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Jaclyn Costello 
 

Safira 
before the beginning 

 
Infinity stands in 8 familiar positions 
facing the sun and one prayer: 
please   find all my oranges.  
 
I last saw them asleep on a sailboat  
peeling their skins in the sun.  
When I turned to leave they said,  
Watch for monsters. You’re safe 
in our laps, in the sun. But I couldn’t stay.  
 
I followed the milkweed to shore 
to the Islands. I didn’t want winter  
to find me. The milkweed,  
they whispered, are dead spider souls 
making their way to the sun.  
 

A procession. Anna. Monks 
 
in midday  
 arcadic  nodal 
postures.     Transgressions 
  Placemats 
Sins: just missing  
the marks. How did we get (anything &) 
to this point   We rode here. 
 
Past that field past the field  
of right and wrong doing to this  
field. The one with the de- 
robed monks. The field  
with Anna   and Jennifer 
 
 a blonde and curly summer winding down 
 It’s almost there she said and softly stayed  
 a word that spilled and sounded as it should 
 We pushed a wooden wheel through fields of hay  

and halos      silos      balancing  
a mood and unused toboggan in my arms 
I like your shoes she said.  

 
But the day did not stop. The sun had  
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just paused reminding us to re-assess our accumulation  
of life   particularly in the form of   
footwear, hoses (coiled on the porch 
serpentine, re-generative Norse  
slithering, demon) undergarments. Locks 
of hair, unhemmed threads wrapped around our fingers 
(so we didn’t forget) “The hose is expanding!” Jenny cried 
“There are tufts of milkweed in my eyes! I can’t find my life line! 
Did I already die?” No water. We lay in the field and tried to imagine 
dead. “There couldn’t be darkness,” Anna said. “There would be no 
space for it to exist in. Imagine  
nothing.” 
Mine is a plastic spool  
without the thread.  
Someone unwound the thread  
and used it to make a trail while  
wandering to the ends of the universe. 
But since the universe has no ends, 
the thread ran out and whoever it was  
who’d been looking for the edges 
became horribly lost.  
 
   A lighthouse 
   in the desert.  
 
   Mom naked 
   in a bucket.  
 
   A tiny spider  
   tossed in the ocean.  
 
 
The artifact that isn’t there:  
Mom sold her rocking chair and left for the Cayman 
Islands two days before Easter Sunday. 
 
          Tumbling! (in the Easter grass) 
      tumbling! 
                  Tupperware 
   
She melted our crayons in the sun. A chocolate bu- 
unny. “Ice the lamb cake,” she said. 
 
 
Grab the devil 
by the horns and ride  
 The elusive flutter  
of Gabriel’s wings   
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 (graspable, too) and imagine!  
what makes the more accomplished 
life: to have never ridden never fell, or to re- 
   rise triumphantly from below (thighs squeezing 
  the juice) on the devil’s back, 
bloody red horns grasped. A conquistador! 
   Michael’s dirty feathers stuck between 
your teeth. (He’s in a heap!) To wrest with one 
is to wrest with the whole familiar 
congregation. You know the posse rides 
like that, together like that. Protecting and sinking  
each other.  
 
 
Who else did Daddy kill 
on the hills in Fu Bai   How many 
women did he rape along the path 
to My Lai   Sick with Malaria. 
   Malaria. Malaria.   Aiming his gun  
at the sun. “I really stepped on my dick   
this time Sarge,” G said. Daddy carried him back 
They left his legs behind. “I fear we’ll never find  
my oranges now,” G gargled the rain. 
 
 
“I’m sorry,” I told Jenny when I left that day.  
“I have to find the man who stole my thread. You 
have to stay with Daddy.”  
 
“I don’t think it was a man,”  
Jenny said. “I think Mom took it with her.” She runs  
 
to Grandma and asks to trace the scar. Grandma  
lifts her blouse, allows Jen to poke the place  
where her breast once rested above the navel.  
“Don’t forget the songs your Mother played  
on the high keys of the piano.” 
 
 
The moon fell behind the mountains  
and G hugged a stick of butter. “It feels 
like being hugged by Jesus,” he said. 
“If I make it back to Jackson County,  
I’m becoming a crossing guard. Melt the butter 
around me before I die, Sarge.”  
 
 
Anna finds her father in the park teeing off inside a sandbox.  
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She drags him back. “This is home,” she says.  
He follows her to the kitchen and waits as she stains the bread  
yellow with mustard. “You’re old,”  
she says. “Disguised by the sun.”  
Daddy falls, embraces her legs, embraces her knees.    
 
 
“She ruined my crayons!” Jenny cries.  
Daddy spits out wet bread. 
“I hope that cunt dies of cancer,” he says.  
 
But Mom doesn’t die. She continues  
to melt the primary colors. The chocolate 
bunnies. The paper airplanes. Miniature brass 
instruments. Felt 
clippings. We didn’t know felt melted. 
 
 
Keep it moving, the crossing guard says.  
 He motions with the windmill 
in his hand (a whistle in his mouth so we do not pause  
to wave at the passengers in the cars.) Keep it moving. 
 
 
Daddy pulls a toolbox from the garage and heaves it towards the Jeep in the driveway crushing ants  
into unrecognizable ink. At the tire’s edge he selects a wrench, changes his mind, removes a hammer 
lifts his arms  (the maker of a first great tool!)   
 He tries his courage 
against the rubber beast.  
 
Anna pulls Jenny in a wagon through the field  
until they come to a plum tree at the edge 
of the highway. 
Dad has promised a dime for every orange truck  
they count while Mom is away. They keep a tally  
on a piece of cardboard, stuck to the wagon with gum. 
 
8, says Jen, but she writes it on its side. 
Infinity, says Anna. That’s at least a million dollars.  
This could go on forever if Mom never comes back. 
 
 
What happens if we’re right about Mom’s permanent flight, and she never comes home again? Then we’re left with two 
possibilities: 1) We don’t wait, and we get on with our lives—losing nothing more than the original loss (0). Or, 2) 
We wait, and we’re left waiting under this tree forever, and we rot away into the dirt, waiting, and we become plum 
tree fertilizer, waiting, then plums, waiting, then maggots and who knows what else. It keeps going. Outcome: negative 
infinity.      
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 ½ a chance of us not waiting and mom never comes back  ½ x 0  = 0  
 ½ a chance of us waiting forever and mom never comes back  ½ x -∞ = -∞ 
 
 
A negative infinity? Jenny tilts her head. 
I don’t like it either, Anna says.  
 
 
Don’t leave my lap.  
 We watch the sky 
peeling the skins off our oranges 
   We set sail on paper boats.  
 
Are we going to the ocean? Jenny asks. 
Yes, Anna says. Everything goes to the ocean. 
We’re going to probably maybe pass Mom on the way? 
Don’t talk about Mom anymore, okay? 
Jenny considers this. Sometimes I can’t help it. My head says I hate God. 
Don’t worry, Anna tells her. God doesn’t get offended. I can’t sail anymore. I have to do my 
homework now. 
Why do you have to do that? 
To stay in 99th percentile. 
What’s that? 
I don’t know, but I know that Dad likes it when I’m there.  
Jenny pulls a finger puppet over her index finger. Why aren’t you in the 100th percentile? she asks. 
It’s impossible, Anna tells her, for anyone to be there.  
Jenny scrunches her face and tilts her head But it’s better, the finger puppet says.  
 
 
The monks tell us this: 
It’s hard to play with a zero denominator.  
Mathematicians don’t like to do it. “The answer comes so close to zero… and never reaches it!”  
 
 
     one is infinitely receptive  
   to nothing  
 
    ││  an absence 
    ││ 
    ││ 
    ││ 
    ││ 
         a hollow bamboo ││     
 
 
(a hollow bunny breaks 
 at its limits too. ) 
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The crossing guard  
shuffles. Polypropylene limbs. 
       (He thought he was born  
       in Bethlehem. He was  
       born in Biloxi.) We scattered his ashes  
in Tulsa. A regenerative compromise. 
The segments might have grown back into  
windmills and stop signs if he’d only let us chop  
 him up, but  
 ashes-- no chance. 
   He must have been at peace with death, yet still  
   so unsure of his timely appearance and 
 (earthly placement)  
Signification.  
“Oh come on,” he’d said 
challenging the gun. “I already exist 
in all possible worlds. Shoot me you fucking  
gook.” But the gook didn’t shoot.  
 
 G tripped on a line 
 
 and Daddy ciphered the pulp 
 out of all natural causes. 
 
 
We know even nectar 
  stagnant 
becomes poison 
 so we run through the plain 
   hugging ourselves 
in approximate ellipticals  
squishing the soggy grass over the same  
places   over again  until  
we drill a hole  
   through the center  
to the other side where we find 
 
∅  a null set. 
 A field that 
was never there. The whole set: these phantom stop signs  
tufts of hair, chambered  
nautical shells, Salerno butter 
cookies, the center of the tire where 
 
the oranges have become orange 
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marmalade now  
orange Julius how terrible this 
collection of numbers, this cold-hearted cluster   
of real integers  
 all in a set that doesn’t exist.  
 
 
(our fingers bulge deep pink 
except where we poke them jaundice 
 above the threads) 
 
 
 
Jennifer, 
   your hair is so soft  
The high keys  
are so countable.  
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from paradise 
 
 
We held on  
and the rock broke free 
 
cliff bits and scrabble letters 
following us down 
 
Anna let loose two small screams  
like pregnant mice  
aborting their offspring 
 
I landed first  
  and collected the things  
arriving  
        scattered 
at my feet— 
 
Shells, candy wrappers,  
pennies, threads, emblems 
torn from sleeves 
 
We built a universe of these 
   unnecessary things 
unmoved 
     condemned treasures 
On our fireplace mantle 
 
Some day we will burn it. 
 
* 
 
Our fall has jostled the stars  
loose from the sky     
they fall to our front lawn 
 
We never thought we’d have a lawn 
 
   a brick and stone four-bedroom home 
in the middle of New Jersey. Anna mows the lawn in a bikini 
to keep the neighbors talking 
 
“Don’t mow over the supernovas, darling!”  
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they call from their bedroom windows 
 
Anna bends to lift another sparkling star  
from the dandelion weeds 
 
She places the stars in a glass jar filled  
with fireflies and feathers 
 
“Put the jar on the mantle!” she delights, “Tonight we’ll witness  
a battle of light.” 
 
 
At nine o’clock we drag cushions to the floor 
and watch fireflies breed with stars to produce 
 
  something 
 
 new 
  entirely. 
 
 
Our lawnmower is retired for another season 
 
The supernovas have children with wings 
 
I have Anna in a towel on the hardwood floor 
painting her toes with last year’s pink 
“What’s it called?” I say fascinated by the names of polishes 
“It’s Blushing Bride,” she tells me, “The second coat will be Cherry Blossom. 
I’m suffocating in this house. Did you bring me here to die?” 
 
* 
 
These things are also true: 
 
Man is a fragment 
—an island— 
a vegetal species 
a hierophany 
 
What does any of it matter?  I wonder   Even poetry  
this spoon, apple cider, the thought of sighs, 
fantastic villages and voyages away on cardboard skateboards 

(when we were too poor to drive) 
 
Looking around 
I suddenly can’t avoid the crudeness of this 

placement of matter 
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this mistakenly solid identity   
a man and his wife     the everlasting strife 
 the formulas and recipes  
 
I smash the jar  
the lightening bugs are free 
but the stars are weak from captivity  
and fall, again, to the hardwood floor  
 in the shape of no constellation  
 
Anna collects them in her hair 

“Why did you do it?” she cries. 
“I wanted them here, with us.”  
“But I’m not here. You’re not here. What is that awful smell?”  
 
(a moon rotting on our floor) 

 
“You,” Anna points accursingly.  
I shudder at the tip of her finger.  
“Find solace on the golf course,” she says. “It’s all illusion anyway.” 
        She is right. We are not here. 

 
Yet there are times I feel the density of my atoms 
        other times, I’m just the space between   
 
a synaptic afterthought 
a procrastinated abracadabra 
a rabbit never yanked from the hat 
a hankie never pulled from the sleeve 
 
I know someday Anna will leave me for someone understated. He will be a Romanian who sells 
luggage at the outlet mall. I’ve seen him before. Everything he does is sad and deliberate. He moves 
so slowly.  

He makes love slowly, she will say.  
Their look will be the same:     a potent intensity     an immediate intimacy     not lonely or desperate   
but grasping. 
Anna has always looked that way. As if at any moment she’ll lose what she has—   
the grasp on a reality she doesn’t subscribe to. 

On his break they’ll sit together on a park bench and read a book about Buddhism. Anna 
will stay on that bench all day until the metal slates brand her bottom. Then she’ll stop by my new 
apartment to say hello. I’ll tell her not to come by anymore. I’ll divulge my plan to purchase a five-
piece set of Louis Vuitton suitcases from someone other than her lover. I’ll tell her I don’t subscribe 
to moderation anymore.  

“I’m alone,” I’ll say. “You’re alone. Everything else is absurd.”     
 

*  
 

Anna sits cross-legged on the floor and weeps. The stars have died in her hair.  
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I pluck their limp corpses from her bangs with tweezers  
and lay them on a paper towel. Anna sniffles into an afghan. “I’ll write a poem about it,” she says. 
She wobbles to her feet, drags herself to the kitchen, and shuffles through a drawer. 

“Do you remember the pizza parlor?” she asks. She holds a pizza cutter in her hand.  
“I remember the sign,” I say. 
“Yes!” Anna smiles. “It was a great, big sign shaped like an arrow. They’d hired that man to 

stand on the corner jumping with the sign.”  
“But the arrow pointed down when we saw him,” I remind her. “That man had fallen asleep, 

on his  
feet, on the corner, jumping.” 
 
* 
 
These things are also true: 
 

1) Our shoes are covered in clods of dirt from the burial site we’ve dug. What will resurrect  
in our yard next year? Incorruptible light.    

 
2) Crepuscular decomposition.  

 
3) The precarious human condition. 

 
4) Any theory that justifies suffering. 

 
5) I am so far from the main stream, I’m not even in a tributary.  

 
6) I feel horrible for valuing freedom. I should have remembered nature’s sternest law before I 

released those stars: one cannot release into the wild a domesticated species without taking 
great care. A captured creature can’t be thrust so suddenly back into its freedom—not after 
she has been softened, enfeebled through submission—lessened, tamed, hobbled…hey if 
there is no Romanian, how will Anna survive when she leaves me?  
 

7) Anna is about to leave. 
 

8) Dark matter takes up just as little space as light.   
 

I try to demonstrate this principle using my human body. I kiss Anna goodbye and lock 
myself inside our  
cedar armoire. For two days, I see no one. I remain in my cell. Condemned.  

On the third day my problems peeled 
 away. Smaller and smaller my life became, until I want nothing  

more than to look at the sky and see it dotted with the evening stars.  
I shake the spiders and moth balls from my hands  

I emerge.  
“Anna!” I scream. I search the hall. I look underneath the stairs. “Anna!” I check bedrooms 

one through three. Bedroom four is also empty. “Anna!” I head to our backyard. Maybe she will be 
there— 

an effigy of letters, stones, stars returned  
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to live in her marble hair 
 
“Anna?” I search the outlet mall  

There was never a luggage store 
 
         “Anna? Anna?”    
Anna 

      Anna 
 
* 

 
Where did that girl go? 

the one with the mason father 
the one with the wide, white hips  
she looked like Marilyn Monroe. 
 
 
 
 
Jaclyn Costello is an MFA graduate with multiple jobs, one of which is teaching in the Honors 
College at University of Nevada, Las Vegas. When she’s not working, she’s having love affairs 
or seeking adventures with my shaman in mountains and jungles (note: the love affairs are 
not with the shaman.)  
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Parker Weston 
 

Greening the Great 
 
 

 

Mixed Media 
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Hit War Mantras 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Mixed Media Collage 
 
 
Parker Weston is a multimedia artist residing in Mesa, Arizona (voted the most conservative 
big city in the United States) mainly focused on assemblage/sculpture and music project 
Stembreo. When he was a child, an overpaid psychic told his mother that he would be a writer 
someday. He was relieved later that she was spared the news that along the way he would be 
an adult shop janitor and backpacking drifter before this writing business ever came into 
effect.  
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Andy Kroll 
 

Extra Brown Sugar 
 

ecause I was thirteen, I remember 
nothing outside of myself. Sixth grade 

me had a scope of existence that was pretty 
much microscopic. Songs on the radio, video 
games, my bedroom. Making friends had 
always seemed like a challenge, and I was 
worried that if I succeeded, I may actually have 
to speak to them. So, I spent most of the time 
in my insanely cheerful bedroom, staring into 
corners. If turquoise could have vomited a 
more distasteful variation of itself, that was the 
color of my walls. Meticulously, I had covered 
as much of the paint as possible with X-Men 
posters. Yeah, X-Men. There wasn’t a single 
holographic unicorn. Anywhere. There was a 
skylight, though.  

My brother Tom had the adjoining 
bedroom. Mine was tucked away behind his, 
with a sloped ceiling. I had to tiptoe through 
the minutiae of his drug use and sex life to 
reach my sanctuary, somehow not disturb 
sleeping beauty by gagging on the pungent 
curry his perspiration resembled. Honestly, it’s 
difficult to recall more than a single 
conversation between us that year. If he wasn’t 
unconscious, he was usually somewhere else. 
Getting high or hanging out at the mall with his 
best friend, oddly enough, also named Tom.  

Tom seemed to be home with me more 
often than my brother, even if that doesn’t 
make a whole lot of sense. Any novelty of 
having a taciturn younger sibling had likely 
worn thin with my own Tom. This other Tom, 
though, would always linger in my presence like 
he might have actually given a fuck that every 
time he saw me, I was alone. He wouldn’t even 
speak to me, though, not really. I’ve always 
considered that to be incredibly thoughtful of 
him. He realized I didn’t want to be alone, but 
that I might have shattered along every 
perforated line in my body if anyone looked me 

in the face and waited for me to form 
sentences.  

Tom and my brother smoked cigarettes. 
Rather than trying to explain to my mom why 
they were always going outside, they would 
climb through the skylight and smoke on the 
roof.  Sometimes my brother would disappear, 
back into the ether outside of my bedroom, 
and Tom would pull me up to the roof with 
him. We could lay there, silently following the 
trajectory of stars, like exuberant brides down 
the aisle. Lying next to him in the dark made 
me want to speak. I never did.  

It was a Monday. Well, it was going to be 
a Monday whenever I woke up. Through my 
eyelids, I could tell the sun had already risen. 
None of my homework was done. Some stupid 
birds were chirping. Motherfuckers. Opening 
my eyes only slightly to check the time, I knew 
I could sleep for another hour before the 
school bus got to my house. There was 
absolutely no reason to wake up. So I rolled 
over, rediscovered the warm indentation on my 
pillow, and unraveled myself into another hour 
of sleep. 

“OH MY GOD, TOM IS DEAD.” 
And just like, that my eyes were open. I 

didn’t know how the fuck my mother got her 
voice to echo like that, but now was not the 
time for sound effects. Tiny uncomfortable 
spiders swarmed over my scalp, erratically, 
scratching a channel around the crown of my 
skull. Warmth cradled my eyes, which had 
never been open so wide. I decided that I 
would hold my breath. If I held my breath long 
enough, my brother’s lungs would fill with it. 
He would only be sleeping, not dead.  

While my eyes fixated on a single section 
of ugly turquoise paint, the sunlight invading 
my bedroom developed flesh and bones that 
may well have been the hand of God or death, 
come to take my brother’s body for the earth. 

B 
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But I couldn’t move. A tiny turquoise screen 
was broadcasting funerals and a mattress with 
sheets thrown askew. My mind was racing 
sunlight into bed with my brother, but I 
couldn’t move. I was holding my breath. Birds 
were chirping insolently.  

I was struggling to imagine eating oatmeal 
ever again, with his empty chair forever 
mocking me across the breakfast table. No 
bowl there floated with melting brown sugar. 
Years of my life without him elapsed; the most 
lengthy seconds. 

Then I heard his voice.  
An accumulation of stale dampness 

disentangled from my lungs, hastily, exposing 
the taste of rust in its passage. Unconsciously 
my teeth had settled into my tongue. 
Somehow, the blood felt like coins, like the 
cost of my brother being returned. So instead 
of swallowing, I allowed a modest trickle to 
curve around my lips and descend the hairless 
slope of my cheek. Let any devil collect the 
virgin tonic in exchange of necromancy.  

An abrupt reflection on what may have 
been a single minute, a minute in which I 
cycled through the cemetery gate and back into 
bed, startled me with a new knowledge. 
Someone else was actually dead. The other 
Tom. He was dead. I regained control over my 
tensed limbs. I composed an artless face and 
left my bedroom. My mother explained to me 
in uncomplicated language that Tom had 
swallowed about twenty bottles of cough syrup 
with the intention of ending his life. He 
succeeded. But I had known before her words 
spiraled into my ear, like screws displacing the 
lining of my auditory canal to hold tight and 
never stop repeating. And truthfully, I was glad 
he was dead.  Even though he was the first 
crush I remember having, even though he was 
kinder to me than my own Tom, I would have 
killed him myself if it kept my brother at the 
breakfast table, eating oatmeal with me.  

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Andy Kroll has spent the past five years in prison, thoroughly enjoying the attention of men. 
He has been published in Right Hand Pointing as well as a number of highly exclusive, 
imaginary journals.
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George Everet Thompson 
 

Paper Lanterns 
 

e know very well that the stars are not big lamps on the surface of the sky. They are 
holes drilled through the thick black ball that encases us, drilled through from the real 
universe outside into ours. 

Our universe is immense to us while outside in the real universe it is a hard black ball, the size 
of a wartime ball bearing, and the ones who are living in the real universe have drilled these holes 
through so they can observe us. When we see the stars sparkle and twinkle it is them peering in at 
us. They have drilled these holes in our sky for their edification, not ours. Never for ours. Nobody 
tells us anything. 

Their children play with our universe like a toy rolling it around on hard floors, soft rugs or 
across fields of bright purple and yellow flowers that would make Van Gogh weep. It is their 
haphazard play that causes earthquakes, terrible storms and strange lights in the sky. Sometimes our 
universe rolls away from them and sits hidden and quiet beneath the furniture or under a bush 
where they can't see it and they're little hands can't reach until they find it again. We assume they 
have hands, that they are children with parents. We even assume they look like us though there is no 
such evidence, rumor or even hallucination to suggest this is accurate. We assume this because out 
puny dirt-speck imagination can't reach outside our universe and glimpse even imperfectly Outside 
our universe or if what is outside is real or unreal or surreal or another form of real unknown to us. 

All we know for sure—the one thing that does not rely on anything else—is the speed of light 
which is always, absolutely, positively constant. Except it isn't our light, it comes from outside, from 
the real universe outside of here. So, of course, we make cunning little paper lanterns for the yard 
and mile long lasers and particle accelerators and ion rail guns and other machinations of ego, 
arrogance, and tricks of the light.  
 
 
 
George Everet Thompson is an artist, font designer, and writer who taught typography and 
design history at Columbia College Chicago. He has published one short story in Oyez Review 
and poems in Goodly Co. (defunct), as well as articles in the Journal of Communications, The 
Caxtonian, a publication of the Caxton Club and The Chicago Artist’s Coalition Newsletter.   

W 
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Sea Sharp 
 

An Autobiography in About 30 Lines or Less 
 
they gutted my mama like a fish to find me 
a sprouted pea-shoot reaching for the sun 
 
i ran away when i was seven and nine clawed my way up  
trees but they dragged me by the tail howling like a ghost 
 
and i fell in love with a girl called annie i was five 
and she had sunflower hands and a raspberry stain on her cheek 
 
and i think maybe she loved me too but we lost touch 
in the fourth grade and i killed my father slowly in my teens  
 
he's still alive somewhere in oklahoma where the seagulls  
won’t find him and he’s exactly where i told him to rot 
 
and the doctors sewed my mama up as good as new 
and she gets better like the wine she bathes in 
 
and i've bled every month for about 30 years or less 
putting off the melancholia this time but maybe not next 
 
and yesterday was my birthday and to my surprise  
i discovered I was a corn snake in a black woman's body  
 
and that explained so much at the time and ain't that a bitch 
and sister was a chigger-bug if you know what i mean 
 
all bite no hiss and nasty as hell and now 
i’m married to a cowardly lion from oz 
 
i left kansas just the way i found her 
dusty faced and squinting and cupping both her ears 
 
 
 
Sea Sharp is an American poet of color who immigrated to England in 2012. Sharp practices 
Veganism, Feminism, The Hip Hop Declaration of Peace and other movements that promote 
compassion. Winner of the Prairie Seed Poetry Prize 2015/16 (Ice Cube Press) and Pushcart 
Prize nominee, Sharp is also a Kansas State University graduate with qualifications in Creative 
Writing, Literature, Theatre, and Women’s Studies.   
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Cass Jimenez 
 

i’m beginning to think that every conversation i have is just  
a satire of a conversation i would be having if i actually  

gave a shit 
 
 
 
when you ask me if that liner is too much i’ll ask if your lids  
are heavy and say to pile it on until they close so i can  
skype my grandparents [i mean, if they weren’t all dead, i  
mean, if they would even know how to skype] maybe  
they’d tell me to stop wearing denim underwear and  
calling them shorts or posting links to the russian part of  
the internet[the interunderbelly] where i’d spend my time  
before you message me to bum a smoke and bleach your  
eyelids back blue 
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i pass the tree with c+s carved on its trunk over and over  
again 

 
 
 
if i didn’t know any better i’d say it was the same tree, the  
one in the clearing by my dad’s house, where you’d leave  
your notebook with songs about fire and flintstones  
cartoons and the dictionary you composed to categorize  
every small intonation in my voice as: a wolf, the wind,  
sailor moon on too much codeine 
\ 
i want to be those things for you 
\ 
i want my voice to echo like drops from the leaky shower  
head bouncing from tile to porcelain tile in hollow rhythm  
or the mew of your cat after pissing on the rug 
\ 
i want to rub fertilizer on the hollow of your skull and play  
victory to the weirdness of television and advertising. 
 
 
 
Cass is just trying not to throw up in social situations. They spend their days watching awful 
reality television and playing with their cat, Satan. They ask you not to judge the scarcity of 
their bio.  
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Sean Jackson 
 

Fire Burn and Cauldron Bubble 
 
is face resembles a sculpture, an 
ancient head rested peacefully upon 
a perfect pillow. Sadie scouts the 

room for the color that invades, a sandstone 
mixed with a bone gray—an underwater light. 
A lambent glow that sluices up the bed, and 
washes down the wall behind the expensive 
headboard. Cave light. Tomb light. 

Which suits him, because she wants to kill 
him. 

What is so wrong with Geller that you want him 
gone? is what Julia, the curator, keeps asking. 

His beard doesn’t grow correctly. It 
blooms in irregular patches along his cheeks, 
and part of the mustache is faded orange. But 
this is just the beginning of his flawed presence, 
a doomsday machine in her life. The worst 
thing is that he likes to press the point of his 
tongue on her shoulder, and this unsettles 
Sadie terribly. It itches. It is like the hideous 
bug that crawled into her tent in Girl Scouts. 
Or the caress that brushed her shoulder in the 
Lennon’s house, when the dad smiled and 
divulged that her childhood friend, Annie Lynn 
(his daughter), was dying from bone cancer. 

Bones die? Blood dies? She saw Annie 
Lynn’s bones when they camped near the falls 
and snuck into the forest and Annie Lynn fell 
down a ravine, a tangled dragon’s nest of vines 
and stone plumage—a fracture that broke the 
skin, necessitated an ambulance come crawling 
up the switchbacks and haul Annie Lynn to 
town so the arm could be reset by priestess 
doctors. 

What’s wrong? Julia asks. She is curating an 
exhibit that hauls in all these skirted Sumerian 
gods. Deities standing with folded hands in 
eternal peace and patience. (Geller stands like 
that in the morning coffee shop line—his head 
gently bobbing to the music from his earbuds, 
slithering hipster noise from his intransigent 
playlist.) The military posture, a dancer’s 

posture. His mother a ballerina and his father a 
trumpet player in a jazz sextet. 

He says things like sextet. He colors such 
words with emphasis, much like the Lennon 
father who said his daughter was dying but 
everything was going to be fine. Bones die. 
Blood dies. Sometimes god dies, but not 
forever. God has ringlet hair and a coiled beard 
coming off his smooth jaw in a perfect 
rectangle—the Nobel Prize for beards. God 
and Geller stand like the man who juts up from 
the base of Oscar trophies. 

We’ve come to the end of us, she tells Julia, who 
curates with the passion and intensity of the 
dark-eyed woman who reset Annie Lynn’s arm 
bone. With the undaunted mood of a surgeon 
going inside a wounded skull, knowing she can 
keep the brain, the life, even the consciousness, 
all together. The one who sets gelatin. The 
Earth Mother. The goddess whose feet will still 
be there when the stars collapse. 

She studies Geller’s nose, with its sensibly 
sized nostrils, flaring like a pony’s, breathing in 
(intaking!) the white-chocolate air, the wafting 
air he twines intentionally with Godiva 
filament in some hidden humidifier, the air like 
they keep in mummy tombs, in gaudy James 
Dean coffins or crowded mausoleums—
rooms curated by gods and monsters. 

She pictures Geller in a satin-splashed 
pose, his nostrils relaxed, the beard dyed all one 
even color (magnolia bark), his hands folded at 
his sternum in full god-of-being-super-
annoying pose—or repose. He will be reposed. 
The father will tap the keys of his trumpet, so 
take the A train, Geller. Take it all the way 
down the line, to far Babylon, where the dead 
kings await your fabulous taste in mountain 
jams. 

The blue vein on his neck, a Picasso line. 
It connects everything. It’s where he slaps 
when a mosquito bites him, same as in a bug 

H 
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spray commercial. The vein may run all the way 
down to his liver, even connect to his sickly 
penis, the pallid ghost that only haunts at night. 

She could cut him there in his neck, even 
slice the phallus free from its shabby perch. Or 
lay the satin pillow on his nostrils, pushing 
down as if to stanch a river of blood oozing 
from a seam in the flesh. He would kick, paw, 
thrash, make all the movements of a fish 
flailing on the pier—a sheepshead caught in the 
orange glow of a summer evening, valued 
momentarily then devalued (her own father 
had stuck a pointy knife in its eye, saying Death 
is pointless so why not make it quick?). 

Her father, a Tybee Island suicide. In the 
shadow of the quills of a man who signed away 
thousands of slaves. Some judge he was, this 
ancestor of darkness, the devil-who-got-away-
with-it because there was no all-seeing goddess 
to devalue him properly, to debone him with 
the sleek maneuvers of a filet knife. Her father 
swung at the end of his rope. His feet turned 
purple like plums. And nobody hired a brass 
band to play at his funeral, no “Nearer, My 
God to Thee” for the man who planted 
heirloom rice because the past was where he 
lived. 

What are you saying about my past? she 
seethed at Geller. He stood in yellow kitchen 
spotlight, stroking his beard, making busy with 
his hands—as does everyone who was a sous 
chef in college, for like a week. 

I don’t like it, he said. 
You don’t have to, she told him. It’s none of 

your business. 
What is his business? What is it that he 

does? What besides sleep in his sanctimonious 
catacombs, his folly of delights—past and 
present, future unknown? Geller is not one to 
bend spoons or have any penchant for the 
fantastic or otherworldy. Other than to tell 
stories about those who do bathe in the 
phantasmagoric and euphoric, the freaks from 
his cannon of Tales from Geller’s America, the 
Upper-Middle-Class Upbringing of a Boy Who 
Kneels at the Shrine of Acceptance. 

She remembers how he came to her, milky 
in an ambient way, at a time when she received 

very little solace. They sometimes agree that 
their union is kept chiefly to thwart off 
loneliness, the vertigo of romance not so much 
a factor as is the drive to fight off suicidal 
impulses. And now she has these murderous 
ones, very Scottish Play. Tres chic, if her life 
were a film and she was its celebrated star, 
draped in shoulder-length curls, the moxie of 
lunar cults spread like phantom wings across 
her half-darkened face, approaching a catatonic 
schlub with the audience cheering her on. 

She imagines smashing his face with the 
nightstand alarm clock, an Ikea thing that he 
calls his chimera or his wailing box of time as if he 
is some poet. He is nothing more than a 
continuous disappointment along the lines of 
time itself. Throat, liver, penis … socks. A 
sock-shod corpse sprawled upon his deathbed 
in situ for the wan glow of a wintry daybreak, 
his murderess perfectly coiled at the foot of a 
California king. 

There is the way he bends his neck when 
he is peeling potatoes or slicing cucumbers, 
usually while she is talking about some of the 
former agonies inflicted by her family (plum 
feet, raisin brains, titular scions of rum-racked 
estates and doomed, derelict gardens) and 
other similar loyalties. It is an expression of 
affected concentration, a white-to-black 
contrast to her lamentations of the pall the 
African diaspora has placed on America, if not 
humanity itself. He stands, fully statuesque, 
deftly running the peeler up and down his 
tuber, his thoughts parked yet his body ready 
at its mark. 

She would love to see him skinned just 
now, in this bedroom light, this fluorescence of 
the kind that filters through the Lincoln 
Memorial, which gets captured in tourists’ 
photographs and lends a ghostly veil to the 
snotty faces of Midwestern children who hug 
at the slain president’s enormous shoes. She 
sees Geller laying in the emancipator’s lap, 
crumpled, nude, in the fashion of Christ being 
held by the Virgin in the Pieta. Sadie wants this 
… tragedy, fallen angels, grief, the end of at 
least one messiah complex. 
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She’s not sure when she began to loathe 
him like this, but she imagines it was the first 
time he touched her breast with his cold, 
clammy fingertips. He is greasy, common, a 
kind of marmot that eats at the roots of 
stronger men, better men, cryptic souls who’ve 
gleaned how betrothed she is to truth, pain and 
suffering. Geller is not whom she ever dreamed 
of ending up with. 

I’m surprised you like him at all, Julia said, still 
says, in fact, it seems to be all that she is 
thinking when they are walking the museum 
halls and all those nude and prostrate sinners 
and saints are climbing the walls. 

Sadie says it was not like that at first. It 
never is. She points to a lunging male in marble 
who stands, hunched and his arm bent as if he 
holds it around the waist of a ghost, his legs 
split with an almost acrobatic gait. His face 
twists into a smile as if he’s listening to a joke. 

That statue guy, she tells Julia, made me laugh 
at first. Then I felt a warmth from him, then a fading 
warmth. Then nothing. And now I just want him to 
disappear. Can you make that happen? 

No, Julia says. That’s Randall’s son’s piece. I’d 
get fired, sweets. 
 

The first days, Sadie puts in a poem she’s 
writing, are like salmon swimming upstream/to 
spawn and die, changing colors along the 
way/intoxicated with timeless brevity. 

As Geller’s lips twitch and he sucks at his 
teeth, the way he does when dreaming, she 
thinks of fish. The glassy-eyed salmon and 
strange flounder, a bass her father held up in 
the slanted autumn sun, its belly, unfortunately, 
full of strange worms. 

She never let him put his seed in her. 
Never. She was like a prairie mom waving a 
broom at intruders, or a flashlight-wielding 
night watchman. You shall not pass. Perhaps 
not that epic, because her efforts were rather 
crude and straightforward: I don’t want your sperm 
in me, period. 

Men can be crybabies. Geller sure is. He 
rakes his hair with a handmade wooden comb. 
He persistently coerces his barista to add extra 
cream to his coffee. His hands fall across her 

hips like flippers or fish fins. He puts the heel 
of his palm in the middle of her back and tries 
to dip her, but only succeeds in creating an 
awkward bend. When he comes, his head 
shakes, his mouth contorts, and a corny sort of 
drawled hallelujah escapes his throat. When he 
came on her breasts in Mexico it was like a little 
boy had spit on her flesh. 

You want danger, says Julia as they watch a 
pair of workers in coveralls use a hoist to lift a 
limestone king from his plywood coffin. You 
want brawn and you want a hunter to chase you through 
the woods. Sweets, you want to be somebody’s doe. Not 
just an asset in his life, but a pulsation … oh, god, look 
at how strong his legs are. 

I want always the threat of death, Sadie says. 
The eyes of night, of newts and slashing 

eels, nocturnal rebirths of this and that, but 
specifically the darkened hearth of her once-
bright life which was promised never to fall 
asunder like this. 

You can’t kill Geller, the curator says. But you 
can leave him. 

She spies the worker’s boulder thighs at 
work beneath the denim. Twisting, mauled by 
toil, straining to reclaim the fulcrum. 

I could fuck that, Sadie says. 
 

As he wriggles in daybreak light (the color 
of metals forged for war), she puts her fingers 
to the screen of his alarm and gently rakes the 
time away. To let the dead sleep the sleep of 
the dead, so that the living may pass through 
time unhindered. She pulls his socks onto her 
feet and wades into the shadows where her 
boots lurk like criminals. They spent weeks 
helping poor Annie Lynn put on her shoes, 
then she died just as summer came again and 
they wouldn’t need to help for a while. 
Someone cut her father down with a 
Confederate battle sword, so that he fell not 
unlike the slant of light through the pines. 

More or less, it never begins if you forget the 
whole of it. Sadie has written this because she 
feels it to be true. She lets a final vulgar thought 
play out unborn. And then, as even the great 
storms of the Earth will soften and die out, she 
leaves, heel to toe, as a warrior heading home. 
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Sean Jackson's debut novel, Haw, was published in June 2015 by Harvard Square Editions. 
He lives in North Carolina and his latest stories have been published in Main Street Rag, The 
Potomac Review, Niche, and Cleaver, among other literary magazines. He was a 2011 Million 
Writers Award nominee.
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Sara N. Gardiner 
 

Death on the Subject of Vaping 
 
You know they make “safe” cigarettes now? 
Still feeds the addiction, satisfies the oral fixation, gives you something to do with your hands, 
but they’re a lot less likely to kill you. 
One of my employees brought it up to me, 
asked me why I don’t “make the switch.” 
“They still have nicotine and all,” he said. 
“Still looks like smoke. I figured you’d like them, being all new and modern.” 
On the one hand, sure, that’s a safe observation about me. 
On the other, get back to work, kid, and don’t you worry what goes in my mouth. 
As if I smoke for the same reasons mortals do. 
 
Thing is, I like the smoke. The sparks from my lighter. Combustion. 
I like the idea of consuming until there’s hardly anything left, 
then crushing the last bit under the sole of a red leather boot. 
Leaving burnt-up little corpses all over the sidewalk, 
flicking ashes on someone’s carpet and the way their eyes narrow. 
It’s all psychological. 
And maybe a little narcissism on my part. 
Fatal shit like cigarettes, like alcohol, like trusting a gorgeous woman, 
slow, deliberate suicide, 
I can’t resist. 
 
Lethality. 
 
Say that word out loud.  
Use every space between your tongue and your teeth. 
It tastes like smoke, feels like tar clinging to your lungs. 
Inhaling poison with every breath. 
Fucking fantastic. 
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Mosaic 
 
She can’t exist without breaking something. 

She took the mirror’s empty frame from my bedroom, 
She gets depressive, and she gets violent. 

then swept up the shards. 
She turns that destruction inward. 

She washed the cuts on my hands 
I know she can’t control it, 

and wrapped them in gauze. 
so it’s hard for me to blame her for this, 

Never once did she meet my eyes. 
but damn it, I try. 

She always looks me in the eye when she’s angry. 
I keep my expression rigid, pretend all I feel is anger, 

This is something else, 
so she won’t notice my hands are shaking just as much as hers. 

Something I’m loath to admit is my doing. 
I don’t know why I’m still here. 

If not for me, she wouldn’t be so anxious. 
Yes, I do. 

She does a lot of things that way. 
Because if I weren’t, she’d be dead. 

For me, I mean. 
She says music may have saved her life, 

She only ever smiles at her piano. 
but music with me is the reason her heart beats. 

I ask her to play as often as possible. 
I have to try not to let her voice or her breathing distract me. 

She lets me sit close to her on the bench. 
The metronome in my chest is unreliable, 

Slow and somber or quick and passionate, 
but she takes my unplanned tempo changes in stride. 

her fingers lead, and my voice follows. 
For a few measures, it almost feels like whatever we had, 

Maybe she slips up and calls me, “Love,” 
whatever we have 

before that visible tension returns to her shoulders. 
isn’t already shattered beyond repair.          

It’s been so long now 
There’s no real question about how we feel. 

neither of us could last long without the other. 
The quiet opposition between us 

Because we’ve both been broken before, 
just came with the fear when we realized 

We’re both being held together by borrowed pieces. 
how perfectly all these pieces fit together. 
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Sara N. Gardiner is a fiction writer with occasional relapses of poetry and earned her BFA in 
Creative Writing at SFASU. She is currently living in San Antonio, TX with her wife and their 
cat and is finishing her first in a series of novels. 
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Aaron Wiegert 
 

Self-Addressed  
 
No longer a profile, a thumbnail, a prolific slinger of text,  
But a status update with flesh! 
 
A whistling tea kettle on my efficiency’s stove,  
Cues the arrival of my bearded friend,  
round belly, exhaling a hand rolled cigarette.  
 
As though pulled through his homepage, he exists  
On this rainfucked morn’, pecking away, no homerow,  
On his portable, composing half his luggage.  
 
Afternoon brings a lunch of baked beans and toast,  
And a shoulder to shoulder stroll about the park,  
The dog makes three as we mention mutual online companions  
unmeet but more convinced of their existence.  
 
Back home, eating away at a roll of stamps, these manila envelopes  
Stuffed with poetry intended for cities and countries that call for work  
In exchange for little or no pay.  
 
We slave away in our separate togetherness, spending great blocks 
Of time checking the mail.  
 
 
 

Aaron Wiegert is the Poetry Editor for Drunk Monkeys magazine and author of Evil Queen, a 
chapbook from Budget Press.  His work has appeared in journals such as: Poetry Salzburg 
Review, Tulane Review, Blue Hour Magazine, Red Fez, Right Hand Pointing, and Antique Children 
Quarterly.  He can be reached at aarondwiegert@gmail.com.  
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Samantha Fortenberry 
 

Fun in the Dark IV 
 

Photography  
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Fun in the Dark II 
 

Photography 
 
 
 

Samantha Fortenberry is a photographer from a small town in Northern Alabama who 
currently studies Savannah College of Art and Design in Georgia. 
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Annabel Banks 
 

Escape Velocity 
 
 
>m1mission.com>random selection>enter heehaw girl, not quite grown so flouter. flat teeth with 
spaces. I want go the Mars. I think sounds like fun, and want to be famous. flicks her hair, shifts her sleeves.  
I am having over a thousand friends. I want to selfie in space. fingers the hollow under her chin. you control 
food, yes? you limit what >next man holds mug. wrote my PhD in numbers, know the way force works. when you 
are soft, you need hardness. when your forces are weak, look for enemies. sips hot drink. I want to test some theories. 
I leak love>next woman, red overalls, holding helmet. I know we cannot come back. already have kit. she 
shows the oxygen tank at her feet, the helmet as medusa. made myself before, after work. every evening 
hours 3d printing, solder, sew. will be fine with overcrowding.  vote for me>next man, twenties, north-Atlantic 
accent, glasses, so close to the camera his eyes are like caves to walk into without ducking. yeah, I’m 
up for this. colonising space. exploration yeah, survival of the species, yeah. population increase. a soft lick of the 
lips>next man, shy smile, picks up guitar>next 
 
 
 
 
Annabel Banks is an English writer. She read English Literature at Cambridge University 
before gaining her Creative Writing MA with Distinction from Royal Holloway, University of 
London. She is currently writing up her practice-based poetry PhD, has lectured in English 
and Creative Writing at degree level and runs poetry workshops in ruined buildings and 
archives. Annabel's work has won some prizes, most notably the Cambridge University 
Ryan/Kinsella poetry prize, the "Other" Prize for theatre, and the Whitechapel Journal short 
fiction prize. Her short fiction has been collected in a number of anthologies and is most 
recently published by Litro. Recent poems can be found in Inky Needles, Envoi, Jungftak, 
Lockjaw and 3:AM Magazine. In 2015 Annabel received two nominations for the Pushcart Prize 
(for fiction and poetry) and a further nomination for Blazevox's Bettering American Poetry. 
You can learn more about her work at annabelbanks.com.   



	

	 35 

 
David Rullo 

 
Watching A Bee While Listening to John Coltrane 

 
                       Upward 
                       Upward 
                       Upward 
           & a quick 
                    dash 
       to the 
left 
              hovering 
          just momentarily 
        until a fast 
  d 
  e 
  s 
  c 
  e 
  n 
  t 
                   onto a wildflower— 
 
                                                      a momentary 
                                                           pause & 
                                                          purposeful 
                                                    vibration 
                                                                    in  
                                                               the key 
                                                                  of C 
 
before  
      another 
   n 
               o 
              i 
             s 
           n 
          e 
         c 
        s 
       a 
                                      and an 
  errant 
                                                        pause 
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                                                                             on a  
                                                                            fallen  
                                        flower with 
                                                  nothing 
                                               to yield 
                                                             and back 
                                   to flight— 
 
another flash  
             of                                                 movement 
                                   and a momentary 
                                           pause & 
                                         purposeful 
                                                    vibration 
                                                                    in  
                                                               the key 
                                                                  of C— 
 
                    several now 
    in 
    a 
    row 
                  yellow 
     purple 
   red 
blue 
  each the same, 
    each a mad dash 
      filling the space 
         between 
          stems 
   each  
                 a 
  different line 
                                                     to 
                                                         attack 
straight 
                     diagonal 
                                         arced 
               zigged 
                           now 
                                                       zagged 
  a quarter of 
                              the 
                              field 
                              complete 
        and then 
                         off 
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                              back  
                                      to 
                 the 
                       hive 
 or  
                               another 
                    patch of  
                                     flowers to  
                      vibrate 
                                                                    in  
                                                               the key 
                                                                  of C— 
 
 
 
 
 
David Rullo’s first collection of poetry, Tired Scenes from a City Window, is currently available 
through Amazon and the Barnes and Noble website, as well as several other sources. He has 
been published in various literary magazines including In-Flight Magazine, The American 
Anthology of Haiku, Oddball Magazine, Haikuniverse, The Greenwich Village Literary Review, 
Undertow, Semaphore Magazine, Exhausted Ramblings, Cavalcade, Pendulum, The Second 
International Anthology on Paradoxism, and more. His reporting and features have appeared in 
NEXTPittsburgh, The Almanac, The Pittsburgh Tribune Review, Distinction Magazine, and The 
Jewish Chronicle.   
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Anna Goodson 
 

Light switch 
 
 
I wanted to stay in the butterfly conservatory 
at first because I was being touched 
without having to ask  and then later 
because there was something so sexual  
about being pressed close to you in that air – 
musted so the butterfly would not depart the space 
between your shoulder and the spindly backbone rib 
I was calling my shoulder because 
I remember as a child going to one of these places – 
smaller and smeared with wingcolor 
and patches of air so thick 
that it was steel wool glued to your skin  
 
O there we were with the vulva-shaped chrysalides – 
the lush lewdness 
of the whole fucking place, the ridiculous fragility 
of the whole enterprise 
and the crocodile pond in the middle for mysterious 
and unknown reasons 
full of sharp diamondsaw eyes bored so bored of all the lushness 
and delicacy and moistness of it all 
 
O there we were and you hate it when I display affection in public 
 or tell you I love you  
 or speak too loudly and here HERE was the place 
 that I felt it, felt angrily 
 that I-am-supposed-to-be plashing for that first time – and later, 
fucking quietly as possible on the upstairs floor of the house 
I looked at the light switch and for a second 
saw a moth instead – 
not an Atlas because too commonplace 
like grey shaded moonlight dully pouring in through the window 
and my uneven nipples 
and bodyhatred not the big stretch of regality  
of royalness that the Atlas commandeered 
 
but for a second I thought there was an escaped monarch 
outside the conservatory.  Such a sense of displacement 
Such an elision of reality Such a small child inside 
screeching and ushered out, not sitting discreetly 
in the corner of the exhibition  that place where I saw you, 
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saw you obsess the Atlas Moth simply because it was so 
startlingly big – it was,  it really was mythic 
bursting with squash-shaped mango-colored markings 
up and down its everywhere and O that made me laugh 
 
I’ll admit it I did 
 
 
 
Anna Goodson an undergraduate at Michigan State. Her poetry has been featured in several 
publications including 94Creations and Third Coast (forthcoming). Additionally, she is a 
National Young Arts alumni, and a 2016 nominee for two Pushcart Prizes. In her free time, 
Anna studies oboe performance and trains pet rats.  
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Richard Vyse 
 

Man Shore 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Watercolor 
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Man Imagined 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Watercolor  
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Man Profiled 

 
 

Watercolor 
 
 

Richard Vyse has been featured in galleries in New York and Hawaii. He studied at the School 
of Visual Arts in New York City and taught at Pratt in Brooklyn. His art has been published 
in the Art of Man issue #19 and Noisy Rain Magazine Winter 2015. His art is in the 
Leslie+Lohman museum in New York City.  "Celebrating an imagined modern man in art 
with contour line and spontaneous brush strokes. Creating a mood with color using Indian 
ink and watercolor."  Please visit - manartbyvyse.blogspot.com.   
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Devynn Fletcher 
 

Listen to the Sound 
 

ilence consumed me until I became 
nothing.  
Chaos chilled the harsh winter air into a 

new frigid number.  
Bluelightsredlightscarlightsspeedingandn

oisenoisenoisewailingsirensandscreechingtires
doorsopeningandyellingandyellingandyellingan
dscreamsandasemiandacarconjoinedwithheavy
sobsandadestroyedbody— 

I see my bloody mess extracted from my 
crumpled and useless cage. 
Forcefulbruisesdeeplongwoundsand gruesome 
and morbid and a figure from a nightmare. 

And I want to do what I see my father 
doing as he stampedes out of the house into 
the churchyard across the street and splits and 
rips open his voice and his tears and floods 
them into the sky-ground as I am here, there, 
nowhere, somewhere, anywhere with no tears 
and no voice.  

I am the stars as they breathe their 
witnessing light. And I imagine them weeping 
and breaking as a noiseless tune to all the 
destruction they shine over. I imagine them fit 
as I am to a victim of obscurity and confusion, 
seeing all but not knowing all. Just a wandering 
particle amid countless others. But not 
understanding why.  

How. 
I am nothing but trapped in an earthless 

void.  
Peering into the disaster with unseen, 

formless eyes as a stretcher becomes my resting 
point for the mauled body that can’t hold up at 
the seams.  

I glance and see with these invisible lenses 
that notice the ambulance whisking m – 

And I’m off.  
Inside the ambulance, and I want to feel 

and be these emotions of leaving my father 
falling apart, to somehow grasp my hidden 
heart and find it in a worthwhile discovery and 

feel and be and silence this sense that can only 
see and not take part of. 

So I stay. 
I imagine my hand locking on to my 

body’s and gently cascading life into it.  
“I’m so sorry,” a clogged voice says.  
A homeless-looking man sits across from 

my body, gazing at my lowered eyelids.  
I wonder who this man is and more 

importantly – what he is doing inside the 
ambulance.  

And then I remember – a brief image of 
wide, frightened eyes imitating my own. A 
bright red capturing me.  

The red hat on this man speaks a thousand 
muted words.  

There are no indications of damage to his 
rough skin.  

I am wrecked.  
His fat hands cover his face. 
But I refuse to give him my attention and 

instead give in to the faint beeping of a 
monitor, signaling that I still lived. 

The ongoing blare of the sirens could be 
heard from inside, and they don’t relent until 
the ambulance comes to a complete stop. The 
back doors wrench open and people in various 
uniforms spill inside to extract the stretcher.  

And again, I am tethered to my hopeless 
body and am wheeled along with it-her-me. I 
cannot feel the chill in the winter air, but the 
dark brown tresses of its-hers-my hair squirm 
a little, signaling the presence of bitter wind.  

Workers rush us into the hospital and to a 
room devoid of darkness. There are no empty 
crevices between the space of this world and 
her empty form. I am somewhere and nowhere 
and the ceiling-floor is an overwhelming 
source of reflective light. It seems to bounce 
off the walls and surround the struggling 
heartbeat in an illuminating beacon.  

And it wrecks me here and I feel the solid 
floor beneath my unformed feet suddenly as 

S 
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though an anchor has exploded from the earth 
and grounded itself to me.  

I desire to be found.  
To be discovered and chosen to continue 

to live in the body that the world is trying to 
save and put back together, instead of this mess 
of bloodneedlesmachines. But I don’t want to 
be resurrected as a Frankenstein monster – I 
want to be me in fullness and complete 
congruence. This will be my driving factor. To 
be kept.  

A figure timidly emerges from the open 
doorway.  

Him. 
 I can feel for a brief second – and I feel a 

fire that scours blisters inside my skin. I inhale 
the flames and lick them up and move towards 
the disaster that stamped me as one.  

And I move.  
This time, my surroundings don’t move 

with me. I move and they stay immobile. 
 I see my form, hands open and 

outstretched as I sail to him still in the 
doorway. He takes off his red ball cap and 
wrings it in his hands. His eyes fall to the floor 
and he starts to retreat.  

“NO!” I roar. The electricity flutters for a 
moment and the doctors all look at each other 
and around the room in surprise.  

I try to move through the doorway, but 
my body’s chain is not letting me cross the 
path. I am snapped back to where I was before, 
everywhere and nowhere at once. I struggle 
with formless body parts and make frustrated 
sounds that only I can hear. Movements only I 
can make sense of.  

  
Hours and hours later of rushed mending 

and cleaning up, my body and I are back in the 
room we started off with. I couldn’t bear to see 
myself being torn and sewn and a limp body, 
even more under a spotlight in a darkened 
room with no guiding starlight. Here, it is just 
me.  

I listen to the beeps that filter my 
heartbeats.  

But then he walks into the room, still 
wringing that damn hat of his, and there is no 
more of me.  

He scuttles to the right side of my bed, on 
the opposite side of the various equipment. He 
looks at them curiously and then looks down 
at my head. His eyes roam over my body and if 
I had skin as I am now, it would be rising. He 
hangs his head.  

His obvious guilt lightens my ethereal 
pulse in satisfaction. And I want to finish what 
I started and show him what he did to me. That 
he ravaged me to pieces.  

And it happens.  
I move once more.  
The floor and ceiling are separate, not one 

blur. The world takes the shape of itself, the 
beeping monitor and the bed becoming 
sharper.   

I moved when I saw him. I’m moving now. 
Not in the ambulance… And I realize that it’s 
because I want to move to him. My being is 
want. Want and selfishness. So I stop wanting 
movement and wish on stability. My ghostly 
glide halts.  

A gasp is heard and the man stares directly 
at me. His mouth flops open and then closes 
and then opens again. 

“Wha… Wha… What are you… you… 
doing here?” His voice rattles.  

I am frozen.  
I am ice. 
“Did I kill you? Are you a ghost?” He 

reaches out his hand, fingers splayed and 
yearning. Stretching.  

But he is interrupted by a shout in the 
hallway.  

“She is my daughter! Why in the world would 
I NOT BE ABLE TO SEE HER?!” A loud 
voice floods the room. 

“Okay, sir. I will allow you to see her. But 
I will have to ask you to keep your voice down, 
and better yet – calm down.” Footsteps are 
drawing closer, one quick-frantic. One 
shuffling.  

My father enters the room.  
He races to the bed as if the tired nurse 

behind him just jabbed him with a burning 
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sword. Not controlling the tears, he weeps and 
falls to the side of the bed, grabbing onto my 
hands with both of his as if he held my missing 
life in his grasp.  

I want to cry with him, emitting broken 
sounds and to be one with his shadow of 
heartache.  

And then I notice that the man is still 
there, right beside my father. He now stands 
cramped beside him. I wonder why my father 
has not acknowledged his presence with snarls 
of hateful words and maybe even a satisfying 
punch or two, but then his sole concern is this 
hollow form in front of him.  

My father’s milky brown eyes harden – 
making the wrinkles on his face more 
pronounced. But then they fall and open and 
his head drops and his tears fly faster, his 
shoulders drooping and his form shuddering. 
He circles his thumbs over my skin and his 
salty droplets create tiny puddles on the white 
blanket. “I forgive you, whoever you are, for 
harming my daughter,” my father chokes out. 
“I understand that it was an accident.” 

I throb emptiness. 
The man – huddled in a corner watching 

my father with wide, alert eyes speaks.  
“I’m so sorry,” the man whispers. 
My father does not twitch or startle at his 

words. It’s as if this man in red is a blind spot 
to the ignorant world. As if he –  

We are the same. His unfulfilled eyes mirror 
mine.  

All of the lingering chaos in the air 
simultaneously folds in with a soft echo.  

A memory encases me – a time of 
playfulness restricted by hard concrete 
conjoining with infant skin on palms and knees 
– cries of surprising pain hushed by a source of 
constant affection.  

 I see what I must do.  
My driving factor is true; I have been 

found. As my devoted father is here, openly 
bleeding over the darkness in the world that 
touched his beloved daughter. I am being kept, 
holding together infinitely in the palms that 
cradle mine.  

But I continue to move forward with my 
selfish, earthly heart with all of its cracks and 
holes and breaks that protest and grind in 
suffering. I refuse the identity of a surgical 
masterpiece. 

I am up to the man’s ear, accepting 
darkness as my constant and becoming familiar 
with the lack of a father’s embrace.  

Accident be damned. I’m not forgiving you.  
 
 
 
 

Devynn B. Fletcher is a Creative Writing 
major at BGSU. 
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Catherine Kyle 
 

Body/Out of Body 
 
I.  
 
Raised on the internet, I counseled boys from age 12. I didn’t know all teenagers  
were suicidal with want. I didn’t know this was something  
we act blasé about; I thought it was upsetting. I really wanted  
to help.  
 
I used to stay up until 3 AM saying, 
“Please don’t kill yourself” 
with perfect 6th grade grammar. None of that 
slang, none of that “u r.”  
 
My mother said, “What 
do you talk about, so late?” and what  
could I say? “They want to kill themselves, Ma.” No. I said anime. I said movies. Which we did. We 
talked about that somewhat. 
 
Sometimes. Now and then.  
 
I was a priest of the internet age, drawing  
confessions like an inhaling plant, a river 
gulping up water. I sheltered those boys like dew.  
 
II.  
 
Once, I introduced a boy as being “from the internet.” 
“I’m not from the internet,” he balked. “I’m from Spokane.” 
“No,” my friend said. “You’re from the internet.”  
 
We played DDR all day. 
 
III.  
 
I remember the time I split the seam of my brainskin  
on the tenuous sliver between you and I,  
the time I chilled my hand 
on the wall of subjectivity.   
 
I visited you in Michigan. That was something we did back then. And golly! When you signed into 
AIM, 
your name was in red. Your screenname was in red! “I’m supposed to be red,” I said. “No,” you 
laughed.  
“You’re blue.”  
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Of course, I should have known  
that your name would be red. It’s just that I had never thought  
of someone else as being the hero— 
the protagonist—the ingénue— 
the red-named one.  
 
I was 14.  
 
IV.  
 
After this earth-shattering occurrence occurred,  
we ate popcorn and watched The Butterfly Effect.  
 
I hated the part 
with the mailbox.  
 
V. 
 
Would you believe me if I told you 
I had an out-of-body experience 
on a similar trip just four years down the road?  
 
We were lying under stars and I was thinking about: 

• voices 
• anonymity  
• bodies 
• connection 

 
and suddenly I saw myself from outside myself, 
how tiny I was, how frail.  
 
And I think it was the internet that did that,  
somehow. Rewired my brain  
to perceive such things.  
 
VI.  
 
I went to see a boy in Arizona  
who went to see me in Japan 
and we did silly teenage things like photograph ourselves  
kissing in graveyards, 
eating prickly pears.  
 
We met “online.” In that opal of a space. 
The part of your eye you can see  
when you squish your eye too far. 
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It should have stayed that way.  
 
VII.  
 
I don’t really use chat programs these days. But would you believe me if I told you 
my heart skips a beat  
when text sessions go on  
for more than a few rounds? 
 
It does. My heart. It skips a beat. 
 
Because it feels like Then,  
that cocoon of self-reflection. 
 
“My hobby is introspection,” I said. “I’m not sure how to put that 
on a college application. But I’ve spent a long time  
improving.” (I was 18 when I said this, and arrogant.) 
 
Translation: 
“I’ve spent the better part of last six years  
navel-gazing astutely 
in a place you can’t see.” 
 
All this amounted to an English major. Figures! 
 
VIII. 
 
I dodged an unwanted  
conversation on the bus  
by pretending I was texting.  
 
O! How millennial! Avoidant, 
aggressive. Ferried to a job 
that lets me pay FedLoan.  
 
All of us ‘80s kids, shoveled 
like chicks. The boy chicks, I mean.  
The ones they don’t need.  
 
I stared at that phone like it was God. As if it would stare back.  
 
Almost, almost as if it were 
a human on a bus.  
 
IX.   
 
Would you believe me if I told you  
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I almost sent this text: “I am perhaps writing  
about the internet & our childhood”?  
 
God! Would you? That we still talk this way?  
 
The gap between thought and speech  
mediated by screens? By software? By $? Is this the truest  
it can get? This flickering? These fingers? I really want 
to know. 
 
X. 
 
But it is in our blood now. Inextricable as family.  
 
I will leave my body. Meet you somewhere new.  
 
 
 
 
Catherine Kyle is a Ph.D. candidate in English at Western Michigan University finishing her 
dissertation on graphic novels from Boise. She is the author/illustrator of the hybrid-genre 
collection Feral Domesticity (Robocup Press, 2014) and the author of the chapbooks Flotsam 
(Etched Press, 2015) and Gamer: A Role-Playing Poem (forthcoming from dancing girl press). 
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Laura Pavlo 
 

Suspension 
 
or the entire light-year of your adolescence, you felt like a shooting star blazing toward the 
space where oxygen and carbon dioxide meet. 
You and your dad lived near NASA until you were fourteen. When you were thirteen you lost 

your mom, but it didn’t feel astronomical because your schoolteacher said people grow stronger when 
things in life are hard. Your mom was an astrophysicist and died in a lab when a new assistant spilled 
a drop of ammonium perchlorate over a Bunsen burner. On her last morning, she sneaked a pack of 
Satellite Wafers into your lunchbox. You were called out of class during lunch that day before you got 
to the multicolored flying saucers. After you returned home from the hospital you hid the packet of 
candies in your dresser drawer because you wanted to keep fossils of her everywhere.  

You had a telescope that your dad taught you how to swivel when you were only six years old. 
Stars hung from invisible strings and tagged in your hair. Your dad put his hands on your shoulders 
and with gravity in the palms of his hands, he guided you through the galaxy. “Andromeda,” he 
whispered. Watching from the window, your mother held a coffee mug and waved when you smiled 
at her and pointed toward the friendly neighborhood constellation. 

You remember that the centers of your mom’s eyes looked like the landscapes of planets in the 
storybooks she read to you. Ridges were cut from moon cheese dyed blue and astronaut boots left 
behind dark indents at the outer edges of her irises. You wondered how many stars it took to create 
her or if she was the kind of star to fall or shoot. If you were suspended in her space, how long would 
her gravity last before your own gravity pulled you back?  
 
 
 
 
Laura Pavlo is a graphic designer and writer working in New York. She graduated from the 
University of Maryland with a B.A. in English, minor in Creative Writing and a B.A. in 
Graphic Design. Her short stories are published in The Journal of Compressed Creative Arts, 
Anomaly Literary Journal, Four Chambers Press, Stylus Literary Journal, The Walrus Journal and 99 
Pine Street. She conquered James Joyce's "Ulysses" twice, loves all forms of art and media, 
and enjoys writing about nonfictional experiences in her acclaimed and notoriously witty Yelp 
reviews.  
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Sage Kubis 
 

ways to take a beating 
 
when i say  
fuck  
you  
i want to drag it out 
when you  
fuck  
me  
i want you to drag it out 
i fuck boys who mean nothing because i’m fucking 
numb 
when the beating is done i listen to my heart 
and it says nothing 
i want to say fuck you to so many people  
i want to talk back to the guy 
who says i still look good in my paper-bag-apron-ass 
khaki minimum wage bullshit 
i want to fuck a thousand boys and feel nothing 
there’s a certain power in letting 
the wrong people touch you 
but at the same time, why bother 
letting the wrong one feel you up 
i want to feel i want to 
fly  
i want to drag my hands 
down someone else’s naked body and say  
fuck  
me  
i haven’t slept right in eight weeks. i wake up flailing sweating 
burning eyes  
i wake up ten times 
a night open eyed i can’t  
see a thing 
i want to say i’m fine. but my best friend knows because 
she sleeps in the same bed as me 
and last night 
i hit her in my sleep. 
i want to fuck  
i want to fly 
i want to live in someone else’s skin  
because mine has been uncomfortable for a week 
i want to let someone know that i’m 
under here 
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i want someone to lift up the paper bag 
i have covering my head and just say 
they see 
me 
i’m under here 
i’m choking but i’m 
alive. 
 
 
 
Sage Kubis lives in small town New Jersey. She’s currently taking a gap year to travel the 
world and write angsty poems, both of which are going well. She exists mainly on coffee, well-
written feminist rants, and burritos. In no particular order.   
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Ayah Elbeyali 
 

Classy Has Nothing to Do with Boys Like You 
 
'oh, I like lots of kinds of music. I have eclectic tastes.’ 
damn, that vocab is hot. it makes me wanna taste you. 
 
oh. 
'yeah, I like to read.’ 
seriously. sit on my fucking face. 
 
no. 
no. 
 
you’re four years younger than me, but what the hell. with that body, I can forget. 
 
cry. 
ignore it. ignore him. 
laugh. 
tell him he’s cute and brash and you like it. 
tell him you hate him. 
tell him you dated a guy who was thirty when you were eighteen. tell him he wanted to marry you. 
tell him you broke his heart. 
scare him. 
'you’re hot. I want to.’ 
then do it. let’s meet at the lake. 
I’m waiting. 
 
where are you 
….? 
 
hello? come on, you can tell me more about that band, if you want. 
 
'yeah… I don’t think I’m coming. I’m not feeling well tonight.’ 
 
wow I shoulda just stuck to trying to lick your pussy. it was so much more classy. fuck you. 
 
 
 
 
Ayah Elbeyali is a young weaver of words living on the East Coast of the United States. She 
is studying political science, philosophy, and creative writing, with a fondness for Russian 
novels. She writes about womanhood, otherness, and experiences. She is a feminist, woman 
of color, woman of steel. She enjoys good coffee, good books, and better company. She is a 
poetry reader for Vagabond City Literary Journal. You can read her work at 
steelstories.tumblr.com. Find her on twitter at @ayahbeyali.   
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Jessica Lanay 
 

Pretty Either Way 
 
henever I run into the pecan tree fields I think about the time Sally caught me, and a girl 
from church, out in the old graveyard. The red brick building sat in a tiny yard with grassy 
patches sticking up in the red clay, behind it hidden in the Spanish moss was the tiny 

graveyard filled with people no one could remember. The girl, Felicia, had asked me to come out back 
with her and I did follow her, my hands in the pockets of my pants as usual. When we made it past all 
the graves she pulled me behind a big maple tree whose roots were tearing up the graves. Felicia’s 
momma had given her thick braids down her back, as we stood there she reached around and felt my 
ponytail. 

“The old ladies in church say you are like a pretty boy like you could be a pretty boy or a pretty 
girl.” 

I stayed quiet, feeling myself blush because I had not heard anyone say that. Even though I know 
momma got mad when people confused me. She had stopped braiding my hair into cornrows at that 
point and made me wear a ponytail. Felicia stepped closer, smiling. I remember her mouth. “I think 
you pretty either way.” 

I kept still as she pressed her mouth against mine. My heart began to jump and bump in my ears 
and I tensed at first. But she smelled like oranges, and when my fingers touched her arms she felt like 
the silk stockings my grandma made me wash sometimes by hand. Just as I was about to lean in, Sally 
cleared her throat. And there she stood with her hands akimbo, in her dusty, pink, Sunday dress; her 
mouth bunched into a bow. And it was over. 
  

W 
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Americium 
 
Asimov wrote these laws 
                                  3 
do not harm them and 
obey them but - not even 
to harm them and don't 
die unless 
                                  1 and 2 
i circle these 
                   thou shalt nots 
i close in and loop out 
like Asimov's robot 
i am to mine 
americium, a 
contusion of 
radioactives detonated 
together, 
 
who invents this shit? 
 
But i am human i am 
am i human i 
know death and 
seconds 
aren't i, i know, so. 
 
do not harm - i protect myself 
except, unless 
                                  1 and 2 
 
this americium is 
molten, slippery silver, 
unsolid it chokes 
on itself like 
virus, 
 
i close in, 
i loop out. 
 
 
 
Jessica Lanay currently lives in Bronx, NY and works at a magazine for writers in Manhattan. 
She moved to the city from Macon, Georgia and was raised in different places throughout the 
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South. Themes that trickle through her poetry and short stories are female protagonists, 
internal migrations, and the investigation of violence, disappearance (of landscape or 
persons), and magic realism. Her work has been published in Five Quarterly, Acentos 
Review, Sugar House Review, Minerva Rising, As/Us, and others. She has writing forthcoming in 
Salt Hill Journal, and is happy to be included in Crab Fat Magazine. She is the founder of Jasper 
Collective, an editorial group comprised of women.  
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Chloe Hanson 
 

Life of the Goddess 
 
Perhaps your body was not a body at all 
but an ectoplasmic layer of spirit-skin  
over spirit-bones light and hollow, like a bird’s, 
and perhaps 
 
you watched those first bodies crawl  
from the ocean that was the world to the first 
green places, perhaps they were pink and soft, 
buoyed up on the backs of great oysters 
nestled like pearls. 
 
Perhaps you saw them break like brittle  
shells, white bones sharp and delicate  
pushing through skin and sinew, painted red, 
and you showed yourself to them, so that you  
too could feel, could be. 
 
Perhaps they carved your likeness in marble, 
perhaps they fashioned it from the cleaned carcasses 
of their kills.  When they gave their children to you 
run through with swords of bronze and steel, 
perhaps you grew stronger, and wished you had not. 
 
When they forgot your name, forgot  
to re-christen you, forgot the stories and the idols, 
the crumbling remnants of your image, perhaps 
you returned to the ocean they once crawled from 
and let yourself be carried off, white foam on the water. 
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For Carol 

1. 
 
I walk on the lifted edges of grass 
peeling back from earth like the wet 
pages of a ruined book; 
they rolled it out like carpet in a new house. 
They hid you in the earth like the victim 
of some Poe story, covered 
in the green rug with the lifted edge. 
You were one of the few who chose 
a standing tombstone, round-topped and grey 
like a storm cloud, like the soft, curling 
peaks of your hair. 
 
2. 
 
In the summer we picked raspberries 
checked their insides for ants scurrying 
between the red, wet walls like chambers 
of a heart.  We filled white buckets 
until mine dragged through the soft 
earth leaving a trail like that of some 
great garden snail, and rinsed them 
in the kitchen sink.  I was permitted 
a look from the top of a kitchen chair as they boiled 
and filled the kitchen with the sick-sweet smell 
that I came to associate with dying.  But in 
that kitchen you filled a bottle with the juice for me 
so I could keep the smell of Montana  
in my pocket. 
 
3.  
 
They gave us a framed photograph of your grandmother 
and a painting of two girls at the piano, 
they gave us your wedding dress--my mother was 
your only daughter--and a vinyl recording of  
The Grasshopper and the Ant.  We could not take 
the piano, the book of stories claimed by another cousin, 
the smell of raspberries in the kitchen.  They gave us 
jars of jam from 2001 and I could not remember 
if I helped you make this batch. 
Before they unrolled the green grass  
over smoothed-out earth, my mother said 
“thanks for being my mom” loud enough 
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for me to hear, though I do not think she meant 
for anyone to listen but you. 
 
4.  
 
They say my grandfather stopped smoking 
because you told him it was a filthy habit on your first date, 
but still they found you quivering on the couch 
like a scolded animal and crying while my grandfather 
stood over you and yelled, his arms blackened with pooled blood 
pants wet, face blank. 
Perhaps you got the best of him once, but he certainly 
had the last word with you,  
he took you with him when he died, you 
who my mother always called a terrific mother. 
If this is what mother means 
then I want no part in the unfurling 
of that life like grass over a grave. 
 
 
 
 
Chloe Hanson's poetry has been featured in Red Cedar Review, Driftwood Press, Off the Coast, 
and in several other publications online and in print. She lives in Logan, Utah.  
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Lynsey Morandin 
 

Incendiary 
 
e watched as his last house burned 
down around him. 
The smell of smoke had hung low in 

the air for days – maybe months, years – 
foreboding and unpleasant. The alarm had 
screamed its threat to deaf ears every day until 
the batteries were removed and the warning 
silenced. And still he stayed, even when he 
knew it was time to go when he choked on air 
and the heat became something tangible. He 
didn’t move, just knelt on the ground and 
watched the fire creep up the curtains, tear 
through walls and floorboards and everything 
he thought he loved.  

She got out before him, in time to avoid 
the flames. Perhaps she’d been gone long 
before that. 

He tells me all this as we lie on our new 
mattress, the sheets and blankets still packed 
away somewhere, forbidden. Our boxes form 
a fortress that surrounds our bed and it’s just 
me and him and no one else can get in. No one 
else can get to us. He tells me all this and I run 
my fingers over the burns that no one else can 
see, that he tries so hard to hide. I pull him to 
me and I inhale the soft smell of smoke that 
lingers in his hair, lightly brush a smear of ash 
from his face. And I can feel the heat in his 
breath, radiating from his skin, and I know he 
still smoulders inside, that he will carry that fire 
around with him and that I’ll never be able to 
put it out. That all I can do is try not to start 
another.  

Sometimes there are hints of recovery, 
evidence of things being rebuilt slowly and 
carefully. Sometimes the scars loosen up 
enough that he can smile without the reminder 
his pain brings. But then I’m distracted and I 
burn the bacon and thick,  

 
black smoke fills the room before I can 

even open a window. It stings his eyes and he 
can’t see and he can’t breathe and I’m 
struggling to open the window but it’s stuck. 
He falls to his knees and he’s screaming until I 
break the glass with my elbow and I force him 
to breathe. Then his face is in his hands and 
he’s dark with ash again and the blood running 
down my arm only deepens the black. 

It takes so long to air out our house. 
Every night before we go to bed I shut my 

eyes as tight as I can and I pray that I’ll see our 
blanket on our bed, that his skin will cool down 
enough to need some other source of heat, that 
maybe one day he’ll be able to hold me close 
beneath our comforter without burning and 
gasping for air. Every day I wake up and I hope 
to find that our fortress has disappeared, that 
our walls are enough to make him feel safe. I 
hope that he will finally unpack our books and 
our photos and our mug collection without the 
fear of them all being lost in the next fire. 

But until then I wait. I don’t use the oven 
unless he’s out and I never allow guests to 
smoke inside and I always keep a fire 
extinguisher close by. I know where every exit 
is at all times, every window and door. I keep 
bottles of water around the house and fire 
blankets hidden in each room and boxes of 
baking soda stashed in the cupboards. It’s 
exhausting, trying to stay vigilant all the time, 
but there hasn’t been a fire yet. 

And maybe, after all this waiting, just 
maybe, one day we’ll be able to eat dinner by 
candlelight. Maybe next year, or the year after 
that, we’ll roast marshmallows over an open 
flame. Maybe one day it will all have been 
worth it and I won’t be afraid to light a match. 

 
 
 

H 
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Lynsey Morandin is your typical writer/editor: drinks too much, works too little, has a cat. 
She moved from Canada to Alabama for love and now co-runs a small press and literary 
magazine called Hypertrophic. She hates flying, can never get enough coffee, and is desperate 
to see the Toronto Maple Leafs win the Stanley Cup in her lifetime. You can find some of her 
work in places like The Southern Tablet and That Lit Site, or learn more about her press at 
http://www.hypertrophicpress.com/.  
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Vivian Calderon Bogoslavsky 
 

Regreso de Sonar 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Acrylic on Canvas 

46cm x 60cm 
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Registro Visual 
 

 

Acrylic on Canvas 
100cm x 70cm 

 
 

 
Vivian Calderón Bogoslavsky is a Colombia Native born to Argentinian parents. She holds a 
bachelor’s in anthropology with a minor in history, and a postgraduate degree in Journalism 
from Universidad of Los Andes in Bogota, Colombia. She has studied art for over 13 years 
with a well know Argentinian art master as well as studies in Florence, Italy, and Fine Arts & 
Design in USA. Today she is in Madrid Spain exploring her art.  
http://www.artecalderon.com/ 
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Vassilia Binensztok 
 

Merry Place – 16th and Sapodilla 
 
I’ve seen drug dealers out here at 8am, 
In a beach chair, even with a striped umbrella. 
But it isn’t long till everyone’s outside, and 
It becomes harder to tell who’s who. 
 
Under tenements – stucco walls 
In royal purple and lime green. 
Here’s the black graveyard, where 
Almost no grass grows. There  
Are no markers either, only one 
Square block where black bodies  
And souls were put to rest after 
The hurricane in 1928. 
 
Pink flesh, grey matter, white bones 
Put here by pink flesh, grey matter, 
White bones.  Over top, they built the 
Tenements that the people sit in front of today. 
The town was called Pleasant City. 
 
I once saw a lady in Pleasant  
City – stretched out across the stairs 
On the side of a 2-story building. 
Lithe legs sliding out of tiny 
Shorts, leading to dusty feet, 
Calluses grazing the stoop, 
Bony elbows and ropy muscles all 
Draped on the concrete. 
 
A bald man rode up on a  
Bicycle and started to yell at 
Her.  Barely a tendon moved. 
I wondered if she was dying. 
She sat up. Slumped over. Slumped up. 
High.  The bald man was still yelling 
Something. It didn’t matter. 
She was dying. In the sense that  
We’re all dying. Only her dying was obvious. 
Death on display. 
Death so visible, no one noticed it any more. 
 
When young children see grown  
Children dying like this, they believe 
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That they’re not far behind.  They become 
So convinced, they give in to dying; and 
When they give in to dying, they become free 
To do what dying people do. 
 
They dying children, young and old, 
Are anonymous. Pink flesh, grey matter, 
White bones.  They soon turn into the ghouls 
That frighten the parents of the children 
Who aren’t dying in such obvious ways.  
 
 
 
Vassilia Binensztok is a writer, lover, thinker, and artist. She moonlights as a human 
services worker and psychology professor. Her writing conveys her innermost feelings and 
desires. Much of Vassilia's inspiration comes from the turmoil she experienced growing up 
in an abusive home, being orphaned, her existential philosophies, and observations of life. 
Vassilia's goal in life is to be her truest self and to inspire others to do the same. Her work 
has been featured in Hanging Loose, The Beatnick News, and Cactus Heart.   
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Amy Gaeta 
 

These actions may cause fever 
 
1. 
 
When I sip raw milk, gnaw clusters of wild fruit 
between the very teeth her tongue touches. 
Two brown bags appear on top our kitchen table.  
Supermarket strawberries and a gallon of Hood. 
A note – Because I care about you. The fat on my bones  
chews itself until lunch. 
 
2. 
 
The first trip I got the window seat,  
the May spent in Seville. I told the matador I liked his cape, 
even though his strong hands frightened me. 
All those five Euro coffees dolloped with crème went right 
to my hips  – apparently. 
Mothers can always tell. 
 
3.  
 
Let’s write poems like the Surrealists! 
Write, fold, don’t look, write. 
But she doesn't "get" it. That's  
okay, they didn't either.  
We take Klonopin and watch 
Project Runway, 
 
4. 
 
Bodies parallel, still dressed from dinner. 
Carpet fibers impressed into our skins. Slurs  
of preservation, If 
only, I regret, You’re beautiful.  
Never again will we nurse wine  
with my back jellyfished into his.  
 
5. 
 
That French minor disappeared when I couldn't translate 
the exhibit titles. So, Dad wondered aloud,  
what did you even do the last four years. 
He tries to cut me out like he's Matisse. 
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Too bad I've already done it myself. 
 
 
 
Amy recently relocated from Boston to Madison, WI to attend the Literary Studies PhD track 
program at the University of Wisconsin-Madison. Her research focuses on the intersections 
of Romanticism and Queer Theory. She grew up in Boston and received her Bachelors degree 
in Arts at the University of Massachusetts-Boston. During her time there she began to take 
seriously poetic and visual art. She now spends her free time mentally preparing for 
Midwestern Winters. 
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Steve Sibra 
 

Hostile Falcon    
 

 woke up from a dream of supersonic 
awfulness and fever was on the menu.  
I was living under a porch that was lit 

by a torch of forceful usefulness.  The name of 
the apartments was the Hostile Falcon and it 
was a part of something that was altogether 
apart.  From that point on the window 
coverings went from frosted to frosting and 
the dental bills were off the chart. 

Dirt poor as a general rule; I was ass up 
and left for dead next door to a canine school 
of bakery.  You should have seen the scene and 
snuffled the smell.  It was like subliminal hell 
and much high-handed fakery.  At the end of 
the block some miners took stock. On the 
underside of a mule they sang and rang their 
bell.  A cave-in killed their rhythm and of 
course the mule fell.  At the bottom of the 
shaft, as the beams groaned and the black dust 
laughed we all roamed into the blacker night; I 
felt somehow they would be all right.  But by 
design it was hard to tell.   

There is a new brand of darkness on the 
market now and if you sleep in it your bones 
dissolve and your flesh turns hard as rock.  It's 
a weird sensation, like liquid in all the wrong 
places.  You feel violated but still, it's aces.  It's 
like trying to tell time on Salvador Dali's clock 
with its gravity zones and melting faces. 

Suddenly the next-door dog ate a brick; 
science will tell you that we are all ninety-seven 
percent coal dust and the rest is lust.  It's fresh 
air that makes us sick.  Without a window to 
throw your morality out of, the end of the 
block is as black as the soul of a crow with a 
tar-paper skull packing a lunch.  Remember the 
poor mule and his dark bunch.  The dog's 
bones are thick but with a jack-booted kick the 
crow goes Crunch.  I like to live life in the wind, 
on fire and on a hunch.  What kind of digestion 
a brick will inflict I have no way to say - but I  
 

 
bet you a stick it will pack a good punch. 

All the foothills have lizards on top and 
below a burrow of complications and vice 
moving slow, old ant trails filled with lice then 
coated with glacial ice and snow.  We'd move 
but we could never afford to bring all the mice.  
Cold creeps through the vermin and into the 
reptile toes which snap off and then roll down 
the hills while preaching a sermon.  Just the 
thought gives the weatherman chills: partially 
cloudy with a chance of lizard digits and - oh 
yeah! Here comes the automatic ice.  Chains on 
your tires might keep the trucks shiny and nice 
and those lizard toes are tiny but they will block 
up the tear ducts and mathematics won't work 
for it more than twice. 

Next we track to the henhouse and wait 
for some clucks.  Go back to the wedding, live 
on the rice, and then wish them good luck.  
Bride's dad spent all that he had, then hung his 
head out of the rafters.  So sad.  There's a 
snapped neck but no laughter; no dancing, no 
toast and no mourning after. 

Hot animal juices come pouring out of the 
next-door dog.  Kitchen floor now sticky with 
his astonishment, waxing philosophical or so 
they say through their fog.  Looks to me like all 
work, no play, waiting for admonishment.  
They may wait all day.  Hard to keep baking 
with four feet of clay. 

Dead dog in the park lying right where 
they found it.  Cop says no clean-up; we'll just 
put signs around it.  Government workers 
arrive—some bored, some astounded.  
Another day over and a job well done; public 
decay, well-rounded bleeding and a soon 
setting sun.  It's alive, it's in concert and it 
surely is fun. 

Aforementioned ants now reside in cop's 
pants; their future is open wide so they say, let's 
dance.  Dead dog rises up and flies high in the 
air.  Pants ants don't care—they are quite hard 

I 
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to scare.  Dog lets his brick drop and snaps 
rope on the bride father neck—hard to tell 
which side died and which one paid the check.  
Back in the henhouse, the chicks are now 
nesting.  Cop kicks some tires then does some 
arresting; it's the cycle of life 'till the wheels 
come off and the license expires. 

It's time to return to the Hostile Falcon, 
crawl back under the porch and desist with the 
talkin’. Soon the sun's going down and the dead 
will start squawking.  The dream must go on 
just to keep us all walking. 

I think you heard what I said: so just quiet 
your dead; this whole thing's in your head.  Go 
to sleep now; it's morning.  Shut up and start 
talking. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Steve Sibra grew up in eastern Montana and has worked as a farmer, a copy editor for a legal 
publisher, and as a comic book dealer. During the 1990s his work appeared in numerous 
publications including Tramp, NRG, Shattered Wig Review, and Amarath Review. He has only 
recently started submitting material for publication again after a 20+ year hiatus. He currently 
lives in Seattle, Washington.   
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Katie McClendon 
 

What Love Was Left 
 
I.   
 
Which window left open?     
 
Which curtain betrayed your silhouette?  

An open window will always feel like an open door now.  
 

All the queer ladies in Seattle read about this night in the newspaper. Violence comes too close. We 
could be you, you could be any of us. We begin to check the locks on our doors, double check all 

windows latched, although 
 
no one knows which window, just that he came in 
through a window and woke you in the night,  
stood over you, naked, with his knife to your throat.  
 

Which window, which window, which window. Say it fast enough and it loses all meaning.  
 
If we find the window, even if we figure out which window, we can do nothing 

to bring you back.  
 

How you stayed up late making wedding plans.  
How he followed you home from the bar.  
How he watched you. When he asked if you were lesbians. 
 

We read the story for clues. We want to know which window so we can latch shut, keep safe. 
 
II.  
 
In the dark of your bedroom, he asked,  

Do I seem like a good person to you? 
 
Fear of the knife 
seemed a small memory,  
a nothing memory. 
 

Her fingers to his chest,  
(putting her fingers to the skin,  
to the skin, touching his skin, 
to his chest, touching his chest, 
where under his chest beat the muscle, the heart, 
where under his chest, the lungs rose and fell under bars of 
bones) 
Teresa said, 
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I am sure there is some good in here. 
 
Teresa, what love was left enough to tease  
out that measure of compassion?   
 
Or was it just the pressure of death, 
how real the words spoken? 
 
III.   
 
The knife through the neck the knife through the chest the knife through and through then  
the table through the window breaking open the window and Teresa breaking free through  
the window, pushing herself through jagged glass. Sprint to the street. As fast as Teresa  
was running—  
 

that’s how fast she fell. 
 
We lay awake imagining it. We check and recheck our locks. We look to find the window.  
Which window? Which window? 
 
IV.  
 
Jennifer’s blood hand left blood palm print on the door of the empty house. 
 
Her skin burst open, the pounding of her palm and it burst open.  
 
Open as the window he pushed through to get inside their own now empty house.  
 
Open as Teresa’s eyes.  
 
Open as Teresa’s eyes, sky turning from night,  
darkness easing, light coming slow.  
 
We want to believe it is just a trick of the eye.  
 
We want to believe we can see it coming. 
 
 
 
 
Katie McClendon has appeared in Smokelong Quarterly, Ante Review, Mare Nostrum and 
Portland Review, among others.   
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Alexander Walker 
 

YouTube A: How I Found My Identity and Information  
 

 
t was 2007. I sat down on my bed in the 
7 X 10 square feet bedroom I’d just 
started renting in Chicago. I pulled out 

my computer and powered up. My mind began 
to race-- YouTube, transgender, sex change. 
All of these terms that I’d never heard before 
were now in front of me. Earlier that week, my 
then girlfriend (now wife) had told me about 
several of her friends in college who were 
transgender and their transitions. At the time, I 
had no idea what the hell she was talking about.  

My previous experience with the online 
queer community was on LiveJournal, and I 
was a proud member of the “Boyish Girls” 
group.  My identity to this point had been as 
‘something in the middle’—no label. As I look 
back on it now, I felt like the blown wisps of a 
dandelion floating through the air. To others, I 
was a lesbian on the butch side. I’d allowed 
others to define me based on my outward 
appearance. 

My Mac computer started buzzing. On its 
last bit of battery, I opened Yahoo, typed in 
“YouTube,” hit ‘enter’ key and waited. Within 
five seconds a window of links popped up. I 
clicked on the first one. I was redirected to a 
strange page full of videos. I clicked on a few 
of the homepage links—a cat running around 
someone’s house; a demo of a self-directed 
vacuum- the Roomba? Of course the next 
video I watched was of a pack of dogs being 
goofy, the pugs were tilting their heads back 
and forth to the different intonations of 
someone’s voice. Finally, my eye diverted to 
the search button. My fingers sat on the keys 
thinking—which term should I use? I hesitated 
but decided on Transgender. I hit enter and in 
stormed a window with 10 videos—five from 
the same  
 
 

 
person. Clicking on the first video, I met 
“Mel,” a person from the southeastern part of 
the US.  

As I watched my first V-Log, my jaw 
began to drop. For the first time in my life, I’d 
heard someone else describing what it felt like 
to be perceived as a woman but not feeling like 
that identity fit them. Mel’s description 
resonated strongly with so much of my own 
experience. I couldn’t believe it. My mind 
began to race. What did this mean? How can 
this be? Had I been living under a rock? The 
ability to change from female to male exists? 
Could I possibly have a different gender 
identity? I felt like this could be a piece of 
information that could change my life.  

Mel was the first person I’d ever seen (to 
my knowledge) who was transgender. 
Watching his journey as he filmed a weekly 
video, I soon saw the changes that hormones 
had on his body. They were amazing. At the 
time, I wasn’t ready to accept why I was so 
enamored with watching these videos. My fears 
of addressing my gender identity overpowered 
my ability to accept what I knew to be true 
deep down. I was terrified of what might 
happen if I even thought about transitioning. 
Would my family accept me? Could I find 
happiness? Would I be successful in my career? 
These questions were a constant merry-go-
round in my head. I decided I needed to take a 
step back and keep this information to myself.  

Over the next few years, I secretly 
absorbed others’ stories and the 
transformation of their bodies and identities. 
Watching week to week, the noticeable 
changes were fascinating. With medical 
intervention, I watched some with quickly 
dropping octaves within a few months. Others 
were challenged to attain the changes they so 
desired and struggled while the hormones 
helped them live more authentically. Aside 

I 
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from the medical aspect of transition, I noticed 
how comfortable in their skin these FTM and 
MTF individuals became. I wanted, and hoped, 
that someday I could feel a sense of identity 
and not be a lone ranger in the middle. With 
each video I watched, the greater I felt 
conflicted about what I needed to do.  

At this time, I didn’t have a support 
network and my current therapist wasn’t well 
versed in working through gender identity 
development. Being a very shy person, I was 
too scared to reach out to others and find other 
resources. I appreciated the Internet and the 
ability to share information, but I wanted to 
keep my life offline. Instead of participating in 
videos, I watched and absorbed. Intermittently, 
when I found someone I felt that I really jived 
with, I sent them a personal message.  

I continued to watch Mel and his journey. 
He became one of the most documented 
transmen I’ve ever known. Over the years, his 
V-Logs became more about long term 
transition. He discussed the inequality of 
resources depending on where one lived in the 
US. I didn’t know if I would have accessibility 
to medical care or if I would be able to afford 
any aspect of transition. Although I still hadn’t 
decided to transition, I searched for more 
information from others navigating this 
process. I lived in a city and figured out 
through some online research that there was 
only one clinic where I could get access to 
hormones. However, I’d need to go through 
about a year of therapy and paperwork before 
I could to talk with a doctor about the medical 
aspects of transition. I simply wasn’t ready for 
that level of introspection and change. I 
continued down my journey of watching 
others.  

By the middle of 2009, there were 
thousands of videos available for viewing from 
hundreds of trans people. Each one was 
chronicling their process for transition, but the 
theme I kept hearing over and over from 
transmasculine people was: “I’ve always felt 
like a boy.” This statement puzzled me. I’d 
always felt different, but I didn’t know if I 
could describe that as feeling like a boy. I 

pushed that thought aside and continued 
watching. Every once in a while, my mind 
would come back to these stories of people 
talking about what they wore, how they craved 
being able to walk around with their shirts off, 
craved the muscle mass of a man. I’d always 
worked towards attaining a male physique, but 
were these the characteristics that make people 
male? I searched for a broader definition of 
what it meant to be FTM and others’ stories.        
  

Some of the YouTube channels have 
thousands of followers. Those whose videos 
took off seemed to have one thing in 
common—they were sharing their story. What 
began to interest me was not only the options 
of physical transition, but also how their 
transition impacted their emotional, spiritual, 
and identity development. As I went searching 
for this information, I struggled to find these 
topics being shared. Being someone who 
thoroughly researches something before 
making a decision, the lack of information 
about these non-medical aspects of transition 
presented a roadblock for me. I needed to 
know that others had transitioned and were 
successful in their relationships, careers, and 
emotional lives.  

By 2011, I was ready to seek out more 
resources that the digital voices I had relied on 
for the past five years. I had to engage with the 
community and make decisions about what I 
needed to do to be happy. Still, I struggled with 
how to meet people in the FTM community 
and would I be accepted? After a move to a 
different part of the US, I found a community 
of trans people through a support group to 
converse, discuss, debate and who define 
themselves by how they are authentically. I’d 
broken the wall that had been built from 2007 
from being an observer of the trans community 
to finally working toward acceptance of myself. 
As I walked into a room of self-identified trans 
people, my anxiety disappeared. For the first 
time in my life, I felt calm and like I belonged. 
Still, I was fearful of throwing another loop 
into what had already been a challenging 
upbringing with finally getting free from a 
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mother who had severe mental illness. There 
was no denying it I had to push forward and 
work through my identity.  

As I began a period of deep reflection, I 
took a break from YouTube, as I was getting 
more out of face-to-face connections with the 
people I had met in the support group. In 
addition, found that I could keep my personal 
and work life more private than when I solely 
interacted with others online, which as an 
elementary school teacher, was very important 
to me. In talking with individuals, I l gained 
more of the narrative stories of transition that 
I had searched for among the YouTube videos.  

Shortly thereafter, I made the decision that 
having top surgery was necessary. I logged 
onto YouTube once again and started 
searching double incision and top surgery. My 
interactions, this time, were for data collection. 
I began a spreadsheet to collect information 
about others’ experiences with different 
surgeons. What technique did they use? Did 
their work fit my goals on a body type similar 
to mine? What were their aftercare protocols? 
I wanted to see as many timelines of recovery 
as possible. I spent the twelve months before 
my top surgery watching hundreds of videos. 
Even after I chose a surgeon and paid the 
deposit, I continued to watch top surgery 
related videos. Hearing others’ stories and 
seeing their results calmed my anxieties as my 
surgery date approached. Six days post-op, I 
saw my chest for the first time. It was a 
powerful experience. 

YouTube is a powerful means of 
interaction for the trans community. It’s 
created a means of information sharing for 
people who may have never found others they 
can relate to. As I reflect back on my own 
journey and transition, I am immensely grateful 
for the trans community, especially those who 
were willing to share their stories on YouTube. 
I don’t know if I’d grown in the way I have 
without them. Although I never participated in 
creating V-Logs, I utilized them and have been 

able to connect to others through them and 
appreciate those who share their lives publicly 
to help others. In my day-to-day life now, 
YouTube is not something I utilize often. In 
times when life isn’t too busy, I check back in 
on people who I’ve followed for many years. 
I’m grateful for the resources they shared and 
the intimate look into their personal transition.  

 
 
 

 
 

Alexander Walker is a special-education 
teacher, writer, and community activist. 
He holds a B.S. in Elementary Education 
and an M.Ed. in Special Education. He is 
the co-editor and contributing author to 
the anthology Finding Masculinity: Female to 
Male Transition in Adulthood released May 
2015. You can read more of his writing 
about creating inclusive schools for 
LGBTQIA youth at evolvinggender.com.  
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Nicholas Lawrence 
 

Gnome 
 

 
Illiterately reading apparent ambiguities,  

thinking without thought,  
Gnome attacks defensively;  

answers rhetorical questions for unwilling volunteers.  
 

A 
silent 

scream, 
the  

un-heard: heard. 
 
Wordless sentences:  

figurative,  
literal.  

Ideas:  
colourless,  

green.  
 
A harmonic ambivalence  
in teleological chaos,  

Gnome discovers pre-charted lands.  
An empirical metaphysics  
one might say  

(without the use of language of course).  
 
Being,  

qua nothing,  
imposing limits on the infinite;  

a real ideality 
imprisoned freely within.  

 
A homogenous multiplicity  
forcibly accepts its 
universal particularity  
as the eternal  

– unexpectedly –  
begins its pre-determined end.  

 
Gnome sleeps furiously;  

contentless dreams  
hermeneutically obscured. 
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Nicholas Lawrence is a postgraduate philosophy student living in Stockholm. His original 
fiction has been featured by Tincture Journal and Potluck Magazine, while his translations make 
sporadic appearances on Monday Art Project. 
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Dr. Sukarma Rani Thareja 
 

Nature at IIT-Kanpur, India 
 

 
mixed media collage 

 
 

Dr. Sukarma Rani Thareja is an Associate Professor of chemistry in a PG college, Christ Church 
College, Kanpur, India. She has teaching and research experience of several years. Her works has been 
published in National/International conferences/Journal. In order to inculcate personal and creative 
interests in students she engages them in creative activities. On her part, to make students enjoy 
attending subject classes and co curricular activity classes she composes small poems, educational 
collages. This way students have an opportunity to combine general/subject information with their 
personal reactions. The collage “Nature at IIT-Kanpur, India” is her humble effort to make 
science/digital art collage popular among masses which otherwise could be monologue.   



	

	 78 

Garen ‘Lavender’ Whitmore 
 

Love Spell Ritual 
 

[Part 1: Write a spell poem for the person with whom you’re falling in love. Use nicknames and 
meaningful references. Spirit animals. Consult with them for details. Be honest. They will be 
delighted. Share it with them when you’ve written its majority.] 
 
[Part 2: Gather items for a magic bag. I chose lavender tea tree oil, a tiny rubber giraffe named 
Geraldine, a small carved and glazed stone of smooth midnight blue with spirals etched into its 
surface (given to me by my mother), my amethyst pendulum necklace, and my grounding agate slice. 
I use my pen bag, which is a tightly knit forest green winter hat with a drawstring sewn into it. It 
always also contains my small red velvet sack of chakra stones. 
Also gather yourself. Remain connected to the psychic realm. Wear meaningful clothing; including 
whatever jewelry you feel will contribute to your ritual. I wore my two favorite colors—green and 
purple. A t-shirt and my bright green vintage Dior cardigan. My other amethyst crystal, which lives 
on a necklace with a smooth shard of sea glass and a little metal cat. My Claddagh ring, my ring with 
a tiny amethyst gem, and my grandmother’s ring.] 
 
[Part 3: Meet with a performance troupe and/or spiritual cohort. Form a circle, stand or sit on 
meditation pillows, all on the same level. Place the magic bag in the center. Hand out the items. 
Caitlin B. got the lavender tea tree oil, Dani got Geraldine, Swanee got the stone heart, Gracie got 
the amethyst, Jeffrey got the agate slice, Cait T. got the chakra stones, and, finally, I realized Megan 
should have the Claddagh ring. Instruct people to use them as they feel the urge during the reading 
of the spell. Interacting with each other or the speaker. Play with the items. This is a celebration and 
affirmation of the poem’s content. The items can be passed or traded. As I read the poem, the magic 
began. Swanee decided early on to spin the stone on the floor. Dani brought Geraldine close to 
Swanee, Megan joined, and Gracie brought over the pendulum. I looked up at the third part of the 
poem and saw the spinning heart, the tiny image of one of my spirit animals, and the pendulum 
swaying directly overhead. This image is burned into my mind. As I finished reading, Caitlin B. was 
anointing hands and wrists with the essential oil. Jeff and Cait T. remained relatively solitary, playing 
with their items—which is to be expected especially when dealing with a grounding stone. 
Maintaining the energy of the circular formation.] 
 
[Part 4: Place each item back into the magic bag. As the spell maker, speaker, and partial subject, I 
took out the Claddagh ring and put it back on my finger, heart facing inward, thus sealing the spell.] 
 
[Part 5: Make sure to tell your partner about the process, to keep an ethical air and allow them to 
engage in the ritual at a distance.] 
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The Spinning Heart 
 
Pretty  prints  on  skin  of  tree 
Face enchanting  paper  screen 
Psychic   US  queers,  you  see 
Urban witch 
Rural witch 
Rich witch 
Poor 
Technological, technolateral 
Thinking 
     always 
      of 
   when we scream 
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Moonlit deity  smoke  owl 
  Charlotte’s legs 
Kōka (Sunfurawā) 
[Form Four, Sunflower] 
Anime and videogames 
Sunshine beams on your melting heart 
Every morning, every falling 
Autumn is for vampire hearts 
Sucking the red from maple leaves 
Fly through an oak horiz on 
 your way too me 
little fox hunts little duck 
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How many ways to summon you? 
Lavender witch, kitchen witch 
Amethyst  crystal Wicca 
Water   wind   and    sun 
Jacob’s cards said song 
wood heal me 
 
   a 
Leyward nd Whitward 
           Rock 
          -ies  in 
         between 
 
 
 
Garen ‘Lavender’ Whitmore is concerned with the de/construction of social norms through the 
exploration of grammars, the academic institution, the use of lateral thinking, and soft architecture as 
the impetus for an ecopoetics. They actively subsume/supersede to accept/reject the female/male 
categories of binary gender as well as the distinction between poet, artist, academic, un-professional, 
spiritual healer, trans, writer, social justice warrior. They are a co-founder of the Black Lives Matter 
affiliate “Queer Kids Care”—based in Ithaca, NY—and are in their first year of Naropa University’s 
Jack Kerouac School of Disembodied Poetics Master of Fine Arts in Creative Writing & Poetics 
program located in Boulder, CO.  
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Justin Karcher’s debut poetry collection Tailgating at the Gates of Hell and Other Poems reads similar to an 
acid-fueled trip through the Universe. The many celestial/outer space references act as a constant 
reminder of our ultimate insignificance in the Universe—a theme that some will find unsettling, but I 
found beautifully disarming. Karcher’s collection starts with the wonderfully visual and surreal “How 
to Help Your Sun Feel More Comfortable about Its Sexuality” offering wise advice on coping with 
negative emotions, “Suns need to know what it’s like to be cold, / What it’s like to hate someone so 
much / That you stay home all day making voodoo dolls / Out of dark matter hoping that with each 
pinprick / The person’s entire multiverse unravels a little bit, / Because stabbing a voodoo doll is so 
satisfying, / Because constructive anger helps us change ourselves, / Helps to change the way we see 
the bigger picture.” Each poem is accompanied by simple doodle drawings that offer a light-hearted 
break from the intensity of the verse, while also accurately illustrating the emotional impact of the 
piece. Tailgating includes “We’re Worse than Frankenstein’s Monster,” a poem that first appeared in 
Crab Fat Magazine, and offers a beautifully poetic glance of the mundane: “Sam is quiet like Tibet / 
And I wonder if he took some monkish vow of silence. / His mind must be on other things, like 
Russia invading Ukraine / Or how ISIS is recruiting fellow hipsters from England. / Blood will be 
spilled and here we are / Drunk in front an Advance Auto Parts / Like we always are on Tuesdays, / 
Trying to reassemble our bodies, / Hoping we’re put together stronger and happier.” There is an 
autobiographical feel to the poems in this collection that highlight the search for intimacy and 
connection. It’s an important thread that touches each piece and breathes life into the verse. Several 
pieces are prosaic but offer lyrical language that muses on existential questions like climate change and 
relationship dynamics. Overall, Karcher’s collection is eclectic in scope, mixing public and private life 
into a post-modern poetic cocktail. 
	

 


