that could truthfully understand 
one another, as they had been understanding each other for the past minute. Was there a God 
that had finally deemed them worthy of salvation? Was this their way of saying so? A way 
out? A new hope? Someone to live for? Maybe they didn’t need to move out of the way. 
They could stand there and stare at each other for a long time until one had built up the 
courage to let loose a tear, to apologize, to accept their apology, to divulge their true 
feelings, to accept their true feelings, to hug it out, to embrace one another, to grab each 
other’s hands and get the hell out of this Hell they had been raised in. Blessed stars, how I 
thank you for taking me to this spirit. Hope had been slipping from me. I wasn’t sure if it 
was ever possible to find someone that could share this life with me, but now, I wish nothing 
more than to spend the rest of my life with this man, so that we can continue understanding 
one another. That is all that I want. Please, God, give me this chance. I swear to you I will 
not blow it, despite my ever-mounting fear that I will. We can finally help each other be less 
afraid of this frightening world. I beg of you, please- 
 
*Thump.* A third man walked into the back of one of the two men. It doesn’t matter who. 
“Sorry about that.” He walks away unscathed. One of the two men has now been moved out 
of the way. “Sorry about that.” He continues walking to his day job. That was a stupid thing 
of him to do. Now he only has 4 minutes of cushion time. Better get there before he falls 
into another cruel dream. He continues down Amygdale Avenue, looking down at the shoes 
of people he is walking with. How stupid. 
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In cities like these, pipelines are convulsing vines   
writhing beneath the pulse, the swarm, the stampede of life   

on the thin veil of concrete.   
Streetlamps flickering staccato   

like a heartbeat shudders within each.   
When you lie spread eagle on a roof,   

on your back with the blur of looming lights  
pressing in on your chest,  

the familiar ache of fatal telemachy —  
even with cotton over your ears,  

the screaming traffic below is a siren song.  
  

Cities like these don’t sleep but they blink:  
quick slivers where reality ceases to exist  

for a split-second and a void opens   
beneath the sign that sighs DRIVE IN  

in stuttering pink.   
Magenta cuts through the haze and seeps through your thoughts,  

soft like asphalt, spiraling into apologoi.   
You’ll wish that person you love wasn't too busy  

unravelling graffiti in flakes that fall at their feet, afraid  
some strange men will call it complete.  

  
In these cities, where hotel rooms are homes   

while your home is a place you can’t live anymore.   
Light refuses your window pane,  

gathering out on the fire escape while   
swollen shadows of strangers sit at your table.   

There’s a stillness hanging here:  
a notched arrow, a gun’s recoil,  

shining like the residue of salt water.  
Your dreams are a slaughter of the suitors,   

blood spilling like dark wine  
and dripping through the floorboards,  

and your bedroom becomes   
Ithaca once more. 

 

NEON ODYSSEY (Poetry Honorable Mention) 
Sanjana Ramanathan 
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Gloomy Stillness 
Andrew Kigara 

Photography 

Intersected and undermined you creak 
weakened but whole of our home victory, 
drowned but above the surface bearing  
crowds and commerce and convenience sought. 
Hanging low over the river you bear 
each day’s weight without failure, 
upholding paths to greater art all while 
your own chip away unrecognized, 
unused canvas rusting away, bleeding 
of waste and wear and weathered beating. 
Built strong of steel and concrete, you bear me to 
connections to connections to your city’s pulse. 

 

Spring Garden St. Bridge 
Alexander Manley 
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Pull over honeydew, I feel strung out. 
Nock it next right I know a place 

Highway exit no. 3, starstruck ennui. 
It's an interstellar drive, leave me be. 

Hitchhike a meteor train, love, to the west coast 
When you get there, turn on a lamppost. 

Maybe I'll see. 
 

The Weather’s dark. New storm a nebula 
nighttime mind drew my last dime. 

For a buck we can stay the night. 
Floating down sonic streets 

Find a fine wine wind up and pop. 
Cosmic drops. Drown and down we go, suck me 

Through black holes like the coke bottle on her lips.  

Pull over Honeydew 
Ky McCormick 

Craving it from the moment I wake up through my 
morning, needing the kick to get out of bed, such 
an accepted crutch, and albeit shallowly,  
a part of my identity, not that I’d choose 
to identify at random with just a thing 
that’s become a part of daily routine, but 
it so happens that routines do define us. 
Dark, bitter, more like my mornings than I’d like, it 
shocks my senses like turning on the lights, jolting 
my vision into focus, my mind alert, the 
steam sweating down the inside of my mug, like the 
fog freezing on my kitchen window, testing the 
two with my fingers, as my senses flood with the  
sensations of my dependent morning routine. 

 

Coffee 
Alexander Manley 
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Untitled 
Safia Jeff 

Photography 
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Bonnie was a freelance writer and graphic designer for a fashion magazine who 
lived in New York City. She would have been beautiful if not for the glasses and ponytail 
that she wore every day. She was perpetually single. Her mother wondered why she couldn’t 
just meet a nice guy, but Bonnie wasn’t worried, because she believed in fate. She knew that 
the right person would come into her life when she was least expecting it. If it was truly 
meant to be, the universe would make sure they found each other.  

Despite being unlucky in love, Bonnie was a huge fan of romance. She had 
attended seventeen weddings already this year, and it was only March! This week, her friend 
from high school, Liz, was getting married in Los Angeles, and she was very excited.   

~ 
On Monday, Bonnie was shopping for a wedding gift for Liz when a young man 

approached her.  
“Which of these candles smells better to you?” he asked, holding up Alfresco 

Afternoon and Williamsburg Pineapple. 
She took a quick sniff of each. “That one,” she said as she gestured to the yellow 

candle. Then she walked away and finished her shopping.  
Her next stop was the grocery store. She and a handsome man both reached for the 

last avocado at the exact same time. Their hands met, and they looked into each other's 
eyes.  

“I was planning on making guacamole tonight,” he said.  
“Me too.”  
“Why don’t we share it and make guacamole together?” he offered, nervously 

scratching his head. 
“Nah, I’ll just grab some tomatoes and make salsa instead.” 
On the way home from the grocery store, there was only one seat left on the E train. 

It was next to a cute guy. Just as she was about to sit down, the train jerked. Bonnie fell into 
his lap, spilling some of her groceries. He kindly helped her pick them up. She thanked him, 
took her seat, and then exited at the next stop.  

When she arrived home to her apartment, her new neighbor was carrying in boxes, 
so she held the door open for him.  

“Thanks, I’m Trevor. I just moved into the building. Haven’t even unpacked my 
pots and pans yet,” he said, eyeing her bag of groceries.  

“There’s a great Chinese restaurant right down the street,” she suggested.   
“Oh, that sounds lovely, would you like to join me?”  
“No, thank you.” She smiled as she entered her own apartment and closed the 

door.   
~  

On Tuesday morning, Bonnie ordered her favorite drink at Starbucks. When the 
barista called out her order—“Venti Iced Coconutmilk Cascara Latte with Blonde Espresso 
and two pumps of chestnut praline syrup, one pump of toasted white chocolate mocha sauce, 
and extra ice”—she went to grab her drink. A handsome stranger reached out for it as well. 

“Looks like we have the exact same order,” he said, “You can take the first one.”  
“Thanks!” She grabbed the drink and walked outside, but as she was leaving, she 

walked straight into another handsome man, knocking her purse to the ground and spilling 
her iced coffee. As she picked her up the items from her purse, he apologized and offered to 
buy her another drink. She let him, took her newly made latte, and left.  

She walked to the park to drink her coffee by the fountain and read her book, 
Billionaire Bear Mate. A man holding the same book approached her.  

“Caroline?” he asked hopefully. He thought she was his blind date who never 
showed up. It was an honest mistake since she was reading the same paranormal alpha 

Love at First Sight 
Ian Castro 
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werebear shifter mail order bride romance novel, dressed in the same hot pink polka dot 
romper that his date was supposed to be wearing, and sitting outside the fountain in the same 
place his date was supposed to be sitting. “I guess she’s not coming,” the man sighed.  

“That sucks, sorry, better luck next time.” 
Later that day, she stopped into the office to meet the brand-new editor of the 

magazine, Damien Santiago. It was the same man from the coffee shop who almost took her 
drink. He smiled in recognition.  

As she was leaving, she heard an unfamiliar ringtone coming from within her 
purse. She pulled out what she now realized was not her phone and answered.  

“Hey, it’s Max, from the coffee shop this morning. I’m the one who spilled your 
drink,” he said. “We must have accidentally switched phones when we bumped into each 
other.” She agreed to meet him the next morning at the same Starbucks to trade phones 
back.   

When she arrived home later that day, there was a knock at her door. It was her 
new neighbor Trevor, who had some of her mail that had been misdelivered to his 
apartment. She thanked him and closed the door. 

~ 
On Wednesday morning, she met Max at Starbucks to trade phones.  
He joked, “Can I call you sometime?”  
She looked at him, puzzled. “What for? We already switched our phones back.” 
She then went to pick up her friend Becca’s dog to walk it as a favor. While 

walking the dog, out of nowhere, it ran off and into the lap of a handsome young man.  
“Hey, don’t I know you?” he asked. “You ride the E train sometimes, right?” 
She shrugged. “Sometimes. It depends on where I’m going.” 
After dropping the dog back at Becca’s apartment, she saved a man’s life when he 

was nearly hit by an air conditioner falling from a window above them.  
“How can I ever repay you?”  
She shook her head. “That’s not necessary. Have a nice day!” 
Back at the apartment, she ran into Trevor in the lobby.  
“Any fun plans this weekend?” he asked.  
“Yes, I’m going to a friend’s wedding.”  
“Oh, if you need a date, I’ll go with you. I’ll even pretend to be your boyfriend so 

your friends stop trying to set you up on blind dates.” He winked at her.  
She squinted at him. “Um, no thanks. I don’t mind going alone.” 

~ 
On Thursday, she had to go to the office for a work meeting. Her editor, Damien, 

had brought her an iced coffee. “I remembered that we ordered the same thing.” 
“Oh, thank you,” she said. “That’s so thoughtful.” 
After the meeting, she and Damien were alone in the elevator when it suddenly 

stopped.  
“We could be stuck in here for hours,” he sighed.  
“Nah, I used to repair elevators part time to pay my way through college.” She 

climbed through the shaft and helped him escape. He was so grateful, he offered to buy her 
dinner to say thank you. She declined. 

On the way home, she witnessed a flash mob wedding proposal. “How nice,” she 
thought to herself.  

When she was just about ready for bed, she heard a knock on the door. It was her 
neighbor, Trevor, in a towel. “I somehow locked myself out of my apartment!”  

She loaned him a sweatshirt and called him a locksmith but didn’t invite him in.  
~  

On Friday, Bonnie had to catch a flight for Liz’s wedding. While crossing the 
street, she saved a man from almost getting hit by a cab. It was the same man she had saved 
from the falling air conditioner just the other day.  

He looked shocked to see her. “You’ve saved me twice now! That must mean 
something.” 
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“I think it means you need to start looking where you’re going.” 
“I don’t know how to thank you!”  
“Just be more careful.” 
At the airport, she saw a man running through the terminal with a dozen roses. She 

briefly wondered what that was about.  
She boarded the plane and found her seat next to a handsome man.  
“Oh hey! You’re that girl with the dog.”  
“No, I don’t have a dog. You must be thinking of someone else.”  
He started to introduce himself as Steve, but she put in her earbuds and closed her 

eyes to take a nap.  
Unfortunately, her connecting flight was delayed due to bad weather. No planes 

would be taking off until tomorrow morning, so everyone would have to stay overnight. By 
the time she got to the closest hotel, she discovered that Steve, the man who sat next to her 
on the plane, had just booked the last room.  

“You’re welcome to share it with me,” he offered.  
“But I don’t even know you,” she said, “It’s fine, I have a friend in the area, I’ll 

crash with her.”  
When she called her friend Kate, Bonnie learned that she was out of town, but she 

insisted that her roommate Ricky wouldn’t mind and texted to let him know.  
When she arrived at Kate’s apartment, Ricky invited her to share a bottle of wine 

and listen to him play acoustic guitar, but Bonnie went straight to bed. 

Transit 
Joshua Andrews 

Photography 
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~ 
On Saturday morning, after eating a homemade frittata made by Ricky, she caught 

the first flight to LAX.  
Steve, from the previous flight, sat down next to her and happily said, “What a 

coincidence, we’re sitting together again!”  
She glanced at his ticket. “Actually, it looks like you’re two rows back.”  
Just then, her actual seatmate boarded the plane and approached them. Overhearing 

their conversation, he offered to switch seats with Steve. “So you can sit with your 
boyfriend,” he explained.  

“He’s not my boyfriend,” she said, “I don’t know him.”  
“Oh, so that means you’re single?” he asked, taking his seat next to her. “My name 

is Alan, I’m from --” 
“Uh huh,” she interrupted, as she put in her earbuds and pretended to sleep. 
When the flight landed in LA, she ran into both Alan and Steve at the rental car 

booth.  
“Looks like there’s only two cars left, would you like to ride together?” Alan 

offered.  
“Or we could ride together,” Steve countered. “I’m headed north.” 
“Me too,” Alan said. 
“I’m actually going in the opposite direction, but maybe you guys can share a car,” 

she suggested as she completed her rental paperwork.  
On the way to the hotel, Bonnie’s rental car got a flat tire. As she was changing it, 

another car pulled up along the side of the road, “Is everything alright ma’am? Oh my god, 
it’s you!” It was Max from the coffee shop. “Crazy running into you in California of all 
places. Let me help you with that.” 

“No, that’s okay, I know how to change a tire.” 
“What are you doing in town? I can’t believe--” 
“Thanks,” she cut him off. “I’m fine.” 
She finished changing the tire and drove the rest of the way to the hotel. When she 

arrived, she ran into Eric, a friend from high school who was also invited to Liz’s wedding.  
“I was hoping to see you here! Would you like to grab some lunch before the 

wedding and catch up?” 
“No, I’d really like to take a nap,” she said, “but I’ll see you there.” 
Later that evening, when she got to the wedding venue, she was surprised to see 

that Max from the coffee shop was the best man.  
“Wow. This must be meant to be,” he smiled. “Would you like to dance?”  
“No, thank you.” 
“Is this guy bothering you, Bonnie?” asked Eric. 
“No, I’m fine.” She walked away to talk to Liz.  
Bonnie had a nice time at the wedding, even though she didn’t have a date. She 

danced with Eric to “A Thousand Years” by Christina Perri, and he whispered in her ear, 
“You know, I always had a crush on you in high school.”  

“Wow, I had no idea,” she said. “That’s so flattering.”  
Just then, the music stopped and all the single women were asked to gather on the 

dance floor for the bouquet toss.  
Liz threw the bouquet over her head straight towards Bonnie. Just as she was about 

to reach for it, the groom’s Aunt Gladys dove for it, shoving Bonnie out of the way.  
Bonnie stumbled backwards into the arms of another wedding guest.  
She looked up and into the eyes of the most beautiful woman she had ever seen. 

Time froze. Fireworks exploded in the sky, and her hair blew in the wind, despite them 
being indoors. Bells began to ring as a choir of angels descended to sing “Kiss Me” by 
Sixpence None the Richer. Kiss me beneath the milky twilight, lead me out on the moonlit 
floor...  

“Hi. I’m Bonnie.”  
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I’m strapped, 
to all the fond memories that we’ve made 
 
I’m strapped, 
to the times that we’ve shared 
 
But, right now, my love 
 
I’m strapped to this flight’s chair, 
missing that sweet smell of your hair. 
 
As I stare at my wrist, 
thinking about how perfectly your little hands fit in mine, 
the watch that you gave me, 
stares back at me, 
But with a different time 
 
As if it’s mocking me, 
a constant reminder of how you sleep while I look at the sun, 
my heart sinks as my mind goes numb 
 
But as I write on sprayed ink, 
all I can think, 
 
Is how I’m still strapped to your lips, 
my hands on your hips 
 
The love of our touch 
never craved it so much 
 
I promise to myself, 
as my eye pours 
 
Wherever I go and wherever you’ll be, 
my time will always be yours. 
 
Yours forever, 
K 

 

Distance 
Karan Sablok 

Blood drips down a dove’s mangled wings 
In a split second crash, a blink, a break, 

And a life changed, but what can an artist 
Draw on but herself? It covers her face now. 

Disfigured by the gold glittering in the 
Aztec sun, blood money drawn dry as she 

Lies dying among the splinters of shattered minds 
Spines and futures. A mother’s tears, a father’s sorrow 

Sound out from mechanical whirls and acrid stench sterilized 
Doctor and nurse, put life in traction pound by 

pound by ever stretching pound.  

For Frida 
Ky McCormick 
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Lady Transparency no. 4 
Zakiyah Harrison 
Acrylic on canvas 

Ink smears across hands,  
Soft blues and sharp blacks, mixing.  

A writer’s tattoos. 

 

Borealis Black 
Arrianna Powers 
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It was the day when I sat down to write 
that I realized I don't know how to. 

 
But something about this was completely wrong. 

How could this be possible? 
I asked myself. 

 
I thought I knew how to pen down my feelings, I thought I knew how to write. 

If not, then how did I manage to do it earlier? 
 

Then the answer came to me, 
 

It was not me, it was you. 
 

All those times that you asked me what is it that I love about you and I said I really don't 
know, I wasn't lying. 

 
Maybe it's the way my heart skips a beat when I see your name pop up on my phone’s 

screen, or maybe it's the way my lips curl into a smile when I hear your voice. 
 

Maybe it's the way your smile makes everything right. 
 

Maybe it's the way time stops and becomes infinite when you're in my arms. 
 

Maybe it's not one thing but a million little things. 
 

Or maybe it's just you. 
 

God, I don't know how someone can be so perfect. 
 

It was the day when you were not here beside me that I realized I was not the poet but you 
were my poem. 

 

Am I a poet? 
Karan Sablok 
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Creation circulates my blood 
Creating’s my hydration 
My old procrastination 
Turned to my vocation 
Collecting inspiration 
Up early on vacation 
Thirst for information 

Unquenchable dedication 
Handmade habits crafted of old willow 

Sick-o-more sleep putting pencils over pillows 
Living with shapes so long I understand 

Subtlety of every move, practicing sleight of hand 
Once I was the slave of visual intuition 

Then I started to write and people started to listen 
Now they ask my secret, that’s an essential choice 

Things I couldn’t articulate finally found their voice 
Child 

Sweet child 
My greatest work of art 

You’ll find you have a rhythm 
And a beat in your heart 

I pray for you 
Celebrate this gift you’ve been given 

Make studios temples and factories prisons 
Paint the desert 

Sculpt the clouds 
Tell the world what you’re about 

Start a conversation 
Color speaks louder than the mouth 

Seek out the uncomfortable 
Chase what you anticipate 

Do us all a favor 
Write the things you can’t articulate  

Things I Couldn’t Articulate 
Eitan Goldberg  
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Worn leather, tanned and now perfectly smooth, 

beaten from use and daily burden, to 

carry coffee, travel, identity, 

holding memories, in it, I see me.  

And I do see me, my face behind a 

window made so others may see me, 

in entrance or passing, as without it 

I cannot prove myself to be myself.  

And behind it, there are other versions 

of me, as a student or a soldier,  

or a man who likes coffee from one place 

in particular, and must be there often. 

And behind that man, tucked away, is a  

woman, one I love and like my wallet 

is a part of me, and she’ll be with me 

on any day, as with any dollar. 

Wallet 
Alexander Manley 

 

With an air of sugary opulence 
The cane-cutting nihilist is pillow-talking his way through disaster. 

The taskmaster grows feathers beneath the magnolia tree, 
Burdened with hands, and plentiful strokes of willful ignorance. 

The self-made mythic supports enslaved swine, 
Steals a mother-load of pearl white sand in attempt to salvage small grains of time. 

Subtleties and subsidies go, 
Down the throats and deep into the pockets of royalty. 

Enslaved to be 
If not one its three, 
Oh, Sweet Tooth 
Spoil me!  

Sucrose Kingdom 
Steven White 
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Lost Toenails 
Matthew D’Esposito 

My toe(nail) 
smashed the soccer ball  
every Saturday, some Sundays 
swerving upon the dreams of youth  
and one day cracking like a sorry egg, 
the yolk seeping into the astroturf  
without a try at redemption. 
 
When did I lose that toenail? 
(Was it in San Francisco?) 
that hearty chip on my big toe 
I cherished when I was eleven 
feeling the release of the ball 
level the sky in seconds 
the astroturf jumping,  
tiny, black speckles 
smiling and cheering me on, 
cheering the dream on 
like the crowd that was never there. 

The soccer ball curved in  
the air—so wildly, curving so  
much like me with the toenails of  
all the eleven year old boys 
cracked, 
dozens of eggs  
are now sizzling on hot plates 
in San Francisco,  
with stubbles 
bumbling madness out of their hands, 
frantic dreamers  
burning the metal 
of their hot plates, scorching it until it  
is dark and crusty 
like the dirt under their old toenails 
they lost long ago.  

Champion! 
AJ Favorito 

Photography 
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The Winder 
Brandon Pero  

I found an old Timex 

in the woods 
Steven White 

 
I found an old Timex in the woods. 

It was a sturdy watch 
With a brown leather wristband 

Wrinkled with age. 
The once enamel-white face 

Has become yellowed and chipped. 
Its hands are just barely ticking, 

Constantly reminded of what it used to be, 
Aching to be worn once more.  

 

“We have to spend less,” 

My wife commanded. 

She stomped through the kitchen, 

Throwing breakfast together.  

I sat, frail and dreary, 

At the table. 

She didn’t need me 

To answer.  

Through the fog in my brain 

Came a reminder 

That lifted me 

Off my seat.  

From my pocket, 

I pulled out 

An old pocket watch 

With a winding key.  

My day officially commenced 

With the rotating of the key. 

Systems of gears 

Each gear relied on another 

And, equally so, 

That second gear 

Relied on the first.  

That is, except for 

The key, 

Which, yes, gave life to one gear, 

But took life from me.  

With time having begun, 

Thanks to me, 

I gently rested the watch 

Back in my pocket.  

“You don’t need that watch anymore!” 

But I loved it, 

And I did need it, 

Just as much as it needed me.  
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Multitool 
Miriam Reid 

 I fit so snugly in your pocket, do I not? 
The sewn up recesses of pastimes and 
Pocket watches never fit as you are told they will, 
Too snug around the edges, 
Hip bones bruising on coin silver curves 
But not I, no, never, I would never, 
For I am small and sleek and cold as you like 
And will press cool kisses ridged on the inside of your palm 
As your fingers curl around me. 
 
I will always be here to be crushed, 
The reassuring rush of cold solidity 
Or if you need, each answer and assurance, 
Each blade against boredom 
And brief unmaking on your bedroom floor, 
Twisting and prodding, methodically mindless 
As I am unfolded, unfurled, undone 
And spun out sideways into an endless array. 
Swift as you can remember the spots 
That spring open when you slip into the groove your nail, 
Unswallow all my secrets with a practiced ease. 
 
You undo me when you feel your heart pace, 
Brace the triggers of my spine in your digits 
And fidget with a squeezing certainty: 
I will not bite, though I could, 
Though I might shine under lamplights 
Gleaming promises of sure defense, 
The pretense of a sharpened grin, 
Of a safe walk home, 
Of a thin and stinging respite. 
I might be your guard dog if you call. 
 

 

But you won’t. 
This, at last, is too far 

And I wonder if I want it, 
That final bridging boundary, 
To pledge a fealty to fallacy, 

protection and practice and purpose, 
Is it worth it? 

The relinquishing of soul to spill? 
The miracle, metaphorical kill? 

 
You like to flick in absent moments 

At the start of chain I trail from my ending, 
The bending of need a consistent reminder 

Of promised connection, 
Of a tension tug on a keychain cradle, 

Of a stable in a larger whole 
That will not go wandering, 

Dropped by a hubcap on a hobbling road 
Or left at home to befriend dust bunnies 

Until you reach and I am at last unfound. 
 

But I have always wound up back in your pocket, 
All cold and folded and found, 
In isolated-reaped dedication. 

I could be so much more than you will ever ask of me, 
A key to doors ever untouched by the breath of your skin 

And the sweet softness of your fingers 
Reaching through the darkness. 
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 My uncle sits at our dining room table folding wishes. He shows me how to spin 
the wings into shape and delicately pull the neck from the stems sticking out from the stocky 
body. I rip the head a little, but he tells me it’s okay, everyone’s dreams have scars. 
 I feel like a sculptor, a small god. I form this flying life using my fingertips and a 
slip of colorful paper. I never knew hope could live in such delicate frames. When I finish, 
my wish looks mangled and awkward. It limps on its bent front legs and the head is twisted 
the wrong direction, but one of the wings flaps dutifully as I pull the tail down, and 
something in me lights up. Oh, to have wings like my little creation! To lift yourself up 
freely into the sky and bear the goodness of people to their palms! 
 My uncle tells me the legend of the origami crane. To fold a thousand grants you a 
wish. Anything you want? I ask, still only 7 years old, stuffed with imagination and ideas 
with nowhere to put them. Could I ask to fly? 
 You could even ask to fly, my uncle says. I think he might be lying, but it sure 
would be nice to fly, so I start on the next piece of paper, a bright slip of lilies on a purple 
background, their yellow cores making small smiles for the crane’s head, and I don’t tear 
this one. 
 When Daddy gets home from work, I jump up to fly the crane over, frantically 
pulling the tail of the bird so the wings move up down up down up and onto daddy’s 
shoulder. He has had a bad day at work, judging from the tenseness in his eyes. I’m still 
getting used to him being back, after the eight months of him not being there at all.  
 When I hold the crane up to him, he kneels down so I can poke his nose, and the 
tenseness in his eyes releases a little bit. He even smiles. Daddy takes the crane from me and 
tucks it into his wallet, where laminated pictures of me make the binding crack and bulge.  
 It’s very pretty dear, I’m very proud of you. 
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 Mommy and I are sitting in her bed as I read Harry Potter and the Order of the 
Phoenix to her. She’s leaning with her knitted shawl against the cold bars of the headboard, 
six pillows stacked behind her back where another heating pad rests between two of her 
vertebrae. Our cuddly cat curls around my feet, keeping them warm from the winter chill.  
 I come to a hard part of the book, my eyes squinting and tired, and hand the book to 
Mom. As she reads, her voice pitches lower and soothing, and I fiddle with another piece of 
paper. We were using the Walmart receipt as a bookmark, but instead I fold the edges over 
and lick one side to tear into a square. The body of this one is harder to make, as the slippery 
paper unfolds faster than I can make creases. I’m concentrating so hard on making the edge 
stay while I fold the other one over that I don’t realize Mom stopped reading until I’m done.  
 This crane isn’t pretty, but the black lettering is interesting and follows the curve of 
the wing sloping down into the heart. Handing it to her to use as the bookmark once again, I 
curl into the side of her warm, vanilla smelling side, careful of the spot on her back.  
 Mommy? 
 Yeah, sweetie? 
 Daddy said earlier, when you guys were arguing, that he didn’t want me. Did I do 
something wrong? 
 I feel her breath hitch and she spins her calloused fingers through my tangled hair, 
threading the golden locks into webs. 
 Oh no baby, Daddy loves you very very much. He just meant that he didn’t want 
kids before you. Before we were together. Don’t worry dear, you didn’t do anything wrong. 
 My fingers find my mouth and I bite the skin there, on the edges of the nails. 
Mommy always said it was a bad habit to bite my nails, so I bite the area around it instead, 
even though it hurts a bit more and bleeds if I go too deep.  
 Mommy? Did . . . did daddy want to leave us? Did he not like us anymore?  
 Your dad … it’s not that simple. I don’t think you’ll understand until you’re older, 
but daddy didn’t feel very good. He felt sick and hurt and he did something very stupid that 
made me very angry. But we’re back together now, and you don’t have to worry about 
anything. 
 But Mom? Why did you get back together? 
 Because of you, dear, of course. 
 The words wrote themselves across my eyelids. Because of you. Of course. 
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Because of you daddy and mommy are back together. Because of you they live together 
again. Because of you they fight. Because of you they hurt each other. Because of you 
they cry. Because of you they are not happy. Because of you Because of you Because of 
you 
 I hid the tears in mommy’s shawl as she succumbed to the pain pills. 

 The waitress doesn’t want to be here. She looks tired and her fingers are shaking 
and I can feel it in the air as she comes up to our table. The same way I feel when dad comes 
home upset, or when I shouldn’t question mom anymore for that day. She sounds perfectly 
nice and polite, but she sighs a bit too much and her smiles droop when she leaves.  
 As mom and dad eat their fancy pasta and drink from their wine glasses, I pull the 
pretty patterned paper from mom’s pocket, finding an edge of the table without perspiration 
to fold. Dad always has a pen on him, so I ask for it, and leave a message for the dream to 
hold.  
 The waitress comes back, packing the leftovers in small white boxes that look like 
houses, and putting down the check. I hide the crane in my sleeve and look up shyly. When 
it seems like she’s about to leave and we’re about to leave, that moment in time when two 
paths will never cross again, I push the crane to my fingertips and brandish it to her like a 
peace offering.  
 She looks stunned, and gently takes the crane from my hands. My parents smile 
softly; they’re used to this by now. I’ve made many of the flying wishes for other people, 
but I’ve never written in them before.  
 Oh. she gasps. She presses a hand to her chest, staring at the letters on the paper.  
 Thank you! I hope you have a really good night. And I’m sorry you’re so sad right 
now, but I hope everything gets better soon!  
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 She looks at me startled, and I notice she has started crying. My parents look 
shocked now, and are pushing me to stand up and leave. But the moment I do stand up, she 
hugs me tightly. I feel her arms around me like a tree root, grasping for something to hold 
onto.  
 Thank you. My father died a week ago and I…. Thank you. I haven’t felt anything 
since but…but... and then she can’t talk anymore and she just keeps nodding at me and 
smiling and then she turns and leaves and my parents have to push me from the restaurant 
because I’m close to tears myself.  
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 The house is dark today. Dark in that dangerous, sharp edge way that makes me 
careful. I feel the point of the switchblade prick at my throat with every breath. Maybe today 
something will break, the way everything broke when I was six. I see the sewn edges of our 
mismatched borders fraying at the corners of the dark rooms, see the way they bulge and rip 
from the pressure. 
 The cranes are lined up in rows on the bookshelves, shoved into book pages and 
lost in the couch cushions. A lot of them are in the world, floating on the waves of 
humanity’s hope and in homes I will never see. Sometimes I imagine I can hear what they 
hear, see what they see. I imagine them watching their wisher flaying what has caused them 
scars and growing their feathered wings in the moonlight. I imagine the children whose 
scrapes I made paper wishes for flinging themselves into life and the cranes bearing their 
weight.  
 I like sending them into the world, but I also think we need a lot of them to stay 
here, building the walls to support the anguish and crawling worms of shame. 
 Tonight I can hear my dad crying. 
 He’s in the living room. My room shares the wall, and though it is late at night, 
early morning, I cannot sleep again. The dreams have been getting worse. Someone 
poisoned me again tonight, kept me still and shackled in my bed paralyzed as they inserted 
the needle into my arm, the thick purple liquid forced into my veins. I can see their smirk, 
the mirth of success and promised pain obviously making them happy. But I can never see 
their eyes. I try to scream but whatever I’m paralyzed with doesn’t allow me to make sound 
either. I lay there for hours, perhaps only minutes, as they raze their fingernails along my 
arms and stomach and thighs. They leave little red marks in thin spaghetti strips that will 
fade by morning.  
 I watch the purple liquid work under my skin, turning everything dark and bruised. 
I feel it changing me, manipulating me, dissolving me. I fear I will never be good again, 
never be me again. 
 Once the dream leaves my system and I have scratched at the crook of my arm until 
it is blistering and red, I leave the safety of my bed.  
 The light on the end table is alight in the living room, causing the shadows to 
morph long. He’s curled in his slack Pjs, sobbing into his hands. Carefully, dancing the 
eternal tip toes of egg shells, I sit facing him. My dad cuts off his crying suddenly, turning 
away to wipe his face and looking back at me with a question in his eyes.  
 With a shrug, I tell him I can’t sleep. He accepts this with little effort and stares 
into space blankly. 
 Daddy.... What’s wrong? 
 I wonder much more than is healthy, years in the future, if I could have walked 
away. Allowed him his silence and let him simmer in his hate. If I could have taken this 
moment as it should’ve been: a chance to escape the clutches of an infection never curable. I 
wonder everyday. I wonder if it was too late. 
 I reach to the end table, pulling a scrap of paper, a tiny little thing smaller than my 
thumbnail, and begin folding this moment into the creases. Daddy. Come on, you can tell 
me. I love you. You know you can tell me anything. 
 And so he does.  
 And it is terrible and lonely and unbearably painful. His fear and paranoia and 
humiliation spun into disastrous tales of guilt. It is all so heavy and thick. Because every 
word he spills into my palms, every drip soaking into my paper-thin walls, I understand. I 
get it. These things aren’t surprising to me, not anymore. Maybe they would’ve been once, 
but I have been injected with the purple poison too many times, changed beyond hope, and 
now my dad’s turmoil curls into my own, as if it belongs. As if it never left. 
 He ends it with this: Honey, I have been living for you. Everything I have been 
holding onto is for you. But I don’t think you’re good enough anymore. 
 Never has the weight of one of my cranes felt heavier. The tiny slip of a thing, 
easily mistaken as a crumb, slips from my hand to his, where I curl his finger over the folds.  
 Okay dad. That’s okay. 
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 13 years old is a magical year. I am adventurous in a way I’ve never been before. I 
am wild and free and open and happy. I’ve met Laila, a girl who eats pomegranates with me 
behind our neighbor’s house, whose sticky red fingers match mine as we lay in the grass and 
joke about the other kids. She likes to bike to the abandoned parks with me. She dances 
weirdly but doesn’t care. When she walks through the cattails and lets their pollen loose, she 
doesn’t care that they fly into her hair. I smile when I’m around her. I share all my secrets 
with her, but only the good ones. We walk to school together and bake apple pies in my 
kitchen. When we peel the granny smiths, flour already on our noses, we eat two sides of the 
same green string and laugh when it breaks. I think I’m happy here. 
 If I hide the hurting parts of myself in raised bumps against my hips and bleeding 
half-moons in my lungs, then that’s okay. 
 Today is different. Today has been brighter than all the other days. It’s warm 
outside, even though it’s December, and we wear our shorts with grass stains. We’re 
dancing to a song about waterfalls, and singing at the top of our lungs while our feet trip 
over each other. Earlier we had stood on the top rung of my loft bed’s ladder and thrown 
tiny colorful beads over our heads. Thousands of tiny plastic orbs from my mother’s unused 
jewelry kit bounce on our heads and in the creases of our clothing. It had been a beautiful 
multicolored waterfall, but she had been prettier. Her head thrown back, eyes a glittering 
depth, laughter evident in every line of her face. 
 I think today I’m going to tell her how I feel. I can feel it in my bones: I must do it 
now. 
 Then she goes home, and I walk her down the street through the shambling houses 
stood like gaping tombstones. We had napped off and on until dinner, then played Guitar 
Hero on expert. We never got through a song without failing, but the laughter is worth the 
humiliation.  
 She’s telling me about a new video game she wants to get, arms flinging wildly to 
encompass the greatness of the story. When we stop at her house, I am suddenly anxious. 
My palms are starting to sweat and my voice is cracking at every other word. But she’s 
turning around now and opening the door and she’s about to go inside and I won’t be able to 
tell her this again so I scream her name and 
 She turns to look at me and I pass the crane to her. I worked hard on this one. Each 
crease is carefully placed, the wings curled once too many times. The letters of my words 
are split over the middle, a cliche little heart in red as the eyes.  
 She blinks a few times—and god, how did I not notice how long her eyelashes are?
—and then smiles at me shyly, and suddenly she is standing before me, a smile in her eyes, 
hair frizzing and bouncing to the side. I smell the apple pie on her breath, see the leftover 
flour stark on her dark skin, and suddenly her lips are soft on mine. There are no firecrackers 
in my head, time does not freeze. But something inside shatters and becomes whole. Echoes 
of cracks and splinters, glass crashing to the ground, resounds in my mind. I can breathe. 
 She’s stepping back now, and reaching for the door, and she says Me too. I’ll see 
you tomorrow. 
 Except she doesn’t. And for two weeks panic and fear set into my bones so high-
pitched I fear they may vibrate from my skin. For two weeks I rub the wounds in deeper to 
hope that the sharp pain will alleviate the numb ache but it doesn’t this time. For two weeks 
I wander the halls of my home like a ghost. I do not sleep but I can’t do anything else. For 
two weeks I knock at her door until my knuckles are red but the house is empty and 
abandoned and I call her number and her mom’s number but eventually the voicemail box is 
too full.  
 And then after two weeks her mother calls me and between the string of insults and 
you belong in hell and you should kill yourself and you’ve infected my daughter the thing 
that sticks the most, the thing that claws and rips is this: 
 It’s your fault 
 And I never see her again. 
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 If I make less dreams in middle school nobody notices. If I am silent and sleep-
deprived and scream at night nobody but me and my bruised purple skin knows. 
 The children, for to call them bullies is to give them too much authority, like to 
throw stones at me in P.E. They shove me to the ground during runs, they corner me in the 
dressing rooms, they tear apart any pride I might have to shreds under their muddy shoes. 
 My parents say they’re only jealous, my teachers say to ignore them, and any other 
students I might try to involve stay well enough away. 
 This time I am running. They caught me by the water fountain and I know by the 
way they’re sneering they want to do worse today. Their threats are yellow claws scuttling 
across the sidewalk, inching deeper into me.  
 We will make you bleed! 
 You’re going to wish you were never born! 
 We’re going to fucking scar you up! 
 You’re gonna die today! We’ll pound your face into the ground until your fucking 
face breaks! And it’s your fault for being such a weak bitch! 
 It’s your fault! 
 As we turn the corner of the gymnasium I almost cry from relief at seeing the 
security guard there. At last, someone else will say they heard the threats too. Someone can 
say it was real.  
 As we start towards the principal’s office, he tells me not to show them I’m crying. 
He tells me to be strong and brave. If they see me broken they will be more satisfied. 
 I do not tell him that I am crying from anger. That a part of me wishes they had 
pushed me to the ground, had broken my face on the concrete. Maybe then they’d go to jail, 
maybe then I’d be free. 
 As I retell my story, the words flowing calmly as I sit somewhere behind myself 
away from the fake sympathy in the counsellor’s eyes, my hands fold a wish from the 
bullying brochure I was handed. 
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 I leave them like little messages in hidden corners of my high school. The third stall 
in the Southwest Bathroom has one tucked into the toilet paper holder that says simply you 
are beautiful. In the Academic offices one is sitting beside the first computer that says 
Everything will be okay. I tape them under my desks, usually with some mix of have a good 
day! Or forgive yourself for today and always with a thank you. 
 I scatter them within the lockers during PE, conveniently leave them behind on 
teacher’s desks and advisor’s file drawers. I stash papers of any size in my backpack so I 
always have something in hand. When I feel like drowning under insignificance and guilt I 
make large ones and leave them in plain sight, hiding around a corner to watch a student 
pick it up and read.  
 Sometimes seeing someone smile or pocket them is enough to make my day. 
Sometimes even that happiness can’t distract me.  
 It gets easier to think of things to put on the backs of my wishes’ wings. I think of 
the things I say to my mother and father when they are too self-deprecating and I feel the 
need to lift them up. I think of the things I think to myself and write their opposite. I 
remember Laila and dream of all the things I’d say to her if I could see her again.  
 My animated wishes take flight in the halls of my high school, left on boards and 
taped to windows. To the few who know me as the creator of these dreams they call me The 
Crane Maker. It is not a big deal, and no one makes a legend from it. I think it’s nice to be 
known for a little good here and there. It makes the burnt black-tipped edges of my soul feel 
lighter. Makes the knife less tempting. 
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 When I am 17, I am accepted into a Summer High School Program at Stanford 
University. I spend 8 weeks between my Junior and Senior year in a hurricane of love and 
loving too much.  
 I am obsessively in love with the man poised above me. There’s light from a 
lamppost that streaks watercolor lines across his chest and dances like gas in his blonde hair. 
We’re underneath a bed frame on a mattress I dragged to the floor, not able to sleep without 
something above me. Everything is high pitched and ringing and I feel myself floating 
within my own body and entirely without.  
 When he is laying beside me once again, stroking his hands through my hair as I 
listen to his heartbeat, he whispers to me that he loves me. The words settle in my bones and 
calm my soul from its chattering nervousness. Somewhere in the back of my head a scream 
wrenches free from sealed lips. Guilt shudders through old skeletons, but I choose to ignore 
their yells. 
 I sit up and pull a page from my notebook, lick the edge and rip an edge away to 
stash and make more later, and fold the straight edges into a wish. I kiss the paper lightly, 
breathe in the crumbly paper smell, and with pen in hand write the words I long ago gave 
away.  
 We do not speak of the scars on my left arm, 5 ivory rivers stark against tan. We do 
not speak of the night on the law school tower, where four stories up I had swung my legs 
from the railings but failed to let go. We do not speak of the other girl, Emily, who he had 
lost his virginity to the week before, or how I didn’t really care. We do not speak of the 
secrets we scarred on each other’s bodies, the way we sobbed and pleaded with each other to 
let go. Please, please I just want to let go. 
 Instead I hand him the crane.  
 When we step away as friends that last night at Stanford University, a fire catching 
in the red weeds of the dried Stanford lake, he kisses the moment and tucks it into his wallet. 
I wonder if it’s still there. 
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 This boy is different. He whispers to me from the darkness but doesn’t promise 
light. Instead, he curls his consciousness around me, says the things I need to hear. Pulls me 
into pieces and sews me back together. We skype each other every night until we both fall 
asleep, waking to find the laptop has died sometime in the dark. We text every day of 
school, dragging the other up for another day of torment and boredom at the hands of 
shepherds, training us for the slaughter. 
 When we make love he giggles too much. He tastes like cedar ash and moonlight. 
He looks at me like I am a ship and he’s drowning. The light soaks into his dark hair, does 
not bounce from his skin. He is my black hole, consuming me slowly, holding me tightly in 
his gravity. 
 He speaks to my darkness in a way no one else has. When I am shaking, gasping 
for breath though my lungs are full of tar, when I am torn apart and dissected before him, he 
guides the darkness into corners. Reminds me of my boundaries, where my skin begins and 
ends. He splints each of my fractures without mercy. He tapes my skin together with coldly 
logical words.  
 He lets me do the same for him.  
 When I hold the pills in my palm and say 
 I am not enough. It is all my fault.  
 He says 
 People aren’t meant to be enough to keep others alive. None of it is your fault. 
 And I put the pills down. He sends me cranes in the mail. 
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 The therapist's office is more comfortable than I thought it would be. I thought it 
would be harsh and antiseptic, distant from my anxieties, something that can’t be tainted by 
all the bodies melting into puddles on the floor. There are tables of crayons and blank printer 
paper. While I wait in the metal chair, I fold a crane from someone’s half drawn flower left 
behind. The petals are feathers in the wings. 
 They call me in and I follow him through the thin hallways, poster boards with 
brochures and feel-good posters covering the gray of the walls. Inside his office there are 
three chairs, one behind a picture frame covered desk, two around a small round table.  
 I drop into the one closest to the door, keep my body pointed to the exit in case I 
need to make a quick escape. He doesn’t say anything about this, instead sitting in the chair 
before me and giving me a warm smile.  
 He doesn’t write anything down. I thought they would study me, like a science 
experiment gone wrong. I thought they would mark down every facet of my being gone 
spoiled, make notes of where the surgeons need to pull the tumors from, which aspects of 
my soul they need to sew over and nail shut. But he doesn’t write anything down. 
 It’s awkward at first, speaking as if I have any right to feel the way I do. But he 
makes a joke and I laugh, and when my lip starts shaking and I feel I am going to cry, he 
offers to change the subject and accepts my silence.  
 There are scraps of paper on the table. I pull one to me automatically and begin the 
process without thinking.  
 We talk about my dreams, the nightmares that spin purple poison into my veins. 
We talk about my father and mother’s short divorce, how I blame myself for every time they 
seem unhappy and every yell they fling at each other. We talk about my dad’s depression, 
how it’s my fault I wasn’t good enough, that I should have been more and done better for 
him. We talk about Laila’s departure; I explain it’s my fault she had to leave. We talk about 
the bullies in middle school, how their lives were somehow worse because of me. We talk 
about the thoughts that spin wondrous lies, that whisper of pills and knives. We talk and talk 
and talk. He asks and I answer and somewhere between there everything I wanted to tell 
someone but couldn’t, out of fear or guilt or something else, slips out as well.  
 When the hour is up I hardly notice. We plan for another meeting.  
 I hand the crane to him as I step through the door.  
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Synesthesia 
Steven White 

Acrylic, oil stick on canvas 
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I don't know how to tell you I love you 
It would be pointless anyway 

I've spent so much time in my mind, building you up 
The truth is you're not real 

But my mind doesn't know that 
 

I spend every day in a world no one else knows exists 
I hide here, behind my eyes, in my mind 

And it's not real 
But my mind doesn't know that 

 
Here I live in a better world 

As a better me 
Glamourous, genius, rockstar 

Real life me isn’t any of those things 
But my mind doesn’t know that 

 
It’s scary when I wake from my reverie 

I don’t want to remember my responsibilities 
Or my fuckups 

So I stay in my fantasies as long as I can 
 

But those fantasies won’t ever come true 
Life has a way 

Of doing everything except what I imagine 
But my mind doesn’t know that. 

 

My Mind Doesn’t Know That 
Anna Egan-Hess 

A Maze 
Paul DiGerolamo 
Photography 
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I take comfort in my deficiencies 
I’d rather see the tarnished silver ready to be polished 
Than think about the people I loved taking all my good pieces 
A mug here, a spoon there, I’ve watched my hard work become others’ good fortune 
I’d rather believe that I torture myself than know I will be hurt no matter how faultless I am 
I’m selfish secretly 
I’d rather be hurt continuously than ask for what I want 
Because I know as soon as the question leaves my lips, I have nothing left 
To part with the desires I hold so rigidly in my chest 
To uncurl my fingers and lay them into another’s grasp 
Would take the last of my modest power away 
Like a vagrant holding onto a golden coin 
I stow away my wants 
And I pray to god that I won’t die with them clutched in my palms 

 

Clinging 
Sarah Barker 

Golden Bridge 
Vaidehi Andhare 
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Door Dashing 

Through Philadelphia 
Zoe Smith 
Photography 
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Summers are funny. They are the most anticipated time of the year, but once they 
end, they always feel like wasted time and potential. Or at least they do to me, since I 
romanticize everything so much. I always think my summers will be worth remembering, 
but they never are. I still remember them of course, in great detail too, because I see beauty 
in everything. It’s my favorite coping mechanism. It stems from my ceaseless daydreaming, 
and ironically makes me feel like a useless human shell, who can never create its own raw 
beauty. 

The summer before college I had the closing shift at Kolton Bookstore downtown 
four times a week. Everyone knows of Kolton. It’s a landmark of this city, having endured 
decades as an independent bookstore and cultural hub. Working there meant getting lost in 
its dusty maze of books in multiple languages as well as encountering artists whose names 
rang a bell on the daily. But what I liked the most about it was when I closed at 8 pm and let 
the city shower me in its sultry air and neon lights as I walked on cobblestone. This clash of 
history and urban life was the perfect canvas for my daydreams. I would roam on my own, 
headphones in my ears, sometimes for hours at a time, and it still did not feel like enough. 
When it got late, I took my daydreaming to my train ride home, and my eyes got lost in the 
skies and shadows that hurriedly went past me through the big windows. I was a victim of an 
inner fictional gaze I could never satiate. I mostly lived in my personal fantasies, but it 
wasn’t rare for me to make up entire stories in my head. My problem was that I hardly ever 
wrote them on paper.  

When I’d arrive home, I would patiently wait in front of my laptop for inspiration 
to strike, so I could finally tie together those gripping settings and dialogues I had vaguely 
scripted in my mind a few hours prior, but somehow that inspiration never came. But if I’m 
completely honest, I think I am deceiving myself when I say that I waited in front of the 
laptop. Sometimes I did not even care to wait. 

*** 
“So, Ona, what do you enjoy writing the most?” 
I lifted my eyes from the encyclopedia I was investigating and looked at Kevin in 

disbelief. He was the heir to Kolton Bookstore, as well as my manager, but we had a long 
prior history as acquaintances before I worked there. I’m not sure if that was the reason he 
was so lenient with me, or maybe it was because he lacked any motivation for managing the 
place that extended beyond pleasing his parents. It was 4 pm and the store was barren of 
customers, so we had nothing better to do other than flipping pages at the Science aisle. 

“How did you know I write? I never told you that.” 
“Well, I reviewed your application for working here. You mentioned writing was 

one of your hobbies.” 
“Right, I completely forgot about that,” I responded, embarrassed. Here it goes, 

fraud, I thought to myself. “To answer your question, my writing is mostly personal.” 
“Personal! That’s cool,” he responded, before a book on string theory caught his 

attention. I hoped he’d stop the conversation right there, since his eyes were glued to the 
reviews on the back of the book. He didn’t. “You mean personal as in ‘I hate myself and I 
like to express that hate through concerning poems’ or as in ‘I don’t have enough confidence 
to show the world what I write?’” he continued as he flipped through the pages. 

“Uhm… the second one’s more like it,” I responded. “Although I can’t deny my 
younger self was definitely like the first.” 

“Yeah,” he snickered and put the book back on the shelf. “Been there. Look, I 
wanted to ask you because me and some other employees, as well as some of my friends, 
have this peer review club for our writings. We could really use someone else, you know, so 
if you’re up for it you should definitely join us.” 

Crap. “That sounds amazing!” I said. The encyclopedia I was holding suddenly 

Summer at Kolton 
Emi Strati 
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doubled in weight. “However, I don’t know if my writing is helpful for your –” 
“Oh don’t worry about it! We welcome any type of writing. Any style, any genre. 

Literally everything as long as it’s in written form. I thought it would be helpful for you as 
well, since you said you have been writing since you were young in your application. We’ve 
also published some of our poems and stories, so you know, we could help you build a 
network and get the recognition you deserve.” 

“Thank you!” I responded, perhaps too abrasively. He seemed taken aback. 
“However, I haven’t really found the time to write recently. I only have some old pieces 
finished, which are awful, by the way.” 

“Oh. Can I ask how old?” He seemed genuinely curious. 
“Old. Like months. Years, too. I have been on writer’s block for too long.” I let out 

a nervous laugh as I felt my skin burning. 
He looked at me, confused. “Yeah, I get it. But why don’t you just write more to 

get out of that slump?” 
Now it was me who was confused. “Uhm…,” I put the encyclopedia back on the 

shelf, “I don’t know what to write about. I don’t really have the motivation for it.” 
Kevin’s shoulders suddenly slouched. He was staring at the floor, as if searching 

for a way to help me. 
“Well, motivation is not something that magically comes to you, is it?” He was 

looking at me now, but I felt too embarrassed to make eye contact with him. Fraud. You 
can’t write a damn thing, can you? 

“I mean,” he continued, “you have to work in order to stay motivated. Because if 
you don’t put in any effort, the idea of writing something will simply remain an idea.” 
Fraud, fraud, fraud. “I mean, when you daydream of having done something, taking the 
steps necessary to do it feels difficult, like it’s in the way of your goal. You know?” You 
can’t do anything. Why are you like this? 

He must’ve noticed how tense his TED Talk draft had made me, as I stood in front 
of him with my fists clenched and an ugly grimace plastered on my face. 

“Sorry, I didn’t want to sound like a teacher or something –” 
“No, look, I know,” I was looking at him now. “You’re right. You’re absolutely 

right. It’s just that I hate that I cannot simply type words and have them form beautiful 
sentences that invoke just the right emotions in the reader. I know I sound lazy right now,” I 
raised my palms as if to stop him from asserting what I had just said. “I know it’s insane to 
expect perfect results at the first try. It’s downright stupid. But sometimes, not often, but 
sometimes, I think of something so beautiful, and I get lost in the eternity of that thought. 
And when I escape that beautiful thought, it’s like a fragment of me has been left there. And 
I can’t stop thinking about it. I want to reproduce that feeling in my writing, but I can’t. I 
just can’t. I want my reader to experience the same small but beautiful eternity I 
experienced. And I know I sound pretentious as hell right now,” I raised my palms again in 
front of him, “but I think, if I cannot make my reader experience that, then why should I 
even bother writing?” 

Kevin did not seem impressed by my monologue, but his face gave the impression 
he understood. He looked at me with a half-smile, and for a moment I thought he’d make 
fun of me. 

“Did you know perfectionism is a kind of self-abuse?” he asked. “You torture 
yourself with this ideal of perfection, of this perfect piece of writing that will somehow tear 
up everyone who reads it, when you know damn well that achieving this, especially as a 
beginner, is impossible. So then you just use that as an excuse not to write anything at all. 
And not only do you not achieve anything, you also miss the whole point of it.” 

“The point of what?” I asked. 
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The store entry bell rang. A middle-aged woman, with an air of a writer from a 
previous era, stepped in the store. 

“The point of writing, Ona. You should write for yourself, just like you do 
everything else for yourself. If you only write for the potential external validation you might 
get from it, then is it even something you enjoy doing?” Kevin responded. “I gotta go take 
this,” he said and walked towards the woman. 

*** 
I applied to work at a place like Kolton where I would be surrounded by art because 

of the latent ambition I had to rekindle whatever creative spirit I used to have, which back 
then seemed foregone. I did, to a degree, accomplish my mission, although I believe the 
curse of perfectionism will never lose hold of me. But to know that no two internal universes 
are the same, and that you can never come up with a recipe that satiates each of them, sure 
helps alleviate the pressure you have to satisfy anyone else but yourself. 

Window of Windows 
Lila Vanni 
Photography 
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Look at you,  
you couch bound sloth, 

living in the dog days all month. 
You little fatty. 

You burger-bolstered, 
hunk o junk 
Fat, fat, fat.  

You loose water balloon figured 
swollen grape, 

Chew, chew, chew, 
that's all you do. 

And let's not forget your curly untamed dew, 
you scruffy sandbag, 

raggedy ann. 
At least make an attempt to clean up 

your wet, bearded-chin. 
And clip your toenails 

you’re scratching up the floor 
as you mull around, 

your shoes don't fit anymore 
you moping hound. 

We don't even go for walks anymore 
and forget a run in the park, 

you asthma-induced pathetic pooch, 
mooch, mooch, mooch, 

like a stray 
on your roommates' leftovers all day. 

You fruitless mutt. 
Pant, pant, panting 

your unbrushed dog breath 
all over the house. 

What do you have to say for yourself? 
Bark, bark, bark. 
Excuses, excuses. 
Will you shut up 

and let someone else speak for once? 
You sorry pup, 

and you wonder why Puppy Eyes doesn't like you. 
But even if she did, 
you neutered cur, 

you don't have the balls, 
the thought makes your tail twitch between your legs and paws, 

so instead you just sit back, 
and vacuum up the scraps, 

nibble on that kibble, 
because you're not the one who's fat.  

I Fat Shame My Dog 
Brayden Ghose 
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To Be Loved 
Nishka Seth 

Sitting in prickly and unwelcome 
grass 

Looking up at the stars 
Doesn’t give me promise 

It leaves me with the thought of 
How miniscule I am 

How far away I am from what 
Everyone is in love with 

The stars 
Oh, how I want to be embraced by them 

How close I want to be to something 
So warm and sought after 

 

No matter how small we may 

feel, everyone has an impact on 

each other and that leads to 

making a larger impact. Feeling 

small and alone is normal as 

there are around 8 billion  

people in the world. But we 

should look at how we impact 

the small community we are in. 

You are important. You are 

worthy. 
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How can you stand there like that? 
In front of that mirror. 

How can you stand there and not see the beauty reflected back? 
How can you look at yourself and think  

The body which keeps you alive is not good enough? 
What a broken, damaged thought. 

 
Why does the imperfect world tell us how to appear perfect? 

Why does this model image of a man or woman 
Define our self-worth and consume our every thought? 

Why do we let it? 
 

Born into a world that sees color and differences 
But judges in black and white. 
A world where the ideal body 

Is not just unrealistic, but unattainable.  
We are worn down by trying to be what society deems as 

The perfect human. 
 

The one not affected by depression or anxiety. 
The one not affected by the injustices in the world.  

The one who can walk through life without ever being touched by the shadows, 
Unaware of those who stitch themselves back together, masking the world from the truth. 

The one who doesn’t exist.   

You are enough. 
Gillian Lamb 
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Violet Dream 
Vaidehi Andhare 
Photography 

The Northern Performer 
AJ Nasir 

Night hangs in the northern tundra, 
The flickering stars suspended in frozen onyx 

And for a while, it’s just their sparkles 
Visible in the sky. 

Until some color begins to dye the blackness. 
The lime splotch swells bigger and bigger 

Until it bursts across the sea of constellations. 
By this point, other colors have summoned the courage 

To join the green on its endeavor across the sky 
Icy lavender and flashing fuchsia 

Meld with the green to create the true star of the night sky: 
The Aurora. 

She swishes and swirls the shades of her skirts, 
Performing a magnificent dance 

Smiling and waving down at any spectators 
As she leaps and flutters across the black stage. 

But no one waves back. 
No one watches her performance. 

The tundra is the empty auditorium 
And she, the lone performer. 
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Periwinkle Sky 
Vaidehi Andhare 
Photography 



 

70 

I swerved onto the dirt path running alongside the worn railroad. Relentlessly 
thrusting my feet against the pedals, I barreled past the continuous line of oblong craters 
filled to the brim with murky water from the overnight November showers. Dewdrops hung 
from the viridian leaves above me, like silent fairy lights on an indoor Christmas tree at four 
in the afternoon. The gelatinous mud caught in my tire treads, and a blistering burn coursed 
through my right thigh. I slowed my movements, unable to overcome the fatigue in my 
limbs, and decided that I definitely shouldn’t have taken the shortcut. The memories of 
slammed doors and unbridled animosity clouded my mind, and for a moment, I wondered 
what would happen if I just kept pedaling and never turned back. 
         No more parents, no more hate, no more confinement.  
         No more bed, no more money, no more life.  
         The sharp sting of the early morning breeze whipped me out of my delicate reverie. I 
had four hours left. Four hours to pretend that everything was normal and that I wasn’t 
living in a fractured household under the abusive care of my homophobic parents. Two 
hours of choir and two hours of English before I had to go back to complete isolation. 

*** 
         The commotion of restless teenagers deflated at the sound of the droning bell 
interrupting their agonizing day-end countdown. I eyed my backpack and rose from my seat, 
staring at the mess on my desk. Rustling papers and the screeching of chairs being pushed in 
elevated my heart rate until I could no longer hear the already muted chorus of goodbyes. 
There I was, mindlessly packing my belongings until I was left standing with just Ms. 
Nabokov in the room.  
         “How are you, Vahni?” I heard as I lifted my sullen gaze to the teacher who never 
seemed to be without an electric smile. I siphoned every ounce of energy within me to tell 
her that I was good or, at the very least, choke out words of indifference; yet, a daunting 
silence hung in the air, not even tainted by the breath desperately trying to escape from my 
lungs. Her most characteristic feature slipped from her face and gone was the constant ray of 
sunshine behind a pair of black square teacher glasses. She moved to perch on top of the 
desk next to me, filling the cold surrounding void with her warmth.  
         Tender eyes searched my expression for any clue of why I hadn’t uttered a word, and I 
exhaled sharply, as I felt every emotional wall disintegrate against my instincts. How was I 
supposed to explain that if my father didn’t hear the garage door creak open within the next 
fifteen minutes, I didn’t know if I would be at school tomorrow? 
         “What’s wrong?”  
         Everything.  
         I was hurt by the adults in my life with which I was supposed to feel the safest. They 
were supposed to be the ones who I went to when I had to make big decisions or if I ever 
needed extra love. I trusted them with my heart like any ordinary child, but they just let it 
slip from their fingers. They learned I was gay, and suddenly, their comforting hold turned 
to a vice grip, and my heart leaked from the crevices in their tight fists.  
         My obtuse, controlling guardians found out that their whispers of death hadn’t erased 
my sexuality. They saw that internet access connected me to people who didn’t resent my 
identity, and with that, they began to pilot the at-home conversion therapy treatment of no 
Wi-Fi. If nobody could reach me, then maybe I’d be their daughter again. 

Not My Surrogate Mom 
Vahni Tagirisa 
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         If I couldn’t reach anybody, how was I going to survive? All I could think about was 
what would happen if I just stayed on campus after school closed. 
         No more parents, no more hate, no more confinement.  
         No more bed, no more money, no more life. 

I think my parents want to kill me again. 
         I had just shattered the quiet. The shards of reality shot to her ears, and I couldn’t help 
but feel the air thicken around my neck when she gasped. I suppose I should have expected 
the reaction, given the shock value of the sentence that tumbled from my lips with such 
nonchalance. There was no hiding now. 
         “Are you serious?” 
         Of course, she would be horrified. She was the perfect teacher, so her parents were 
probably perfect enough to never even think of wishing death for their children. God, I knew 
I wasn't being fair. All I knew of Elizabeth Nabokov was her dedication to teaching and her 
love of knowledge. How could I shade in the background of her life if I had only known her 
for four months? I shifted nervously and suddenly focused on the clock ticking incessantly. I 
had to go. It had already been thirty minutes since my father expected me to be back. 
         She scribbled her phone number on a blue post-it note and told me that I could call her 
in emergencies. I am not sure she realized that giving me those moments of safety made her 
the closest thing to family that I had found in any adult. I knew, though, that she was 
probably just a zealous, compassionate teacher. So I never would reach for her lifeline even 
when my colorless, sinusoidal home-life hit rock bottom. 
         I had to take the shortcut. It was the fastest way, even if it was an obstacle course of 
rainwater-filled holes. They were shallower now, so I shifted my attention to the life around 
me. The whistling wind rattled the withered leaves and danced with the dust that rose when 
my tires hit stiff patches of soil. My jaw relaxed, and my frown subsided because I had 
someone now. 
         I had Elizabeth Nabokov. She was the antithesis of monotony. I couldn’t help but think 
that if it was her voice that evaporated my morning brain fog almost every weekday of my 
junior year, somehow, I would have hated it. At 7:35 am, how could my teenage angst have 
been able to process when she hurtled herself out the door to demonstrate some obscure 
theme in some chapter of the Great Gatsby? If the sugar in my soggy, half-eaten corn flakes 
had yet to awaken me from my undead stasis, would she have successfully scarred me, for a 
week straight, when she sprang onto a table in her dimly lit classroom for a haunting reading 
of The Crucible? Would I have noticed that she managed to show us a beautiful connection 
between life and literature by drawing her only visible tattoo on the board? 

She was one for the theatrics, and surely, even if I hadn’t experienced her antics in 
my post-lunch class, I would always remember the rainbow sea of Playbills plastered 
underneath her whiteboard. But today, it didn’t matter that I ended the day with her because 
my four hours were up, and she was still not my surrogate mom.  

*** 
         I could feel my aching legs begin to give up, but I knew that I couldn’t stop. I tuned 
back into my surroundings to ease the pain. The dirt swam languidly in the stale rainwater, 
still hiding the depth of every passing crater, and I wondered if I would get to see the sun 
rays frolic on the soft waves when the dust settled tomorrow.  
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Green Thumb 
Nicole Clifford 

I still have the flowers you gave me 
I water them every day 
I didn’t care ‘til they wilted 
And by then it was much too late 
 
I moved them to the windowsill 
But it was too bright, I think  
And I tried to give them water 
But they refused to drink 
 
I never open the windows 
I always forget the date 
I drink coffee instead of water 
And I watered you too late 

I never go outside 
I stay up half the night 
I don’t talk about my feelings 
And I hate the feel of sunlight 
 
I promise I tried to make it work 
But I don’t have a green thumb 
I was made for the winter 
And you deserve the sun 

 

Plant Laboratory 
Lila Vanni 
Photography 
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Growth 
Gabi O’Leary 

Digital art 

The Flower People 
Eitan Goldberg 

Swept off my feet 
Multifaceted, so complex 
Pupils dilate 
She cons me for my breath 
Moving in together 
Piggy bank labeled “ring” 
I’m sailing rocky waters 
Getting ready to sink 
 
What if I grow petals? 
I don’t wanna be like them 

Who will visit my parents? 
They need love 
Not decoration 
Who will heal my kids? 
They need drugs 
Not intoxication 
 
I’ve been watered my whole life 
Just growing out of the spout 
I see the frame I see the wall 
And what might be left out 
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Firework 
Arrianna Powers 

Photography 

Untitled Seasons 
Steven White 

I.  Fall 
 Leaves turn from envious greens to self-conscious reds, hanging longer in the air 
 than years past. 
 Seeing lost love set in an exhausted sun, soaking in irrationalities dripping down 
 like rain. 
 
II.  Winter 
 Shivering as squalls arrive, curled inside weighted blankets and hollow 
 affirmations. 
 Staring into blue light and infinity – shadows of missed connections, still lurking, 
 on the back burner near the kettle. 
 
III.  Spring 
 Resilient blades are forgiving beneath heavy footsteps. Shimmering lights shake 
 themselves from rivers to the iris – 
 Immersed in beauty brand new, 
 Forgetful now. 
 
IV.  Summer 
 Heat waves crash over cracked pavement, making a thunder loud enough to make 
 your dog hide under the bed. 
 In an instant, clouds clear, air buzzes and chirps 
 with momentary bliss. 
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Growth 
AJ Favorito 

Photography 
Toad 
Miriam Reid 

Hold me in the dappled shade of my skin 
And I will sing to you the frog song that 
The lizards learn to mimic in the summer. 
I will hold the midnight stretch of you in 
The web between my fingers if you linger 
At the edges of the garden we built in beds 
Of grudges and white lies and childhoods lost. 
The cost of memory is eventually I learn 
To love again and to take in traitor’s tongues 
The vows best left forgotten in fall’s hot frost. 
If I reach out to touch you, will you seep into 
My blood like dish soap set to rotting sin? 
If I place you in the pocket of my age-old jeans, 
Will you fall through the claw-mark rips and 
Settle down in lint and pick-pocket change? 
I painted the sky black in the wintertime so I 
Would not be jealous of the blue-cradled clouds, 
And at the base of my lake I learned reaching 
Hands breathe swamp air in like delusion, and 
Turn on the hibernating bed of truth if only just 
To make it through to another dying spring. 
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Milkyway 
Arrianna Powers 

Sometimes I like to sit by my window,  
way up above the ground, 
and watch the world at night.  
I can’t see the stars,  
the city’s lights far too bright,  
drowning out the sky’s freckles. 
But occasionally,  
I’ll take off my glasses  
and the world will blur together  
into only bright glares and wavering dots.  
And I’ll think that, maybe,  
this is humanity’s version of the Milkyway. 

Bitter Night 
AJ Nasir 

 
I look at the sky and think of you tonight 

Glittering obsidian with a cobalt hue tonight. 
 

I thought our souls would dance and intertwine forever 
Until forever ended with your "adieu" tonight. 

 
"Too sensitive", "Too emotional", "You took it too seriously" 

Those were your clipped words to me as you withdrew tonight. 
 

The atmosphere held its breath in this awkward silence 
It's as if about our end, the entire world knew tonight. 

 
The moon glows cold, passionless ivory 

As the stars barely flicker in view tonight. 
 

I want to scream your name, but the threat of tears wires my mouth shut 
As I wonder what I'll do without you tonight. 

 
The moon looks at me glazedly; the stars don't bother to whisper their condolences 

As my heart, like the sky, is bruised black and blue tonight. 
 

I can't take it anymore, shuddering as frozen tears break free of their prison 
I don't care if no one cares, I just wish I could undo tonight. 

 
A shimmering comet skips across the sky, snickering at me as if to say: 

"You really are a fool if you think I'll make your wish come true tonight." 
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Stillness  

in Woe 
Jack Hoye 

Photography 
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At the Edge of the World 
Nicole Clifford 
 
The first time I saw the ocean 
I was afraid of the sting of salt in the air 
And the ceaseless roar of the sea 
Of the waves pouncing upon the shore 
As if eager to consume the land 
And of the great gray sky 
From which descended a powerful wind 
Bringing with it the smell of brine— 
The smell of all things dark and deep 
Of the sea, so vast and so hungry. 
 
I stood on the edge of the world 
And I saw the churning void 
And as I tried to run 
My feet sliding helplessly on the sand 
Brackish tears fell down my cheeks 
And, blinded by tears, I fell backwards 
And was embraced by a gentle wave 
That caressed my face and drank my tears 
And then withdrew, leaving a kiss of salt 
And a promise to return. 

 

Waterfall 
Henry Holien 
Photography 
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Longing for an  
Arizona Winter 

Brandon Pero 
 

Heat bounces off 

The tar of the street, 

Creating the illusion 

Of waving plants. 

 
The cacti and flowers bloom 

In such a perfect way. 

The sun their drug, 

They reach desperately upward. 

 
They seem to revel 

In the burning 

Of the spring sun. 

How admirable. 

 
How I would love 

To go outside 

Instead of looking through 

A window pane, 

 
But I must wait 

For the Arizona Winter; 

Branches will have no leaves, 

Flowers will wither, 

 
The world will die, 

And only then 

Will my presence 

Not destroy the beauty. 

intermission 
Sophie Geagan 

  
as spring fluttered in 
i fell to hibernation 
my eyelids heavy 
 
curled up in the back 
flickers of hometown streetlights 
fading into view 
 
staying up too late 
waking up to midday sun 
stabbing at my eyes 
 
staring at posters 
curled with age but stubbornly 
sticking to the walls 
 
scrolling for hours 
careful not to leave a trail 
of telltale little hearts 
 
lured out of my bed 
only by calls to dinner and 
growing restlessness 
 
walking those old streets 
greeting every sidewalk crack 
like a long-lost friend 
 
turning circles through 
neighborhoods i still know well 
spinning my own web 
 
forget me for now 
maybe someday i’ll return 
stable, in one piece 
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Oh Mama, 
green is your color, 
so I’m sorry 
that every shade turns gray. 
  
Oh Mama, 
why did you teach the 
germs on your skin 
how to play with fire? 
  
Oh Mama, 
you are the strongest, 
but please don’t scream; 
I know that your burns hurt. 
  
Oh Mama, 
your tears heal your wounds, 
so I’m sorry 
for dancing when you cry. 
  
Your new fragrance, 
petrichor and ashes, smells like frozen hell. 
I loved sun colors best, 
and I know, now, why your favorite one is bright sky blue. 
But Mama, I wonder how long it will stay that way. 

Tree Line 
Henry Holien 
Photography 

California Fires 
Vahni Tagirisa 
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Ivy 
Lila Vanni 

Photography 
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After the Rain 
Vaidehi Andhare 

 
Let the wind caress you  
  And carry away your fears 
 
Let the rain drench you 
  And wash away your tears 

 
Let yourself believe that you will bloom one day  
  And have all that is dear 

 
Because after the rain, a rainbow always appears 

The present is a reflection of our past 
Gillian Lamb 
Photography 
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Permanent Blue 
Jack Hoye 

I'll thereafter be wearing permanent blue.  
Sewn sky clothes - cuff to wrist - a fond fair face flush.  

A heart reverberation - attached to skin  
arisen in the air - dioxide blood rush.  

 
Without you I have no oxygen - no breath 

in the phrases from you I longed to witness.  
They bear a weightless fashion - invisible.  

So I’ll drench soundless - inked - navy negligence.  
 

You left a light above - my eyes are swimming  
in ambient alchemy - gracing my gaze.  

A spring iris convex - a hex that you bestow.  
Watch them bloom in your direction - towards your sun.  

 
Invert and ultraviolet - the veil opens  
before me - a portal to your paradise.  

Too high to touch - I lower my barren hands  
believing they once held you - white lies.  

 
This bittersweet reality bares its face.  

I unravel myself in realization.  
All of the the threads you tied to my sentient cell  

cast away - a stitch in time tessellation.  
 

All the words that evermore never were there.  
No matter - I felt their false fragility -  
assured to be allured - demure forgery.  

Alone - azure in attire you made me. 
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Jellies 
Anna Gordover 

Pencils, acylic  
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Lake Minnetonka 
Henry Holien 
Photography 

Into 
Jack Hoye  

I would make my light a salt skin kiss -  

place it across yours so that if he would float  

o’er naval waters till I steep in remiss.  

Maybe one night I may - for I’d lush and wander into me alone  

before my pleasures took me for feeling at home - a hearth  

ablaze in flames when I adore -  
such a man, molten clay.  

When he said I want you to enjoy yourself -  

how I would I stutter - drown in my harbor -  

dark to the bottom where I pain myself.  

Yet below the water I’ll find a different kind of passionate pearl -  

keeping to myself in this hiding place -  
a flickering - down there - pools and whirl -  

spiraling - sunken mer. 
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Control 
Arrianna Powers 

Sometimes as I lay in bed, 
The night now well into her prime, 

It feels as though the light blue of my sheets 
Pulls me down and down  

Into a black bubble.  
 

To a place where I can hear  
Only my own wandering thoughts  

And the fleeting melodies  
Of all the things I’ll never write,  

But wish I would. 
 

My greatest masterpieces have been made here.  
Worlds with a vibrancy and life  

Too good to be real. 
Where even the dirty and broken asphalt  

holds a certain charm. 
 

Sometimes though,  
in the headiness of creating,  

I lose control.  
The composer of the notes that define this world  

No longer written by me.  
 

I give this usurper no name.  
A label would only acknowledge  

The darkening shadow hiding within me. 
That writes symphonies 

 I would never want to share.  
 

It’s when I’m drowning in ichor, viscous and bitter,  
That the cotton coolness of my sheets  

Manages to free my mouth  
Allowing one stuttering gasp after another,  

As I steadily rise back to the surface.  
 

I lay there then, when it is all over,  
Fearing a return to that place.  

But the call of creation is alluring,  
And I know I’ll return back to worlds 

Where I choke on blood and beauty alike. 
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Sky Above and Below 
Vaidehi Andhare 
Photography  
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Melting 
Anna Gordover 
Acrylic painting 
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I look for you in waves 
Vahni Tagirisa  

he told us 
you were in the sea 

just below the red metal  
the Golden Gate 

for you the heavens  
for us a bridge 

to cross open waters 
  

your wiry ringlets 
and the face that they framed 

your droopy almond eyes 
and the light that always stayed 

burnt past ashes  
now just blackness 

swimming or sinking 
to some end of Earth 

 
reminders of 

your birth day 
your death day 

our first day 
recordings of  
your concerts 
your laughter  

our tears 
  

if more was left 
of your voice 

than what’s ringing 
through my ears 

would I be singing 
instead of longing 

to see you here 
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The House Behind the Hills 
Cullen Corkery 

 From my window I could see their group coming from behind the horizon. The sun 
was setting, casting heavy shades of orange and purple across the fields, illuminating their 
bodies and their horses into elongated shadows. There were five of them in total, four 
wearing the heavy silver armor of knights and one in black cloaks with the signifying white 
collar of his faith. They rode without haste, keeping their horses subdued. I wondered 
whether that was intentional so as not to announce their presence, or if perhaps they were 
lackadaisical due to disinterest in their mission.  
 No doubt my home looked sinister to them, though that was not by design but 
merely the consequence of age. Being so long since I’d settled on the acre behind the hills, 
the house naturally deteriorated, just as my capability of upkeep and physical maintenance 
had deteriorated. In truth, it had been so long that I’d inhabited this land behind the hills, I’d 
quite forgotten what the king’s city looked like. Ha! I remember what that city was before 
there were kings who commanded, before this land was filled with farmers and blacksmiths 
and soldiers. But as the years passed, my memory became fuzzier and what I could recall 
seemed as if it might have been only a dream, though I knew in my heart it was real.  
I had no doubt about their presence at my home. Just as I had had no doubt about the many 
before them who had come to my abode, generations of men and women traveling to my 
home and knocking upon the door. They learned of me, learned of my legend, be it from the 
taverns in the city, or the farmers whose bloodlines I’d seen grow and prosper, and they’d 
come to me curious, or perhaps frightened. They would always come so long as I sat in this 
house and tended to my garden, year after year, decade after decade. I knew of my 
punishment, of the incessant hell which I was cursed to inhabit. They did not know and 
wished to learn, despite their disbelief.  
  
 I went out to greet the group as they dismounted. The ground was cool beneath my 
bare feet and I relished feeling the dirt slip between my toes which had grown number with 
age. As they prepared themselves to approach, I watched the sun dip behind the horizon, 
casting us in the encroaching shadow of night. Despite the change of the land over time, it 
was the sky that remained as I had known it as a boy, and so it would remain long after I was 
gone, whenever that may be. One of the knights approached.  
 "Are you Philo, the man of this land?" the knight inquired, his voice steady and 
assertive.  
 I smiled and nodded, but said nothing. Many times, from what I could recall, my 
japes served only to agitate them further.  
 "My men and I," he continued, "have been sent on the order of the king. We bring 
with us Father Patrick, a priest of the Church. The king has learned of your legend and is in 
disbelief. We come to learn the truth so as to put a stop to these baseless lies you spread 
across the kingdom."  
 "I’ve expected you would come eventually, just as others in your position have 
come before. Perhaps one of your kings will eventually grow the wisdom to know the truth 
when he hears it."  
 The knight stepped forward, resting his hand on the hilt at his waist. "Are you 
questioning the king’s wisdom, old man? You think him a fool?"  
 Before I could speak, the priest came forward, his hands clasped in front of him. 
"Perhaps it’s best if I speak with the gentleman alone, good knight. Threats serve us no use 
in coming to a quicker conclusion to this confusion." The knight glared at him, but 
eventually stepped back. The priest extended his hand. "I am Father Patrick." 
 "If you wish for some tea, Father, I have a kettle on the flame in my home. You are 
welcome to join me if you wish to learn more of my story." I turned and hobbled back to my 
home. Father Patrick took in step behind me. I glimpsed the knights standing around, 
glancing at each other with unease as I closed the door.  
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 "You must realize how ludicrous the king finds your claims to be, Philo," Father 
Patrick said as he reclined into the chair I had fashioned some decades before. Or perhaps it 
was older. Time was meaningless to me, where hours seemed seconds, and years seemed but 
days.  
 "I make no false claims about who I am, Father. Ask me anything and I assure you 
that it is the truth you will receive in return."  
 Father Patrick chuckled and sipped at his tea. "So, the claim of your immortality is 
truth?"  
 "I would not say I am immortal."  
 "Ah! So, these claims of you are simple drunken tales told in jest." 
 "No, no, Father. I don’t claim immortality for the simple fact I do not know myself. 
One could easily confuse my extended existence for immortality, but to say a sword would 
not snuff my existence would be foolish." 
 Patrick looked at me in confusion. "What do you mean extended existence?"  
 "How old would you say I am, Father? When you look at my wrinkled face, what 
age do you count the years to be?" 
 "Seventy years or so. I have seen many men who are of similar age and complexion 
as you." 
 "You are observant, but so dearly wrong." 
 "Wrong? You are older? That seems most unlikely, what with the wars and plague 
that have scourged these lands through the years."  
 "Tell me, Father, about your leader." I wished to lead the horse to water so that he 
may drink. Many times before, I had witnessed the futility of trying to make him drink.  
Father Patrick snorted with derision. "I need not say any words about the king’s greatness. 
You should heed my warning to tread lightly around criticism of the king, lest those knights 
out there correct your wrong."  
 I moved to stand in front of the hearth, the crackling fire warming me as the night 
grew colder with each passing minute. Soon the thin frost would form outside and the 
moonlight would illuminate the fields to a shimmering wonderland of white. "It is not the 
king I speak of, Father. Does the collar you wear not signify the higher power you answer 
to?"  
 Father Patrick set his tea down and stood, his black cloaks swaying about the floor, 
picking up little bits of dust and dirt. Anger was etched upon his face, anger at my mere 
mention of his Lord. So long after my deed, so long I could nary count the days, and still it 
evoked the strongest of emotions from his followers. "What of my Lord, you old fool?" 
 "You follow the Jew’s teachings and parables, his miracles and stories, just as 
countless others over the thousand years since he walked this earth. You venerate his death, 
Father, though you have no such recollection of the horror of it. Well, Father Patrick, I 
remember him. I was there." My legs began to ache and I hobbled over to sit back down in 
the chair my son had built for me. He was gone, I think, though I could have been confusing 
him for another son of mine, seeing as there had been so many to call this house a home with 
me, countless wives and sons and daughters. They had all eventually passed from this plane, 
while I alone stayed.  
 "Do not take me for a blind idiot who cannot see through your japes and riddles. 
Not only do you seek to deceive the king, but you seek to deceive the faithful. I should call 
in those knights to end your fetid life." Father Patrick’s hands were shaking, squeezed into 
tight fists that drew white to his knuckles.  
 Ignoring his threat, I continued on. "I was a soldier once, just as those knights out 
there are soldiers now. I’d done horrible deeds as a soldier, but none seem to have haunted 
me so much as the deed of killing that man on the cross. I remember how he shouted to the 
sky as the last breath escaped from his body, and how the earth shook and the sky seemed it 
might crack and allow all hell to reign loose upon us. I killed him and now I am trodden to 
see all those I call kin die, to see friends grow old and wither away, to live on in this ravaged 
world without respite. In the taverns and the markets, they whisper of my gift. It is no gift, 
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Father. It is a curse."  
 The anger disappeared from Father Patrick’s face. His eyes scanned over me, as if 
the realization was slowly coming to light. The horse seemed as if it was about to drink. But 
then he laughed and the horse turned away from the stream. "You are a good dramatist, 
Philo. I will have to concede that to you, but I will not indulge your fantasy further." He 
made for the door.  
 "Do you not have faith in that which you cannot see or touch or talk to? Do you not 
have faith in the Lord of which you have devoted your life, though you have no proof of his 
existence?" 
 "The Lord speaks to me every day of every waking hour, you ignoramus. I have 
faith in the almighty, but no faith in a blithering fool such as yourself. He shows me proof of 
existence through the wonder of this earth I toil on each beautiful day. Where is your 
proof?"  
 I shrugged. "Alas, Father Patrick, the only proof lies in my words. I am an old man, 
no doubt to grow even older and frailer. Once I was young and virile, but now the days seem 
longer than they once were. I have lost so many loved ones, seen so much hate and 
destruction, that I surely know I am in hell, serving my punishment. My body will become 
immobile one day, but my mind will be free to see the world continue to wake and go to 
sleep each day. Long after you are gone from this world, long after those knights out there 
and their children’s children are but distant memories, still will I be here in this house."  
 "Your mind, it seems Philo, is the only thing that has gone from this world." Patrick 
opened the door. I could see the knights standing about outside, the moonlight glimmering 
off their armor.  
 "If before you go, Father, you will indulge an old fool then?"  
 "What jest will you tempt me with now?" Father Patrick asked, standing in the open 
doorway.  
 I pointed to the tiny wooden box that sat upon the fireplace’s mantle. It was a 
simple box with no carvings or significations. "Within that box is proof yet of what I am. 
See for yourself and question again whether my story is false."  
 Father Patrick moved to the mantle and opened the box, taking out the piece of 
cloth that rested inside. He held it up to me. "A piece of cloth is your proof of endless life?"  
 "Not of endless life, Father. Proof of my history. Whose cloth do you think that is? 
Do you know from where I cut it away?" I stood up, but the pain that reverberated from my 
knees and back kept me from moving.  
 "Whose cloth is this, you ask me?" Father Patrick bundled the cloth and threw it 
into the fire. "It is a fool’s cloth," he hissed. He made again for the door. "The king’s 
message is clear. Keep your stories and madness away from the kingdom. Do not continue 
to try and spread your lies so as to draw more attention to yourself. Stay here in your house 
and rot away in these last years of your miserable life. If not, then the consequences will be 
more dire than the horrors you’ve imagined yourself to have lived through."  
  
 I watched them mount up and traverse back over the hill, away from my home. 
Moving slowly back to the fireplace, I looked into the flames, seeing them lick around the 
cloth as it rested on the logs. No doubt tomorrow, after the fire had been extinguished, 
would it still be resting there. And if it was not, then perhaps it would be a sign of my curse 
ending. Perhaps the cloth’s destruction would signify the end of this long life.  
I laid down in my bed and listened. No sounds came to me. When I closed my eyes, no 
dreams came to me either. All that kept me company, alone in this house behind the hills, 
were memories of my life, memories that grew darker with each passing day.  
  
  
  
  
END 
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Sunset 
Henry Holien 
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Chlorophyll 
AJ Favorito 
Photography 

crowned in crimson and 
rich green, her thorns drive 
deep. sanguine fonts trickle 
in streaks till they travel with 
tears somber. Let and bear witness 
to its passion, pour and feel 
intensely, stigmatic. Let, into river’s 
flows, twists, and turns, swept down 
turbulence surfaces from deep below 
the mind’s waters. Let, stand a statued 
sentinel on rocks washed from waves 
in choppy seas, yet unworn and solemn 
guarding. Weighted be the crown, 
as to bear the rose is to bear her thorns. 

A Crown of Wild Roses 
Ky McCormick  
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The World is Yours  
Ashley Siddiqui 

Digital art 
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I See You 
Arrianna Powers 

Photography 

There's a certain high you get  
From the anonymity of a crowd. 
Pressed flush against a stranger,  
Both of you grinding with abandon  
To a song neither of you even recognizes. 
 
You’d blame it on the alcohol  
Pumping freely from the bar.  
But you haven't had a single sip.  
It's not the liquor  
that gets you in the clouds.  
 
It's that feeling, 
The one you can only get in a crowd.  
Where no one cares if you fuck a stranger  
Or show more skin than you probably should. 
It’s the intoxicating allure,  
Of being just another face. 
 
 
 

Forget Me 
Arrianna Powers 
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A mere sapling was I 
Upon the dawn 
Of the first human death 
At my feet. 
 
Feathered hair, 
Bloodied side, 
Against me, she slumped 
And gazed skyward. 
 
Her eyes glazed as 
She heard her last hear 
And saw her last see: 
My young branches rustling in the breeze. 
 
Before running cold, 
The blood poured from her side 
Upon the dirt. 
Her body decayed, 

 

But her life did not. 
My roots embraced her, 
Consumed her, 
Became her. 
 
Centuries later, 
The sun my personal spotlight, 
I stand above all, 
Glorious and mighty! 
 
My descendants marvel 
At me, their ancestor, 
And wonder where 
Such beauty comes from.  

Descendants of Hyperion 
Brandon Pero 

Trinket Tree 
Lila Vanni 

Photography 
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The Butterfly Queen’s legs dangled from her swing, swinging lightly back and 
forth, back and forth, back and forth so high Up Above the busy Down Below. The moon 
glowed faintly behind her, so full it seemed to burst through invisible seams. The stars 
twinkled all around her. The people so far Down Below like to think the stars shone silver, 
but really, they pulsed with a golden light for they were related to the sun, not the moon. But 
the stars shunned the sun for its arrogance and refused to appear during the day. Or so they 
liked to say. The Butterfly Queen knew the stars were simply jealous of the sun’s splendor. 
So they stayed close to the moon, where they could preen and gossip and shine in peace.  

The Butterfly Queen leaned against the swing’s ropes, her hair whispering in the 
breeze. It had been a while since she was able to sit among the clouds. A while since she 
was able to sit in silence and breathe in and out, in and out, in and out, without interruption. 
The world Down Below liked to run without catching its breath, but the Butterfly Queen 
refused to do so. How could she see the flowers if she ran by them in a blur? 

Down Below didn’t make sense to her sometimes. Why did they insist on cutting 
through soft grass with drab pavements? She never understood why her friends Down Below 
insisted on walking on them. Didn’t their feet hurt from the unnatural paths? But then again, 
her friends Down Below never understood why she walked on the grass fighting to survive 
on either edge of the pavements. Their loss to never feel the silky softness cool her feet. And 
the grass was where the flowers grew. And the flowers were visited by her butterflies. The 
pavement had no such comforts to offer and yet her friends Down Below scorned the grass 
as if it were cursed, staying within the lifeless, suffocating constraints of the stinking, tar 
filled roads.  

Of course there were no flowers up here. But her butterflies joined her. Bright, 
splendid pin pricks of all the colors in the rainbow and all the colors in between dashed 
between the clouds, playing endless rounds of hide and seek waiting for the Opening of the 
Gate. The Butterfly Queen smiled at their antics. A gold tinged butterfly fluttered up to her 
and rested on her outstretched finger. A slight cut marred its wing. Oh, poor thing, thought 
the Butterfly Queen and she drew the butterfly close, stroking a cool finger over the wound 
until it healed. The butterfly nodded in thanks and flew off to join its sisters. The Butterfly 
Queen leaned against the swing’s rope, content in this moment. 

The moon spirit arrived last. The spirit’s appearance was ever shifting. Sometimes 
a young woman with long, white hair reaching down, down, down, Down Below, sometimes 
an old man with smoky wisps curling off hazy edges, and other times a small child licking a 
candy stick with a thoughtful gaze. But in every shape, the moon spirit’s necklace, the same 
one the Butterfly Queen wore, of course, stayed constant, pulsing with a quiet light. The 
spirit was the only one as timeless as the Butterfly Queen. The only one who understood her. 
Well, other than Time itself.  

She floated from her swing to the moon spirit. They stood side by side, hands 
joined together, and the stars and butterflies danced the Opening of the Gate, swirling faster, 
faster, faster, until they were nothing but a blurred, gold-tinted rainbow.  
    And then the Gate opened.  
    And the Butterfly Queen and the moon spirit entered.  
    And the world… 
    ...slowed… 

Time rested within the Gate’s abstract realm. The Gate felt like plush-soft clouds, 
tasted like the scent of a dew-drenched dawn, smelled like sun-scorched sand. Bird song 
rang through the Gate and the sights blended together as if an artist kept adding colors to the 
paper before the paint had dried.  

 

The Butterfly Queen 
Tulasi Nidamarthy  
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Nothing was quite stationary in the Gate. Which made collecting Time harder. But 
the Butterfly Queen and the moon spirit came to the Gate every month to do just that. They 
had never failed before and wouldn’t now.  

Time spread itself thin through the Gate, grains of it hidden in random pockets. 
Coaxing enough of Time to take back to Down Below required patience. And the Butterfly 
Queen had plenty.  

 

The Butterfly Queen Up Above 
Tulasi Nidamarthy 

Painting  
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The Butterfly Queen and moon spirit walked hand in hand, happy in each other’s 
silence. The Butterfly Queen could not remember the last time she had to speak out loud to 
communicate with the moon spirit. Words were unnecessary to them, understanding flowing 
between them like water.  

Their necklaces flared, and the Butterfly Queen and moon spirit saw three grains of 
Time, pulsing with the same light that emitted from their chains, dancing in a cloud of 
nothing and everything. The Butterfly Queen carefully removed her locket and held it open 
to the Time grains. They flitted in and the locket sealed shut, its light just that much brighter. 

As the two immortals strolled through the Gate patiently collecting grains of Time, 
the Butterfly Queen imagined what it would be like if she lived Up Above. She would be 
able to see the moon spirit every night. They could stay among the clouds and the stars, 
content and in love. But the moon spirit faded with the moon’s cycle and could not appear 
during the day. And the Butterfly Queen knew she could not be happy Up Above without 
the moon spirit. She would miss dancing barefoot in the rain, would miss the wind’s song as 
it twisted through the trees, would miss the moon rays spotlighting the night-blooming water 
lilies, would miss picnicking with her Down Below friends. She would miss the flowers. 
There were no flowers Up Above. Her butterflies could not stay where there were no 
flowers. They could visit. But they could not stay. And so, neither could she. But still, she 
was grateful for the time she had with the moon spirit.  

When their necklaces brightened enough to blind them, the Butterfly Queen and the 
moon spirit returned to Up Above to find the butterflies and stars waiting for them. Dawn 
was approaching and the moon spirit gave the Butterfly Queen its necklace before it faded 
completely. This goodbye always saddened the Butterfly Queen. It was a cyclical goodbye, 
and yet it never got any easier. I will come again in a month’s time, she thought. Better to 
eagerly look towards beginnings than to regret an ending.  

She climbed onto the swing and turned her attention to the butterflies now lining up 
before her in a flutter of bright hues. She gave each a grain of Time and whispered a name 
before they journeyed back Down Below.  

She watched as a grain was delivered to an overworked mother (her kids were 
invited to a sleepover and her boss gave her two days off!), another to a father (he finished 
his work surprisingly early and could watch a movie with his kids), and yet another to a 
college student (a surprise snow day! They could sleep in! They did not know their classes 
would be cancelled the next day as well).  

Wanting to witness the final delivery, the Butterfly Queen followed the last of the 
butterflies, the gold tinged one she healed earlier that night, Down Below. Together, they 
descended through dainty clouds, the rising sun warming the Butterfly Queen.  

The Butterfly Queen and the butterfly settled on a sturdy oak branch. And waited. 
The pretty cream and brown house in front of them had equally pretty flowers decorating the 
window sills and a little garden. The Butterfly Queen wondered if the hearts of those living 
inside were just as pretty.  

An older man came out and began watering the yellow rose bushes. The butterfly 
fluttered to him and dropped the Time grain. It encased him in a bright, splendid glow for a 
moment before receding into his heart. Moments later, an elderly woman rushed out, waving 
excitedly. A smile lit up the man’s face, an indescribable joy overcoming him. The Butterfly 
Queen had to smile too, knowing somewhere else a butterfly had delivered a Time grain to 
the couple’s daughter. They hadn’t met in nearly two years.  

The people Down Below believed magic to be something grand and flashy. And in 
some cases it was. But they often missed the magic offered to them everyday. The late night 
walks around campus, the comfort a friend brings, the colors of a sunset, and of course the 
surprise pockets of Time.  

She knew the Time collected was temporary. Time was restless Down Below, 
wanting to escape back to the Gate where it could run free. But the Butterfly Queen knew 
that the little extra Time she spread gave that many more people the chance to slow down, 
breathe in and out, in and out, in and out... and rest among the flowers. 
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I saw my friend, the congressman, lower into the ground. 
His vehicle into the afterlife was an extraordinary spread 
Of polished oak lined with fifty-nine roses, one for each 

Year he was alive. The stainless-steel bars on the sides 
Reflected the setting sun behind the graveyard. 

  
Heavy heads filled the large crowd of onlookers. 

They offered condolences, but not often tears, 
Except for the few who truly knew the man. 
Many in the back held his campaign slogan: 

“A vote for me is a vote for the best.” 
  

He rests eternally next to F. M. Dun. 
“1821 – 1881,” Dun’s grave read. 

It was nothing more than a cross 
Made of wood that marked 

The man’s burial site. 
  

I imagined the worms 
Crawling over Dun’s 

Bones, just as they 
Would do to 

My friend. 

The Arrival 
Brandon Pero 

Walkway 
David Novick  
Photography 
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In my holy corpus the words of my savior are branded on my ribcage 
The curse of eve’s disobedience and Lilith’s independence 
My serendipitous mission, my predestined sacrifice 
I am as kind as the mother in all her glorified tenderness as I hold the sinner in my lap 
The cuts down my arms washing the plague from the ravenous dog lapping up my blood 
What a privilege it is to agonize 
How blessed I am to be able to submit myself to their unclean hands 
How fortuitous that I was born beautiful enough to be sullied 
How thankful I should be to have my body ravaged by the most honorable degenerates 
what else could this goodness be intended for other than its proper disintegration 
the purity, the softness, the loving innocence, their purpose must only be exploitation 
I truly am in the most venerated process of the death of my worth 
Just as the mothers and grandmothers and great-grandmothers before me 
Just as the virgins that became wives 
We all burned for the greater cause of the authoritarian pleasure of a man 
I worship at the altar of masculine greed awaiting the completion of my destruction 
As they cut my hair and skin me so enticingly 
I pray 
I pray to everyone and no one in particular 
I whisper my pleads to every woman in this blasphemous chapel 
I lay my head at the feet of the sacred idol of femininity 
Please please please please 
I chant in grated screams 
Remember I was once a child 
I am child 
I held so much promise, so much light 
If I could stand in front of my childhood self 
If I could touch her 
I would kiss her cheeks and tell her not to bother 
It will end no matter how dearly you cling 
It will be ripped from your grasp and replaced with thorned anger 
A rage so deep and so primal that it will consume everything within you slowly ever so slowly 
Until the flesh retains no meaningful purpose other than as an effigy of rot 
Saccharine decay will grace the grounds of your excommunicated sisters 
You will join the arcane union of the only entity more formidable than the symbiosis of men 
The unbridled wrath and pure power of the divine feminine 
You will serve as a historical allegory learnt by the children of the future as an example of what 
happens when the pain brought upon you is inevitable 
Be ready for that pain but be proud of your eventual contribution 
You matter, you always have, and you always will no matter what they do to you 
No matter how dirty they make you 
No matter how much of your body is mutilated in their pursuit of pleasure 
You will have your retribution my sweet child 

an angry feminist poem 
Sarah Barker 

Reflections 
Nicole Nowakowski 

Photography 



 

103 

They talk jauntily of the bodies before them— 
draped on the wall, propped in a chair, exposed organ and artful oozings. 

A model, complacent, hair pinned up to expose 
the naked nape of her neck, the knot of her spine, 

sits still while a spectator leans in, back bent to examine 
the vulnerability of a bare breast 

and the line between artist and voyeur blurs 
as he measures the value of the piece 

by the symmetry of her nipples. 
  

How history repeats behind us— 
To think of all the nameless muses, vacant eyes, 

writhing and wanton, gutted performances 
which make old men hum and nod and cry, 

What work, what work! He’s inspired, what work! 
Talking politics of the body as their eyes wander 

the frame and form of hers, hacked out 
and starved and corrupted to make room 

for their hunger and necrophilic desire: 
a reality subdued, the hollow remains 

of a predator’s meal left abandoned. 
  

How history repeats before us— 
Because good God, what work! as he peers upon such a piece, 

agentless, anatomical parody of a person long removed, 
and feels inspiration start to stir in his pants. 

Some Men Don’t Make Art (Poetry Honorable Mention) 
Gabi O’Leary 



 

104 

 Ciara knows that the rabbit isn’t real. 
 It’s not a particularly unreasonable looking rabbit. It doesn’t have a waistcoat this 
time, for one thing, though she wouldn’t be surprised if it did. It twitches its nose like a real 
rabbit, the motion making the fur by its mouth nudge up against its teeth, and the cotton ball 
tail looks soft enough. But its eyes glow red like a hare’s in a flashlight’s beam, even though 
it’s broad daylight out, and the ends of its paws stretch into something a little too close to 
fingers to be a real rabbit’s paws. 
 Also, it’s floating halfway up a wall. 
 Ciara regards the rabbit idly as she takes another drag on her cigarette. One, two, 
three long seconds of inhale, the smoke wrapping her lungs like a down coat zipped against 
the chill of another dry winter in the city. She holds onto the tightness in her chest for 
another second or so. The rabbit blinks. Ciara is pretty sure rabbits aren’t supposed to do 
that, either. When she exhales, her breath winds grey fingers into the cold slate sky, and 
when a frost-edged breeze sends it swirling lazily toward the wall, it passes through the 
rabbit without pause. It’s strange to watch, but Ciara isn’t surprised. 
 She’s not delusional. Her doctor had explained that pretty clearly that the things she 
sees are illusions, not delusions. She knows what’s real and what’s not; she just can’t see it 
so well. Visual release hallucinations, that’s what they’re called. Something to do with 
losing sight in her left eye after her run-in with Justin on the Pennypack Creek Bridge last 
year. She still remembers the vacuum feel of knuckles connecting with her socket, how it 
felt like the eye would pop out and suck straight back into her skull all at once. She also 
remembers the glint she’d seen in Justin’s eye that day, and how getting out of there with a 
little blindness and a little crazy might just have been the best-case scenario. 
 The rabbit licks its lips. It has human teeth, so large they barely fit in its head. Ciara 
shudders and thinks that maybe a little more blindness wouldn’t have been so bad. She 
finally looks away, glances down at the duffle bag by her feet, decides she doesn’t want to 
look at that either. 
 She’s just about to take another drag on the cigarette when Clayton finally pulls up 
in his rusted truck. 
 “Get in,” he says without preamble. 
 Ciara hefts her duffle bag and throws one last look at the wall. The rabbit isn’t there 
anymore. She puts out the cigarette with her heel and climbs into the passenger seat, 
depositing the duffle bag onto the back seat. 
 Clayton casts it a dubious look through his rearview. 
 “That him?” he asks. 
 Ciara nods. 
 The pickup lurches into motion again. Clayton waits the block to 13th street before 
he says, “Small bag.” 
 “It’s not… all of him,” Ciara admits. 
 Clayton shoots her a look out of the corner of his eye. “Well, where’s the rest of 
him?” 
 Ciara shrugs. She doesn’t want to explain herself, doesn’t want to relive the 
countless hours of sawing and grinding and of heaving the nonexistent contents of her 
stomach into the toilet. She doesn’t know how long it took her. She just knows that by the 
time she was done, it was the next day, the hallucination of a grotesque face growing out of 
the clock was rolling its eyes at her shaking hands, and anything still recognizably Justin 
was shoved into a duffle. 
 “Fed him to Alice,” Ciara says at last. 
 “That’s a lot of meat.” 
 “Been saving wet food containers. I’ve got a chest freezer. It’ll last a while.” 
 

Rabbits (Fiction Winner) 
Miriam Reid  
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 “Ciara? Just how long have you been planning this?” Clayton asks. The pickup 
truck is stopped now, and another rabbit rests on the trunk of the Corolla they’re stuck 
behind. Its eyes are enormous and human, piercing blue in a way Ciara tries hard not to 
recognize. As she watches, one of the rabbit’s eyes slowly begins to cloud over. Ciara feels 
the phantom ache of pain echo dully in her left socket, feels it radiate out toward all the long
-since faded bruises that lace across her body, well-hidden under her clothes. 
 She closes her eyes, leans back against the headrest. They both know the answer to 
that question. Ciara had been planning to kill Justin Rabbit for a very, very long time. 

A New Horizon 
Paul DiGerolamo 

Photography 
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Perception 
Ashley Siddiqui 

Digital art 
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Jack hid under the bed as he heard the slow creaking of someone making their 
way up the stairs. The floorboards groaned under the strain of weight. It 
certainly wasn’t Mommy. No, Mommy had told him to run upstairs a few 
minutes ago, making him promise not to come out until she said it was alright. 
But Jack heard nothing after the screaming. 
 
Clutching Mr. Bunny and a half-sharpened pencil for protection, he curled 
himself as small as possible. He had promised Mommy he wouldn’t cry, but 
he was very scared. The creak of the floorboards stopped. There were only 
two rooms. The bathroom and the bedroom. Jack released a breath as he heard 
the shower curtain’s metallic rings clatter against each other. He pushed his 
glasses up and stared down at Mr. Bunny’s button eyes, who seemed to be 
telling him one thing. Run. 
 
Jack promised God he would never ask Mommy to buy another toy again if 
he could see her again. 
 
“Jack? Where are you? Come quickly!” He heard his mother’s frantic voice. 
 
He took a deep breath and shot down the stairs, still clutching Mr. Bunny and 
the pencil. He ran into the kitchen, bare feet skimming across the pastel 
colored tiles. 
 
He saw Mommy’s body hunched over a corner. It didn’t seem like Mommy’s 
body. This body seemed broken, angular. He gingerly stepped over shards of 
yellow ceramic, Mommy’s favorite bowls she had bought at the flea market. 
 
“Mommy,” he whispered, shaking the body. Her long-black hair was matted 
with 
something sticky and red. Jack tried to peel it back. 
 
“Mommy, we need to go. I’m scared,” Jack put his small hand underneath her 
face and screamed. This wasn’t Mommy’s face. Where were Mommy’s eyes? 
 
“Jack, turn around,” said the voice, his mother’s, dripping with glee. 
 
The pencil dropped. 

The Voice 
Katrina M. Yee  
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How Do I Love Thee, Angel? 
Quoth the Devil With a Sigh 
(Being a Verse In Three with Hopeful Lies Imparted In the Fourth) 
 
How do I love thee, Angel? 
Quoth the devil with a sigh 
To let you coax me to the sky 
While I would down you to your knees? 
Oh yes, and you would be my vigil, Virgil 
Virgin in your cloud-spun sheets 
That I would weave to consummate 
My last undoing deed 
 
I'd count out deadly sins 
Between Sloth's pillow-pressed sweet lashes 
Mumble lustful lies that I could learn 
To love you as you like 
With all the while Wrath a-kindling 
Swindling "good enoughs" to fill their void with 
Rot-green dreams to steal your heart 
For me, myself, and only I 
 
To claim myself as victor 
Lick my dinner from your lips 
And risk no second thoughts to who once 
came 
To claim your chained-up smile 
A wedding dress with nine draped veils 
On cloven feet still clicking glides 
And thus with too-familiar fire, Love 
Would I have you as mine 
 
(How do I love thee, Devil? 
Came the angel’s quiet sob 
You’ve robbed the temp’rance from my 
tongue 
And wrung me dry of th’other three 
So now with paltry psaltery keening 
And a merely-six-stringed harp 
I shall impart and sing the last of faith 

She wore an oversized green robe,  
sitting at the kitchen table, 
green cup in hand, warm  

in its freshness 
sipping honeyed earl grey tea  

the day’s politics and crumbs of 
steamed milk buns covered 

the marbled table.  
 

I sat and asked if I could read too.  
She smiled, handing me the comics section, 

strip after strip of dusted color.   
The grayness of wilted paper, 

and the fading smell of pistachios and honey  
lingering on bare skin after a dip in  

perfumed water, hushing the cold ache.  
 

The days feel rich and quiet,  
I savor the slowness. 

She dusts off 
the lavender bandana  

dotted with yellow daisies  
waiting, five-years, in the mahogany.  

 
Slender fingers fasten 

the delicate gold chain that  
hangs above my heart. 

The green robe 
It hangs alone. 

Earl Grey 
(in memoriam A. Moy) 

Katrina M. Yee 

How Do I Love Thee, Angel? 
Miriam Reid 
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Mysore Melancholy (Art Winner) 
Monisha Gupta 

Fabric 



 

110 

BUMP…...BUMP…...BUMP……  
 My head rattled against the window.  
 I hated this road…I hated this place! Why did my parents drag me here? We 
were doing fine in the city!   
 It had been two months since my family and I moved to Chinle and I still 
despised being here. We had packed all our belongings into a UHAUL and deserted 
Phoenix, mid-June.  
 Were they ever going to tell me? Did I ever have a say?  
 I glanced down at my phone, the screen displayed “Aug. 23.” Today had 
officially been two months since we left Phoenix, since I left the only life I knew.   
 Now I’m attending some outdated Rez school where nobody even knows me. 
Why couldn’t I just have stayed in the dorm or with my aunt?  
 Sitting in the back of the bus, I released a long-needed sigh. Slowly, and 
thankfully, the choppy bus ride came to a halt. I looked out the window and saw my 
grandparents’ house through the trees. After what felt like ages, I found the motivation 
to move. I scrunched my eyes shut as hard as I could. I bit my lip and clenched my fist. 
I could feel the tears begin to well up behind my eyelids. The droplets began to fall 
almost immediately, longing to be released…  
 I don’t have time for this…. I have to get down…  
 Unwillingly, I raised a shaky arm to my eyes; my sweater quickly absorbed 
the tears. I stood like this for a few seconds, giving the reservoirs in my eyes a few 
moments to settle. My still unsteady arms reached out and gripped my backpack before 
I slung it over my shoulder.  
 I cautiously placed one foot in front of another and treaded down the aisle of 
the bus. I was too scared to raise my gaze from the floor, afraid of what I may see. 
Finally, I gained the courage to look up. The bus driver was sitting in his seat, glaring 
at me. The mirror he was using to look at me did not lessen any hate that the look 
contained. His gaze bore into me.  
 I felt like he was going to burst out in anger, mad at me for making him drive 
all the way out here, even though none of this was my choice. I sped up my pace and 
scurried off the bus. As soon as my foot hit the ground, the door shut behind me; if I 
had been moving any slower, my foot would have surely  been caught. As soon as the 
bus doors closed, it sped off. The tires sent a cloud of dust and rocks to accompany me 
as I proceeded to walk back to my grandparent’s house.  
 Although I hated this place with the very core of my being, I loved my 
grandparents and family. The only reason why I put up with the insults at school, all 
the names like “white Indian, city slicker,” was because of them. I wanted to tell my 
mom, confide in her and tell her why I was unhappy, to tell her I was being bullied. But 
I couldn’t do that. It would break her.   
 As I approached the house, I took a deep breath and created the most realistic 
smile I could muster, which I knew wasn’t much. I reached out and placed my hand on 
the doorknob and slowly twisted. 
 I closed my eyes as the door creaked open. The scent of fresh cooked blue 
corn mush on the stove and meat in the oven hung in the air. I dropped my bag by the 
door and walked into the kitchen.   
 My grandmother, the tiniest woman you’ll ever meet, was standing by the 
stove. She was barely tall enough to see over the counter. She had her back facing me, 
preparing the food. I tiptoed deeper into the kitchen. Standing behind her I leaned down 
and wrapped my arms around her.  
 “Ya’teeh, Shima. (Hello, my mom).” I whispered into her ear. I knew that I 
completely butchered the words, but she’d be happy that I tried.  
 She turned around, with the few teeth she had, she smiled. She had a pair of 

A Grandma’s Love (Fiction Honorable Mention) 
Sky Harper  
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glasses that were way too big for her face and they magnified her eyes to the point where 
she always looked surprised. She reached out and hugged me.  
 “Ashoonee Shitsoi (My sweet child). How was your day?” she asked.  
 “It was okay…” I mumbled, attempting my best smile.  
 “Don’t lie to me.”  
 “I’m not!”  
 My grandma turned off the stove. She grabbed my hand and waddled to the table. 
She pulled a chair out from the table and sat down, then pointed at the next chair.  
 “Hozho’o sida… Now tell me what happened.”  
 I felt myself start to tear up.  
 “Go ahead and tell me, I’m here to listen yazh. Everyone is away at town. It’s just 
you and me.”  
 Finally, the dam behind my eyes burst, and I started to cry. I felt the warm tears 
run down my face. I showed her the bruises on my neck. A few guys at school had 
attacked me during lunch and I wasn’t planning to tell anyone. I didn’t want to be a 
burden.  
 She reached out with a thin, wrinkled finger and traced the purple skin. I 
continued to sit on the chair, my eyes blurred from crying. I saw her stand up and leave, 
scurrying back from the bedroom moments later. I felt a cloth wipe away my tears. My 
grandma was holding the end of her apron in one hand, while the other was hidden behind 
her back.   
 “Shiyazhi (my baby) … this will be your protection. No one is going to hurt my 
baby.” She held her arm out and I reached for her, I felt something small enter my hand, I 
glanced down. Through my blurry vision, I saw an arrowhead. I let out a soft chuckle and 
leaned into my grandma for another hug. I felt her body quiver, I felt her tears run down 
my neck. 

Dad & Daughter 
Bridget McLaughlin 
Marker and Pen  
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07 Lizard 
Steven White 
Painting 
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I took my morning stroll through the woods, 
leaving prints in the dewed grass 
as I headed toward the worn path, 
a good read under my arm as one should. 
The fog hung comfortably in the air this morning, 
as if the forest had just sat down for the first time in a while. 
I passed familiar trees 
their bark damp from last night's shower, 
freshly spun cocoons birthing little drips of water 
onto bobbing leaves. 
When I came upon him, 
suited in full work attire, 
perched like a bat from a branch, 
reading a coverless book. 
I stood there and stammered, 
Unsure of what to do 
unable to break my gaze from 
the top of his head, hued 
like apples growing in an orchard. 
Slowly turning on my heel, 
I walked back from where I came 
still bewildered, spinning my mind 
so strange, 
like bicycle wheels. 
This can't be happening, so peculiar, I thought,  
I'd never guess I'd come across 
someone else in my spot.   

A Morning Stroll 
Brayden Ghose  
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Sappho Ain’t Got Nothin’ On Me (Poetry Winner) 
Julia Tagliaferro 

I like dirt 
I like the way it feels to sink into it 
The earth, sinking, spinning, spiraling deep down 
Down 
Down 
But, you don’t roll like that 
Sweet mud n’ rocks ain’t your style 
Dolls like you shouldn’t be buried 
Worms don’t have the status to approach you 
Detritus is your bane 
And my lodestar 
Tell me, honey, why you fear that from which we come 
Bluebell patches love it and bluebird beaks praise it 
A hivemind of the ancients left to give us nutrients and mud pies 
And house the snaking roots of monolith jungle trees 
Trees, mind you, that you nest in to hide from it 
Like blessed quartz crystals for a leukemia patient 
It don’t shield you from the facts 
That your lips taste of soil 
Residue from the filth of a past embittered lover 
Sprouts bloom and drift from the sacred scars he left 
Weaving and leafing your floral grace around each replacement suitor 
Whose muddy eyes and inquisitive beak ensnare you 
Then he trims your bluebells back 
And makes them submit to his shaping 
Much as my own foliage did before I descended from the trees 
Took a backpack and a flashlight and fucked off to a barren swamp 
Dug myself a cave where nobody could bother me 
Built a trellis for my desperate vines and planted a garden of violets and fig trees 
Did you know that the vines grow grapes if you leave them be? 
Neither did I 
And, darling, I don’t know what to do with them 
Aside from baiting the birds and making jelly 
We are children of a dirty, dirty world and contamination is inevitable 
So, why don’t you come down for a spell? 
Bring your bluebells and I’ll bring my violets 
We’ll grow a dirty, dirty garden and get a few guard dogs for our humble, muddy hellscape 
My Bluebell Queen, Persephone, let me be your Hades 
Your chocolate eyes and honey voice make my muddy heart melt 
I’ll keep you cool in the summer if you warm me in the winter 
But, that will never happen 
Because you’re straight and going to Penn State 
And you won’t text me back 
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Choking on smoke and mirrors 
Shards ripping up my throat 
Your intentions could not be clearer 
But I still weep for you 
Honey what did they do to you? 
What did they do? 
To warp such innocent love to fractured fear 
Carry me to my garden 
I don’t mind lying in the dirt for a while dear 
I’ll weave you a crown of daisies, Maisie 
Leave the noise at home 
Hand me your comb 
I’ll get all the brambles out of your hair 
While you tell me how you never cared 
And though the ribbons are wrapped around my fingers 
I still feel the blood soaking through the satin 
And I remember something she said in another room 
In another life 
With sunlight dripping down her cheeks 
She asked me to close my eyes and lean closer 
And she whispered a prayer 
Not for me 
But for herself 
My darling, my darling, my precious beam 
One day I’ll take you down to the creek where life always teams 
Under the willows I’ll kiss your lovely hands 
And wash away your pains caused by man 
In the quiet hum of cicada chirps 
I’ll commit to the love that usurps 
Every malintent, every reprehensible offence 
In the name of Aphrodite, I promise you this 
Indispensable, incorruptible, indivisible I seal it with a kiss 
But she didn’t take me and she never will 
Because I am not the adored 
I am and always will be doomed to lose to the muse 

 

Aphrodite’s Prayer 

Sarah Barker 
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Art Deco Window (Art Honorable Mention) 
Arrianna Powers 

Photography  
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When I awake and the stained glass shatters upon my head 
I will look for you 

When the leaves begin to suffocate my begrudging thoughts 
I will look for you 

When she drops my hand in favor of the guaranteed mundane 
I will lower my head to once again be cleansed under your tears 

God I’m so scared 
That a woman’s kiss will send me to the bridge 

And I will not have the conviction to deny her the blood she demands 
The blood I spill without so much as a whimper of protest 

When I think about it the rain was always indicative of my pain 
Like faeries bearing the weight of some agony I couldn’t sustain 

I know better than to walk into the mushroom ring 
The knowledge of my ancestors, archaic and esoteric, remains at the forefront of my mind 

Yet I continue to plant a mud-soaked boot into the ravenous earth 
Because I know how this ends 

I’ve seen the violets blooming just ahead 
No sacrifice has ever retained the same dignity I so willingly lay down at your feet 
A fool I have always been, but can’t you see the shining celestial beauty of it all? 

The way my honey thick love spills from my veins so generously 
Only to be lapped up by the wolves that sniff at my mangled heart 

Darling I can’t do this anymore 
Leave me I know you cannot, you still need my naivety for your menagerie of broken things 

So I’ll make it easy 
Je t’adore, je t’adore 

I’ll break myself down to the bone and rebuild in the form of a great lion 
I’ll become the very thing you hate more than any other, 

Courageous 
 

Sacrificial Lion 
Sarah Barker  
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The Ghost’s Shadow 
AJ Favorito 
Photography  

I shove my hands 
into the pockets 

of my old hoodie. 
Gravity pulls it down 

and I can feel it stretch. 
  

Tea in cup, and cup in hand. 
I gaze out through the smudged window. 
And the same old street gazes back at me. 

I sit in the same chair, 
sleep in the same bed, 
wear the same clothes, 

and put my hands in the same pockets 
as I have done for however many years. 

  
But yet, 

every day is a new present. 
The past, forever lost, 

never to return. 
And the future, always uncertain 

until we come to know it. 
  

I wear the same hoodie every day. 
But today, 
I realized 

it's a bit small. 

Old Hoodie 
Bryan Lee  
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On the days I least expect it 
your wind comes to me 
like the flick of a light 
so pungent and immediate 
that I spin 
and lose my breath 
and think if I look long enough at the road 
I'll see your red petite car 
pull onto my street 
this ghost 
that brushes my nose 
so quick to give and take 
a glimmer of your silver outline 
and leave cloudless fallacies 
of what you're doing now 
without me 
this lost scent 
that makes me stop buttering my bread 
that makes my heart pound 
and my stomach drop 
like the knife to the floor 
and wish that if I turned around 
you would be there 
the same as you were years ago 
I know though, 
about the letter you wrote me 
how you held it to your chest 
embedding yourself in the pages 
leaving your last traces 
for me to salvage and consume 
the letter that I see everyday 
that is wedged away in my bookshelf 
whose contents I'll let slowly diffuse 
through the mustard colored seal 
and fill up my room 
so in time 
I'll grow numb to the fading figure 
that stays by my side  

 
 

Scent 
Brayden Ghose  

Sense of Direction 
Andrew Kigara 

Photography  
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On the walk home, I knelt beside you, 
Fingers outstretched into the crispness of winter’s tail 

That turns the sky tchelet, hallowed turquoise, 
And I told the man I walked with, “This, 

This is what love looks like, and every year 
It is too early, but every year is still a herald.” 

I want to approach this poem with my boots 
Tapping careless on each line, breathing in the love of you 

In the overgrown stretches that line the sidewalk 
Of my childhood home, black-eyed susans 

And orphaned tulips and you, to whom I have wanted 
To write a love poem for so many years. 

I want to write you a love poem like I am a child again 
And only just learning what it is to want to lie next to someone 

And close my eyes and know only the stretch 
Of each of their breaths; who coaxes no clumsy odes 

Or contrived metaphors, but only writes in their journal 
“I love you, I love you,” and means it. 

Narcissus who kisses his own reflection, 
I think they have forgotten a piece of your story. 

I think you rose your perfect head to the first breath of warmth 
And knelt above the still-frozen lake and knew 
That you were the first of all things beautiful 

That your death would mark the true beginning of spring. 

You taste one breath of the smiling sun and give yourself wholly 
To a sleeping mother, who will lay you in a moss bed 
Of crocus and violets under robin red-breast feathers; 

Beloved first child who never learns that February kills, 
That March is for mourning, that when at last she cries in April 

It will water the promised flowers of May. 

You are every viridescent daydream nestled 
In an impossible background of age-riddled fencing and 
Moss between brickwork and the crawling inevitability 
Of ivy-crowned stonework on the edge of the city line 
And of insistent roots beneath the pavement, and yet 

You are more life than all of them combined. 

The Victorians named you chivalrous, 
Said you held in your yellow cup respect and regard, true, 

But also unrequited love and deceitful hopes; 
But I think these are not bad things because 

Who but you could teach me to love myself so recklessly, 
To savor life for heartache and not despite it  

Daffodils 
Miriam Reid  



 

121 

Empyrean Tiger 
Jack Hoye 
Digital art 
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An Open Letter to a Lover Lost 
Timothy Hanlon  

I thought of you the other night while I was at the hockey game. I thought about the 
very first time you came to watch me play. I remember watching you go sit with my family 
who you’d never met before—the way you smiled and my sister’s face lit up, how you 
shook my parents’ hands and laughed at my dad’s jokes. You had on your lime green shirt—
the same one you wore when I asked you to prom—and waited to see me after the game 
even though I was sweaty and your mom wanted you to come home. 

There was a girl across the ice from me at the game the other night who was 
standing to try to keep warm in the freezing rink, and she would dance a little bit every time 
the music came on during stops in play. I thought of how when we’d make our post-school 
bacon or cookies—even though we would eat most of the batter—you’d take my hands and 
dance with me in the kitchen even if there wasn’t any music playing. 

The little boy sitting two rows in front of me to the right turned to his mom to say 
he likes when she wears her purple barrette. It took me back to when we were on the car ride 
home from prom in the back of Don’s Honda Civic. You took all your bobby pins out of 
your hair, which was in an up-do to show everyone your brilliant face and shining hazel-
green eyes, and I put them in the inside pocket of my new suit jacket I got just to match your 
dress. You sat in the middle seat with your elbows on your knees so you could hear the front 
and the back-seat conversations all at once. As the ride went on, you slowly sank back into 
your seat until you fell asleep on my shoulder—the same way the couple in front of me at 
the game were sitting—only to be woken up as we pulled into your driveway.  

This couple in front of me resembled all those late summer nights and winter 
weekend afternoons we spent on your big L-shaped couch—which was the same shade of 
cherry apple red my cheeks turned when you caught me looking at you from across the table 
as we did homework. This couch was the place we told silly stories, like the time you put a 
pizza still-in-the-box into the oven to keep it warm, before your family came home and 
nearly started a fire before you realized the oven was smoking.  

An old man walked by during intermission with a tote bag bearing “Ireland” in big, 
bold letters. I envisioned myself anxiously trying to pick out the perfect four-leaf clover 
necklace from the tourist shop in Dublin for the girl I loved so dearly. I ended up picking the 
gold clover with the tiny green clover in the corner of it. You wore this cheaply made 
necklace so religiously it began to show it only cost me eleven euros with the green marks it 
made on your neck—but you didn’t care.  

There was a man sitting behind the penalty box in a large, black pea coat 
completely consumed by the book he was reading almost as if he was completely unaware 
of the dangerous game playing out in front of him. You were my book providing safety and 
comfort from the treacherous world that completely consumed my thoughts and emotions: 
nearly eliminating the never-ending anxiety that ravaged each and every cell of my body 
prior to your pages being exposed for my turning.  

There was a whistle on the ice and one of the players slammed his glove over the 
face of one of his opponents to pull him away from the goalie. On July 8th, I went to dinner 
and your show with all your family—Jeb, Shelly, and Katherine; Mac and Mimi; Kerry, Jeff, 
and the boys; Jeff, Shannon, Tom, Jake, and Ben. We filed into Rae Auditorium to the seats 
your mother had reserved for us. As you came onto the stage for the first time the audience 
was mesmerized, and I could not help but smile uncontrollably. Towards the end of the 
show, Alex leaned in to kiss you and Shannon’s hand bolted in front of my eyes to shield me 
from seeing the innocent subtleties of show business. That night I drove your grandmother 
home and she could not stop raving about how proud she was to have you as her 
granddaughter.  

Hearing the girl behind me say to her friend, “that was a nice save, wasn’t it?” was 
almost like I was at the grocery store with you and your sister again. As soon as we got 
through the front doors of Giant Eagle, Katherine and I sprinted throughout the produce 
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section scanning for food to make victims of our puns and jokes.  
“Hold on, I’m on a conference call,” I said while holding a hand of bananas to my 

ear.  
“Well that’s nuts because I don’t carrot all,” she answered while pointing to the 

carrots and display of assorted nuts.  
“Romaine calm,” I shouted back, “lettuce try not to anger your sister this thyme.” 
Katherine quickly chimed in, “Yeah, she wants to be left waterm-alone.”  
Each time you looked at us, you struggled to keep the corners of your mouth from 

smiling and said, “oh my god you two are absolutely ridiculous,” with a playful roll of your 
eyes.  

On the ice, players came in and out through the bench doors. After over a year of 
hardly hearing from you or your family, I ran into Mimi at the supermarket where, almost as 
if I was still a significant part of her life, she asked me to install a gate in her back garden. 
How silly, I thought at the time, of her to ask me, the boy who loved—loves—her 
granddaughter dearly, for she has several capable grandchildren at her disposal who all 
happen to live in houses down the street. I hadn’t come to the conclusion that it was the 
memories she yearned for until we were sitting on her patio eating Fudgesicles and talking 
about you as I took a break from putting up her gate. She brought up the thoughts of you and 
I as if they had all just happened the week before: the time I had stopped in her office just to 
say hi while I was walking by, the spring day you and I spent cleaning her fence and 
weeding her garden while she played fetch with Danny Boy, the night her and Mac took the 
two of us to Mario’s for pizza, the December morning I showed her how to move photos 
from a flash drive to her laptop while you and Katherine decorated her Christmas tree, and 
the first time I met her at dinner up at the country club. It was Mimi, a woman who herself 
married and grew old with her perfect other-half, who knew the two of us were soul-mates.   

I thought of you the other night while I was at the hockey game: how delightful it 
would be to have you there with me just one last time. I thought of you the other night, but 
would not dare, not even in my loneliest of times, mention this to you. I thought of you, but 
do you think of me? 

 

City Hall 
Nicole Nowakowski 
Photography  
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Stairwell 
Abe Calhoun 
Photography  

The air feels very cold today. 
My alarm rings, but I stay in bed. 
The snow falls just like yesterday. 
 
Wide awake to my own dismay. 
I curl up tight and cover my head. 
The air feels very cold today. 
  
I looked and saw how far away 
the phone was from the place I played dead. 
The snow falls just like yesterday. 
 
I sigh. I can no longer stay. 
I long for sleep, but I rise instead. 
The air feels very cold today. 
 
I mute the phone, so it can't play. 
Check the messages. Still left on read. 
The snow falls just like yesterday. 
 
Back down I go, again I lay. 
I guess some things don't need to be said. 
The air feels very cold today. 
The snow falls just like yesterday. 

 

Cold 
Bryan Lee  
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Oh, hi. 
You need to see me? 

  
Alright.  

I’ll try not to take too much of your time. 
  

I’m doing well, very well.  
How are you? 

  
I’m glad you’re feeling well too.  

I’m happy to know that you’re happy.  
That’s what’s important. 

  
It’s not as bad as it seems.  

I needed to restrain myself so that I wouldn’t mess things up. 
Now I can’t, and that’s good. 
I can’t hurt anybody like this. 

  
I could see it from behind their faces.  
That’s why they would walk away.  

I don’t need them though, and I won’t bother them unless I do.  
  

I have my thoughts, good ones.  
They kept me company when everybody else was busy. 

  
I’ve gotten better at not crying. 

Before I tried catching my tears in my hands, but they would just slip through my fingers. 
  

I don’t like to waste water. 
  
  

Am I a good boy? 
  
  
  
  

Are you still there?  

Set-Me-Straight Jacket 
Anonymous  
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General Idea 
Jack Hoye 
Digital art 
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 Timothy pulled a Marlboro from his pocket. The couch he sat on was not his, nor 
was the hoodie he’d been wearing for the past 11 days. However, the couch, on which he’d 
slept on for over a week now, kept a sunken imprint that was his. The sweat stains on the 
borrowed hoodie were also his. “Shit,” Timothy reached into his pocket for his lighter, but 
he remembered that he left it at a coffee shop that he didn’t want to go to earlier that day. 
There was a job opening as a barista, and Timothy needed a job.  
 “Can I borrow your lighter?” he turned his attention to the door on his right, where 
a twenty-something redhead immediately entered from.  

“Yeah, bud, I got you,” the redhead, also disheveled in appearance, handed 
Timothy his Zippo. “Rad. Thanks,” Timothy stuck the cigarette between his lips and, 
rather reluctantly, made a flame.  

“Uh, Tim, this time it’s okay, but remember I told you that Cara doesn’t like 
smoking in the apartment,” the redhead was leaning on his door frame, hesitant to say 
what needed to be said. Timothy didn’t pay him any attention. His eyes were still fixed 
on the ashes falling from the cigarette’s butt.  

“Right, Tim? Remember?”  

“What?”  

“That Cara doesn’t like smoking in the apartment.”  

“Okay,” Timothy continued to inhale the smoke.  

The redhead remained on the doorframe for a bout of silence.  

“I know you have something else,” Timothy interrupted the hush.  

“Something else?”  

“To say. I know you have something else to say.” Timothy knew his friend well, 
and he was kind of a pussy when it came to confrontation. The redhead exhaled deeply.  

“Look, Dude, this is all coming from Cara…”  

“Of course it is.”  

“....not me.”  

“She hates me.”  

“She doesn’t hate…”  

“She strongly dislikes me.”  

“Tim, just listen!” The redhead had never raised his voice at a friend before, 
but Timothy was pleased by his ability to finally do so.  

“I’m listening.”  

“It’s not just the smoking. Cara said you've been using her razor. And that you 
never wash your dishes. And that you also,” the redhead paused, “kind of have been 
smelling bad recently. Have you been showering?” 

“She said that I smell bad?”  

“What?”  

“She said that I smell bad?”  

“That’s not the point…”  

This was not the first time Timothy had felt defeated. There was the time—two 
weeks ago exactly—when he was fired from the record store because of budget cuts. He 
knew that the real reason he got fired was because Alec wanted to hire the blonde girl who 
moved into his apartment building. She was desperately looking for a job and Alec was 
desperate for a jaded fuck. Timothy remembered being asked into Alec’s shithole of an 
office. He had put up a mirror, which was angled to observe the new girl bent over the 

Viscera 
Maya Birney  
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“Classic Rock E-H” shelf. Timothy heard Alec mumble “let go” and “budget cuts” and he 
drowned out the rest because “One of These Nights” by the Eagles was resonating through 
the store and it made him think of Sophie. “...do you think that’s okay?”  

Shit. The redhead was still speaking.  

“Ya, I guess that’s fine,” Timothy nodded.  

“So you can be out by five? She gets back at five.”  

Timothy missed a pivotal part of the conversation. “You’re kicking me out?”  

“It’s Cara…”  
“Fuck her! You live here too!”  

“Dude…”  

“This is just not a very opportune time for…”  

“I don’t care if you don’t like her, she had some good 
points!”  

“I don’t have anywhere…”  

“I know.”  

“...to stay. And I’m working on finding work. You know 
that.”  

“I know and I’m sorry, but we’re building a life together 
and she feels that you’ve been impeding on it…”  

“I haven't even been here that long.”  

“I know, I’m sorry…”  

“Just let me find a place first. I’ve been looking ....”  

“Timmy,” he waited, “you have to go.”  

Timothy wished that this moment—which he knew was coming—would have 
been more visceral. He wanted doors to slam. Voices to be raised. A reason to leave 
emotional. But he felt nothing, except a sincere pity for his best friend whose life was 
now being run by a condescending bitch.  

“I’m sorry.”  

Timothy didn’t respond.  

“I know Sophie is at the apartment, but maybe you could ask to 
stay there until…” 

“I can’t.” 
“She’s understanding…”  

“She hates me.”  

“Your stuff is still there. Why don’t you at least get your things?”  

“And bring them where?”  

“I don’t know. There are some pretty cheap motels around…”  

“I don’t have a job!”  

“But I’m sure you have savings. I could go with you.”  

“Where?”  

“To Sophie’s.”  

“I don’t need to go.”  

“Tim, you’ve been wearing the same clothes…”  

“It’s fine.” Timothy started to think about who he could call—who had a roof that 
would be willing to share with him? He’d give himself a deadline. To find a place and a 
job, even if it was that shitty barista position.  
 Fuck, he knew he had to call Alec.  
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ASIMO 
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Beyond the Application of Maximum Thrust 
Jack Hoye 
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“I want to go home.” 
A phrase I consistently say 

even when I am home. 
 

I want to go home. 
But I don’t know where it is. 

I crave the comfort of an unknown place 
wishing I had a roadmap to get there. 

 
I want to go home. 

The feeling of tiredness, loneliness, defeat and emptiness all wrapped in one. 
But how do I fix it? 

 
I want to go home. 

But if home is where I want to go, where am I now? 
What are the walls I grew up in considered? 

Why do I not feel at peace in the place I know best? 
 

Perhaps it is because, 
the place I know best, 

doesn't quite know me at all. 
 

It holds the memories of my life 
but not the contents of my soul, 

not what gives me purpose. 
 

Is that the home I’m searching for? 
My purpose? 

Does finding my purpose equal home? 
 

Where is home? 
How do I get there? 

Is it even a specific place? 
 

I want to go home. 
But I fear the unknown, 

And I don’t want to leave 
where I already am. 

 
So I sit here, 

yearning for a place I’m not really sure exists, 
but the yearning is better than actually facing the void created by the absence of “home.” 

I want to go home. 
Sophia Mattia  
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I’m still grateful for the lessons, second chances, 
and nervous laughter, all as nervous wrecks, though I  

never doubted you once, always seeing us through. 
You taught me to survive war, priceless teachings at 

no cost, and though it’s now too dangerous to try, 
I’ve never doubted you and hope you’re still alive. 

 
I could see it in your gentle blue eyes, My Friend, 

barely older than myself yet wiser by years, 
with such a powerful heart and a steady hand. 
Pale, out of place, unsuspecting, as most did I 

took you at face value first, not imagining 
you would pull myself and others through trying times. 

 
I should have known from the moment we met, Nomad, 

never knowing your last name and only knowing  
your first, as you showed no hesitation or fear. 
In face of protests and danger, I came to know  

who you were and how you lived, and if not for you 
I could not have lived as such, until you taught me. 

 
I had come to do work I could not do alone, 
neither without insomnia nor stress, yet you 

brushed it off, unlike unsuspecting volunteers. 
We were merely civilians here to serve those  

worse off, teaching us to fight for fights nearly lost 
as so many others faltered or fell themselves.  

 
I would have joined them if it weren’t for you, ever 

unsuspecting and capable, as you had lived 
where I could barely venture, speaking many tongues. 

You kept me alive on countless occasions when  
we walked in harm’s way, where men would so often break 
with fear, where you would teach me to thrive and to lead. 

 
Above all, I miss the way you celebrated, 

moments after cheating death or from our next risk, 
in between crises, we relished in survival. 

At gunpoint or gardens, you taught me to smile 
in the darkest of nights, making sure the music  

would play, dancing in front of searchlights and soldiers. 
 

A Pol in Qalandiya 
Alexander Manley  
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05 Wifi 
Steven White 
Acrylic on canvas 
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Strata 
Erin Cornella 
Acrylic on illustration board  
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Winners from 2021 Haiku Off  
Round 1: Light 

1st place:  
 

 Beacon 

I didn’t realize  

my world was dark till your bright 

smile became my light. 

  Sanjana Ramanathan 

2nd place:  
 

 Light Chain 

Actin-myosin. 

Light chain myosin kinase. 

Phosphorylated. 

   David Marulanda 

3rd place:  
 
 Night Sky 

I wish I was a 

Star, small and distant, remote 

Beautiful and bright 

  Nicole Clifford 

Honorable Mention:  
 
 Lighthouse 

Guide me through the waves 

somewhere I can safely rest 

while my ship rests safe. 

  María Paula Mijares  
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Winners from 2021 Haiku Off  
Round 2: Joy 

1st place:  
 

 Connection 

So many people 

Surely someday one of them 

Can teach it to me 

  Paul DiGerolamo  

2nd place:  
 

 Wait 

 Give me a moment 

 To ruminate in my joy 

 Before you break me 

   Anna Egan-Hess 

3rd place:  
 
 Old Memories 

When I was a child 

We played, We laughed, We smiled 

We will meet again 

  AJ Favorito 

Honorable Mention:  
 
 Past Joy 

Just because we are  

Over, that does not mean that  

I regret my love 

  Arrianna Powers  
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Winners from 2021 Haiku Off  
Round 3: Layers 

1st place:  
 

 progress 

pages turn and fall 

building layers of story 

that you’ve read so far 

  Anna Egan-Hess  

2nd place:  
 

 Cake Topper 

 Airy and light sponge  

 carrying fluid fondant 

 hold us as we dance 

   Vahni Tagirisa 

3rd place:  
 
 Untitled 

Peel back my skin and 

Expose the layers beneath 

I’m bleeding for you 

  Nicole Clifford 

Honorable Mention:  
 
 Winter Wear 

Scarf, hat, mittens, coat — 

none keep the cold from making 

a home in my bones. 

  Sanjana Ramanathan 
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Winners from 2021 Haiku Off  
Bonus Round: Socks 

1st place:  
 

 Lost Amidst the Other Lonely Pairs 

Where is my soulmate? 

The one stuck in the dryer 

Please don’t throw me out 

  Gillian Lamb 

2nd place:  
 

 Snow Day 

Knee-deep in the snow 

Wearing my mother’s wool socks 

Oversized and warm 

   Nicole Clifford 

3rd place:  
 
 A sock and his missing twin 

Where is your brother? 

You were both here when I left. 

How’d he get away? 

  AJ Favorito 

Honorable Mention:  
 
 The world’s a stage 

Life's a puppet show 

We are not flashy dolls, but 

Let’s be fuzzy socks 

  Meghana Bindiganavale  
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Editor’s Note 

No matter how hectic or stressful running Maya became this year, the Monday evening 
staff meetings were always the highlight of my week.  

 

What could be more fun than discussing writing and art with a group of hilarious, 
talented, insightful, and caring people? Together, we were able to overcome the 
obstacles of the ongoing pandemic: the technical issues of Zoom, my typo-ridden emails 
and online forms, and the collaborative process of copy editing and publishing. I am 
always touched by how willing — eager, even — many of you are to offer help that 
goes far beyond your responsibilities.    

 

I want to extend my personal gratitude to the members of the final review team, who 
edited all our pieces and put together the book layout on extremely short notice. Thank 
you Anna Egan-Hess, David Marulanda, Gillian Lamb, Nicole Clifford, Sophia Mattia, 
and Vahni Tagirisa. With your tireless dedication, we were able to do in two days what 
took me two months to do on my own in 2020. All the heart emojis I’ve already sent 
you can’t truly convey how grateful I am for your help and hard work! 

 

I also want to recognize the huge help that was given to our club by Drexel’s faculty. 
With campus closed and our club now operating online, we couldn’t rely on our usual 
methods of in-person promotion. Thank you to all the English, creative writing, and art 
professors who responded to my emails and promoted our club to your students! You 
are the reason that many students even learned our name, and we could not have made 
this book a success without your help. 

 

A special thanks to Professors Judith Curlee and Kenneth Bingham for judging our 
Haiku Off! The event is always a highlight of the year, and we are so glad you joined us 
to help make it a memorable one  

 

Finally, I am incredibly grateful to every single one of our contributors. Your talent 
continues to amaze our staff every single year, and we love having the opportunity to 
showcase your work. Whether you used art as an escape or an outlet during this past 
year, your creations made our 2021 edition inspirational. To everyone published within 
these pages: Thank you for being part of Maya.  

 

Sanju   
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