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 editor’s letter 

In many ways Aonain serves as both a record and a celebration. Readers will 
most likely love and hate something in each issue. I consider this a good thing. 
If we made a book that inspired no reactions, or if we made a book where every 
piece was loved by all, I would question our willingness to take risks. If you hate 
a piece, examine why. If you love a piece, examine why. 

To my staff, thank you for your hard work and dedication. This magazine is a 
product of your commitment, hours upon hours of discussion, and your passion 
for the arts. I am honored to represent you and to work alongside each of you. 
Your thoughts and questions impress and inspire me. 

To those who fill these pages and to those who create, thank you. Keep making 
the insightful work that represents this book. I hope the Aonian will continue to 
showcase the beautiful work produced on this campus. To those who fill these 
pages and to those who create, remember: you all are making great art, enjoy it. 

Working as the editor of the Aonian for two years has been a life-changing ex-
periencee. I have learened so much—about art, about being a leader, an editor, 
a critic, and even as an artist myself. 

So take this Aonian in your hands, read it and laugh with it. Let this showcase of 
brilliant inspiring work tuck you into bed at night. But above all, 

        enjoy. 

Julia Lee McGill
Editor-in-Chief 
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 A cat killed a frog, carried it away from its home, 
and left it under a cabinet to rot. The frog’s body dried 
up, until it was a hollow shell, a frog puppet, a frog skin, 
with no remaining frog-ness inside. The cat, discovering 
the frog, worried that it was now a ghost. The cat crept 
around the edges of the room and watched the desiccated 
frog under the cabinet, turning its eyes suddenly to the 
wall and back again, to catch some hint of movement. 
As a cat, it had killed many, many frogs, and also many 
squirrels, mice, and snakes, all without thought. All only 
for the sudden bright pleasure of biting their lives away. 
In the middle of the night, the cat sat in the doorway, 
watching the frog. A human lumbered past and muttered, 
“Stupid thing. There’s nothing there.”
 A draft pushed through the room. The frog’s light 
and empty body quivered.

cat
RACHEL THOMAS
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Two-faced New Year’s:
deathbed’s birthday.
Wear civet perfume
to open all doors.
Orion is looking.
You’re young, but you’re older.
Wear green rings
to touch your lover.

Holiday, hollow-day,
egg-day or coffin-day?
Wear your hair braided
to spy in glass.
Stay up till midnight.
Watch this year eat last year.
The mirror says maybe,
whatever you ask.

first rites

CAMILLE GUILLOT

Murphy Contest First Place // Poetry
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OPHELIA

Kate Henricks
film photography, 7” x 5”
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I jumped only because I believed the crocodile’s jaws to be 
the great banks of the Nile. I crossed my legs for focus and 
my fingers for luck. I broke once I hit the crocodile teeth I 
believed to be reeds of the river. I found myself in stiff and 
tangled pieces inside. 

I found a tree branch inside the crocodile’s belly. I swam 
farther and found the tree. I found hollow sandpiper bones 
and wore them like a crown. I wondered if I’d drown or 
learn to float forever. 

I regretted taking the bird’s bones so I wove a nest from 
leopard claws and linen patches. I assembled the sandpiper 
the best I could and laid the ordered bones inside my craft. 
I let him loose and watched him drift into the crocodile’s 
core. 

WHEN I JUMPED  
Alli Dillard 
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He married her every morning until she began to divorce him 
every afternoon. Evenings became strained and he stopped 
having mornings because he stopped sleeping. He stopped 
having weddings with breakfast. He missed ceremony more 
than sanctity. He missed this one even though there were 
many others.

what makes a morning   

ALLI DILLARD

Murphy Contest Third Place // Poetry
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SELF 

Stacey Svendsen 

digital photography, 8” x 10”



18

Into the night she arrives wild eyed and heavy. Hollow boned, square 
jawed, thin lipped. She holds the gaze of coyotes and tells the beasts 
her parents are dead. On the matter of death, she is undecided. There 
is a splendid notion of an afterlife of rest and comfort, but she knows it 
won’t hold her. She rests best in sorrow. She rests best between drywall 
and plywood, tiptoeing through a house she has never lived in, across 
lives she has never met.

In the morning she is silenced by sleep. Beneath her attic bedchamber, 
the aroma of coffee rises. Our mother will load us into an SUV, and our 
father will leave for the airport. But these are things of which she will 
never know. For in her dreams, a dirt road leads to a post office, a gen-
eral store, and a jail, and upon awakening, she will hobble mules for lack 
of fences and skin rabbits for lack of food.

When evening falls, we hear her. Her footsteps are her only form of 
speech, and she paces back and forth across our ceiling; she is deliber-
ate. Her steps intensify as the sun falls. She grows restless. We call to 
her, but she will not answer. Soon she will leave us, to chase dry creeks 
and night sounds. Home she will come in the morning, weary, broken 
hearted, without answers, and without rest.

only this house can hold her:
 the ghost that lives above us

COURTNEY BASS
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 An ornithology teacher captured a mourning dove and put it in 
a barrel. He was not an unkind man. He made holes in the top of the 
barrel to let air in, but also, and more importantly, to let the throbbing 
song of the mourning dove echo out. While he listened to the mourning 
dove he found that his hands, all on their own, reached out through the 
air in front of him, trying to wrap themselves around something that he 
could hardly name, although when he tried to he found that he fell so 
quickly into abstraction that none of his students could follow him. He 
would invite them over to see the mourning dove, but they could only 
catch glimpses of it through the small holes in the cover of the barrel. 
When one of them suggested that he put the dove in a glass case and use 
it as a display in his classroom, labeled “how to identify the parts of the 
wings of a bird,” he refused. The barrel, he explained, was the only place 
for the mourning dove, because it caught and echoed the bird’s song in a 
way that no glass or plastic or metal cage could. They went away unable 
to understand. 
 

THE BIRD IN THE BARREL 

Rachel Thomas

Murphy Contest Third Place // Prose
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 Long after retiring, in the last hours of his life, the mourning 
dove ceased to sing. The former ornithology teacher felt as if his heart 
had ceased to beat, as if for years the organ had secretly taken its mea-
sure from the mourning dove, and now the metronome had stopped. 
In some desperation, he pried open the top of the barrel, and lifted out 
the mourning dove. He set it down in the back garden, in the morn-
ing sun, and waited. At first the bird sat confused, wings spread like an 
ornithological drawing, unable to remember the correct contraction of 
muscles and push of force needed to fly. Finally, it limped and hopped 
its way into the line of hedges against the side of the house. The teacher 
leaned down and peered into the shadows, but he could catch no glimpse 
of the mourning dove, and he wondered if it had crept into the hedge 
to die. Then, from within the shade of the branches, the bird began to 
sing, so that the leaves and twigs of the bushes rustled with its voice, and 
the air throbbed with it. Compelled, the ornithology teacher reached to 
the sky, as high as he could, bird-pecked fingers cracking with the effort 
to stretch further, and further. Tears trickled down his cheeks, into the 
loose, lined skin of his throat. He felt as if the sound would never end, 
and could never end, and must never end, as if the minute it did his heart 
would burst with the deep wistful punctuated echo of it. And then the 
bird fell silent. The silence closed over the ornithology teacher like river 
water, flowing up to cup and cover his shoulders, the round dome of his 
head, and the expression that could not be expressed without falling into 
hopeless abstraction that was still etched into the motionless contours 
of his face
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sweep clear the ocean

AUDREY LLOYD

  collage, 18” x 20”
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one hidden in the sky

AUDREY LLOYD

collage, 17” x 21”



I don’t know who Valerie is or was -

probably was -

but when I imagine her, she looks like the girl who sat across from me. 
Lanky like a basketball player, but with curves in the right places like the 
girl who looks just right in any prom gown. Hazel eyes that don’t demand 
attention like obnoxious bright blue, but make you remember them long 
after they’ve looked away. Dirty blond hair that is effortlessly straight.

I find two things about this last observation odd, but yet not so odd in 
retrospect:
 
 1. I have always imagined Valerie with a full head of long hair.
 2. We call hair that so gracefully blends two or three shades of 
color DIRTY.

I don’t know. Even though it was pulled up in a ponytail, her hair looked 
anything but dirty. The girl across from me sat with her parents on a 
bench - complete with a dedication plaque like the rest of the benches 
in The Valerie Center - which reminds me of a third oddity:

 3. People paint indoor benches to look like outdoor benches, as if 
you will forget.

VALERIE

Sami Kennedy 
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Murphy Contest First Place // Prose



Maybe it’s because a lot of people in hospitals don’t really get outside 
much, I don’t know, but I do know her dirty blond hair did not look 
nearly as dirty as my brown hair, which was in shambles in a messy bun. 
I’ve always hated my hair, but it felt wrong to hate it here. There were 
two bald children throwing markers, two parents sternly telling their 
bald children not to throw markers, and a teenage boy fiddling with 
an IV pump attached to his arm. All attracted my attention, naturally. 
Mostly, though, my eyes went between my lap and the girl with the dirty 
blond hair, up and down. An alternation between acceptance and denial.

I do not know if her hair actually looked as angelic as I remember, but if 
it did, it just happened to fit the story I wanted to tell from the moment 
I walked in the door. The story of a visitor, an outsider, a foreigner, me 
– a rare witness in a place where I knew few leave as they entered. And 
the title:

EVERYONE AND EVERYBODY HERE IS BEAUTIFUL           
BECAUSE THEY COULD DIE

(except me)

But when you really think about it, everyone in the world is going to 
die. There are people who we call terminal in the medical system be-
cause doctors say they are definitely going to die. But you, too, are defi-
nitely going to die.

There’s such a to-do about Cancer, and it is terrible, but I am more 
scared on a regular basis of Humanity than I am of Cancer. Because 
Humanity is a disease that makes you forget you even have it.

***

It was winter break of my freshman year of college, and I had had blood 
taken before, blood that was never mentioned again - as if it disap-
peared into a ‘tainted blood’ bank in the depths of the hospital. I have 
blood taken every three months because my body is crazy and annually
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tried to kill itself while I was in high school. In the medical world, this 
is known as an

 au•to•im•mu•ni•ty = a disease caused by antibodies or lympho-
cytes produced against substances naturally present in the body

In my world, this is known as

 seriouslynotnow can you tell I have a life.

Spoilers: it can’t. I cannot draw, but if I could, I would draw it as a mon-
ster. I think it about it sometimes like a scarier version of Cookie Mon-
ster, and I know that sounds really dumb and contorted, but I think it’s 
because my disease is in my intestines, so you know, it’s kind of fitting. 
And, when I see my blue freaky blood-covered bitch of a monster, it 
has sharp red claws and it’s always scraping. Even when it’s sleeping, 
scraping down the lining of my intestines. It hasn’t woken up and done 
serious damage in years. I’m in what they call a

 re•mis•sion = a diminution of the seriousness or intensity of  
            disease or pain; a temporary recovery,

temporary being the key word because I always expect it to wake up 
(see above re having a life and its interruptions of that being terribly 
inconsiderate). But even now when it’s sleeping, I know it’s not harm-
less. I don’t know how exactly, but there are times when I have a touch 
of pain or I see a drop of blood and I just know - it’s not woken up, but 
it’s scraping again.

And I feel guilty every day for not just enjoying what I have. For imagin-
ing the monster alive. But I do.

So, it was winter break of my freshman year of college, and I was giving 
my tri-monthly donation of four tubes of blood.
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I do this every three months or so to make sure my immune cells are 
under control and my medications are at an okay dosage because they’re 
kind of dangerous. But rule one of the Dangerous Medication Club is 
you never talk about being in the Dangerous Medication Club. I’ve had 
my blood drawn loads of times before. Sometimes I joke I could take 
the needle and just do it myself. But that’s against the rules. And then 
a day or two days later, I always have an appointment with my gastro-
enterologist where she never mentions it. Because it’s always fine, and 
rule one.

But this blood was different. If you look into a doctor’s eyes when she 
speaks, even if her words are cold and technical, you can see her human-
ity. I have only seen pity in my gastro’s eyes twice - once as she held my 
hand before I collapsed under anesthesia, and this time, when she broke 
the news about my red cells.

My main med kills off some of my white cells before they can fully ma-
ture to keep my ‘bad cells’ - immune cells that attack me instead of real 
enemies like viruses and bacteria - in check. But it’s not very selective 
and so it kills off baby red cells and baby platelets and etcetera, too. In 
higher doses, it’s one of the most commonly used anti-leukemia drugs. 
It is ironic that a drug that can kill cancer, can cause cancer - but like so 
many, this one can.

Rarely, but it can. If my monster has a hobby, it seems to be hitting the 
Rarelys - at least more than anyone ever expected my monster to.

Other people’s monsters are expected to be dangerous.
(but not mine)

My red cells were too big. Very big. Bigger than she’d ever seen red cells 
in a patient. Which is Doctor Speak for

FUCK
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 ***

The morning I walked into The Valerie Center, I had two goals:

 1. Do not look at my mother
 2. Pay attention because this could be interesting and, obviously, 
you will never be back here again.

The words

 THE VALERIE CENTER

were printed in bold, colorful letters above the doorway. Below that, 
there were more words:

 Center for Cancer and Blood Disorders

The Valerie Center has its own waiting room, separate from the pediat-
ric outpatient waiting room where I usually wait for my gastroenterolo-
gist. If I feel too old in the peds waiting room because of the omnipres-
ent children’s cartoons, I felt doubly uncomfortable on the benches in 
The Valerie Center’s waiting room. There was exactly the aura you’d 
expect. On the floor, a child life specialist was entertaining a little boy 
with no hair peeking out of a baseball cap. He kept asking for his par-
ents, and she kept telling him they were in a meeting with the doctors 
(plural), and all I could think was

FUCK

There was no sign that said that anywhere, but I assume it’s an under-
stood. If you have walked through the doors of The Valerie Center and 
are older than fourteen, you have said fuck at least once. My mother sat 
next to me, wringing her hands. She didn’t say it either, but I felt it in her 
(without looking at her face). When my gastro had referred us to Valerie, 
I thought both of us knew what she meant. But I can still see my mom
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crouching beside the bathtub a week later washing clothes when Val-
erie phoned, and I can still remember her face as she asked them to 
repeat what department they were. I remember walking away think-
ing that this was the third time in five years we had had a cancer scare 
with me, and wondering when it wouldn’t be a scare anymore, and feel-
ing really shitty about the whole thing.

I’ve told you already about the girl with the long blond hair across from 
me, so yeah, I kept looking but not looking at her. Because I think 
there’s only one thing more awkward than trying not to stare at the kids 
with no hair - and that’s staring at the only other girl with hair. Together 
on these two benches, there five of us - myself, my mother, her, her fa-
ther, and her mother - and we all looked nervous. They had clearly just 
returned from blood draws because her arms were bandaged (multiple). 
And I just kept thinking

SHE IS ABOUT TO FIND OUT SHE HAS CANCER AND I 
DON’T BELONG HERE

But we were both there, her and me. They say you go into denial to 
protect yourself, and even though I knew there were 10 reasonable and 
10 unreasonable explanations for why my red cells were ridiculously vo-
luminous, only two or three of which were directly cancer, remember-
ing the look on my mother’s face beside the bathtub makes me wonder 
why I never imagined how my blond haired don’t-look-but-okay-kind-
of-look-now-but-quickly friend saw me that morning.

To her, I was probably the poor unfortunate one.

***

The doctor asked if I knew what leukemia was, and my mom was 
strangely mute, so I just said yes. And he told us about it and all the 
things we would do to make sure it wasn’t but that we didn’t need to do 
yet because,
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For Now,

it was better to just Watch ’n Wait. Because my platelets were kind of 
low and my red cells were kind of really freaking big for me, a person 
taking it for

Not-Cancer,

but a bone marrow biopsy isn’t the type of thing you do for a fun after-
noon out, so we would just would check my blood every month until he 
could be reasonably sure everything was cool.

Meaning,

they couldn’t get any larger.

He explained it was probably just the chemo chasing down my cells be-
fore they could mature. He called it, specifically,

The Chemo.

It was, likely, Just The Chemo.

I knew my medicine was chemo – used for Not-Cancer, but still chemo.
I knew people got pancreatitis and hair loss and ulcers and bad things 
from it, but
I knew me.

That was not me.

To me, it was not chemo. It was My Drug, which is not chemo. When 
he called it The Chemo, it was like I was being diagnosed again with my 
autoimmunity, lying close-to-naked on a hospital bed. There is some-
thing about being eighteen, and hearing that it’s Just Your Chemo doing 
something, and realizing that one day you are going to die.
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And because
 
 • you have a disease that sometimes causes cancer, and
 • you were diagnosed so young, and
 • the inflammation has always been in the same spot, and
 • you take a medication that sometimes causes cancer, and
 • you have a family history of cancer, and
 • you’re eighteen and have had three cancer scares since you 
were fourteen (one that nearly brought your father home from China)

you are probably going to die from cancer. Or at least you think you are.

And I don’t think I said much about that day ever again because when I 
thought back on it, all I could think was how I let a killer into my body 
every day. Two murderous pills. And I have to because I’d probably die 
of an exploding colon if I didn’t. And, once again, I felt terribly shitty 
for my poor parents who dreamed, in 1992, of a daughter and got me. 
Admittedly, there are lots of good things about me, but the Not-Cancer, 
sometimes understood as Not-Yet-Cancer, isn’t my best trait.

***

I don’t know who Valerie is or was, but I hope she IS. I don’t know. I 
know that one day, she didn’t think she had cancer either. And I don’t 
believe there’s a god, but sometimes I wonder if somewhere there’s 
someone that marks us all in our pre-born spirit state with little round 
stickers. Some say Stroke. Some say Car Crash. Some say Heart Attack. 
Most just say H - for Humanity, the biggest killer of them all. And may-
be mine says Spider Attack, but maybe, just possibly, it says Cancer. And 
I think sometimes that this is all just practice for me. For the real thing.

I didn’t not look at those kids in the waiting room because I pitied 
them. The reason I didn’t look is because I think pity is atrocious. If 
you pity someone else because you think that they will die, you have 
forgotten that the essence of life is that we all die. And maybe the way
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we go comes on little round labeled stickers, or maybe it’s just luck - 
but we all go somehow, sometime.

Two years later, Valerie doesn’t call with blood test results anymore, 
because

my red cells didn’t get any bigger.
I didn’t need my bone marrow tested.

I don’t have cancer.

Sometimes, when I think back on January, freshman year, I think of 
the other girl in the waiting room.

The other girl with hair.

Though I’d have no way of knowing,
I hope she doesn’t either.
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superficial

ANNA PIERATTINI

watercolor, 23.5” x 18”
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She says she collects stories and calls herself an artist. 
She suggests that we ask her about them. This so we can 
avoid becoming pigeon holed she says but I know what she 
is after. So  Shhh!  Keep your open mouth closed. Keep 
your words close. After all, they are your words—not 
hers. It’s easy to lose track of these things sometimes. 
Like leaving the lights on in your sad house when you’ve 
gone nowhere in the night. Or like sewing mismatching 
buttons back onto to sweaters so it can open and close 
again.  So shhh do your words a favor—shut them inside. 
Keep yourself shut in. Stay strong stay silent stay quiet 
if you want to stay to you. Collaboration, she spews like 
hot stream out of kettle she says is for tea. Don’t you 
remember? She said it honestly, in the beginning. She is a 
collector of stories—so go ahead and ask her about them. 
Ask Ask Ask away. Ask about her stories until you have 
become one of them. Until you have benefitted and col-
laborated into the wide white nothingness of thin air.

the story stealer 
EMILY SMITH
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DYLAN PAUL LISKO

Hannah Freeman 
film photography, 11” x 14”
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	   d
  perke 

as a vibration caught 
on the line

she   stealthily   slipped 
past a door that barely 
  moved

 and hunched 
      low 
along the floor then
     dart!
       dresser-
       on top;
       down 
       under-
       clever
       predator

        eyes leer out
dead space
open no man’s 
land ahead

vibration 
        a click
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FISHING WHISKERS
Jana Edwards
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 now closer
 behind that table
 unseen but not

 knowing what’s coming is worse

 vibration 

        her body reels
           down
           while the shoulder blades
                    crank    back,

inch
by silent inch,

smoothly ascending
up        and        in

under the sleek
white-
black

polka dot
fibers

vibration 

one forward
wriggle 

of an end

one pause
then

        dash
     leap! 
   tangle
           in air
               turn
     twist
       to slip
       on
         a sleek!surface
and
bang 
into 
wall
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He hangs sparrows from nooses around his neck and feels 
the strings shake every time a sparrow’s wings flap against 
his chest, until the shakes fall limp when the wings can’t 
move anymore, but once the wings can’t move anymore, 
his own heart beats faster, fast enough to vibrate his neck 
strings and jolt the sparrow bodies to the rhythms he 
makes without purposefully making, which causes him to 
wonder if those sparrows had ever been hung at all, or if 
they’d soon wake and fly up over his shoulders and neck 
connected by the strings that tried to kill them, only now 
it’d just be a reason to stay together since sparrows can’t 
hold hands maybe tied together with strings is the clos-
est they can be, closer than raindrops when they come 
together to pool in the deep middles of sparrow nests, 
the space between warm eggs that lay next to each other 
in the small puddles, beaks pressed against beaks during 
meals, dirt to dirt in that same rain that makes mud, and 
closer than he can ever be with those birds even if he 
wears them in a way like a necklace over the sharp angle 
of his neck, until his one sharp neck angle snaps into two 
pieces like twigs sparrows use for their nests, like twigs 
they’ll pull from the mud, until his neck breaks for good 
like the birds’ necks broke, except this time his heart 
can’t beat fast enough to bring him back.

SPARROW TIES
Alli Dillard
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glass rose 

GRACE OXLEY

photogram, 11” x 17”



39

supine boy 

CARL NAPOLITANO

raku-fired ceramic, 21”x 9”x 4”
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 Sigrid is as long as my last girlfriend was tall—five feet and four 
inches. My last girlfriend wanted a diamond that I couldn’t give her; Sig-
rid has twenty-five diamonds, dark brown and jagged, running down the 
length of her back. My last girlfriend played piano all hours of the day 
that filled my ears like blackberries in a tin bucket. Beethoven, Chopin, 
and Bach. Sigrid only plays her rattle and only when she is threatened. 
Currently, she is silent. 
 Sigrid is cold blooded, just like my last girlfriend. Sigrid is slender 
and flexible just like her too. My last girlfriend ate kale chips and humus 
from the organic aisle at the groceries, but Sigrid eats small animals like 
rats and bullfrogs. Those are organic too. My last girlfriend left me when 
she moved away to New York for grad school to become a composer. 
Sigrid, however, is with me now in my bedroom. She is coiled beneath 
the bed my last girlfriend and I used to share. I hope she doesn’t find any 
remnants from my last girlfriend under there, like a tube of lip balm or 
maybe an old love note. I don’t want her to be jealous.
 Sigrid is as lethal as my last girlfriend was heartbreaking. But 
that’s all in the past, right? Sigrid is my new girlfriend now. She crawls up 
one of the four posts of the bed and slithers onto the mattress where I 
lay naked, ready for her. I hope I don’t offend her with my mammalian 
warmness. My last girlfriend lost her virginity to me, and I to her. Sigrid, 
I can tell, is no virgin. She knows what she’s doing. She has done this 
many, many times before. But just like my last girlfriend, I forget to tell 
her not to use teeth.

DIAMONDBACK 
Carl Napolitano



A story is invented about a sleeping spell and a kiss and true love. This 
is meant to erase the rather unsavory aspect of him attempting to cart 
your body off to the castle, glass coffin and all, and jostling the piece of 
apple you’d choked on. All the land swoons at the tale of the prince and 
his princess while you swallow down the vomit that comes half from 
the idea of him being your true love and half just from the idea of him.

As it turns out, a relationship based on the fact that he thinks you make 
a rather lovely corpse is not a particularly substantial one. You tell your 
therapist you think he lacks depth and she asks you what you mean by 
that. You say nothing and distract yourself with the small mirror you 
keep in your purse.

It would be one thing if he were just a rich perverted idiot. That’s not so 
different from your father or any other royal you’ve encountered really. 
You’ve been raised for style above substance, the lot of you. Your dear 
dead mother’s dearest wishes for you had been little more than that 
you be beautiful and have oddly specific coloring. A princess is meant 
to be beautiful and sweet and keep her mouth shut. Until she outlives 
her usefulness or becomes queen or both. If all you had to do was nod 
along to his idiocy and choke back your every thought you think you 
could do that.

It’s the blackness in his heart that makes you squirm. You didn’t notice 
it at first but as time has gone on it’s become impossible to ignore. It 
started small, or smaller anyway. He called the boys little beasts and 
wouldn’t allow them to come to the wedding. Dwarfs come to court as jest-
ers, not guests. You bit your tongue until it bled and wound up with a spot 
of red on your wedding dress during one of your fittings.

LIPS RED AS BLOOD  
Madeline Newchurch 
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Then the wedding came and without your knowing he invited your 
stepmother. They’d grabbed her at the door and slipped her into hot 
iron slippers, making her dance around the room until she fell into a 
pile of dead body on the floor. The guests laughed like they were at a 
bear-baiting and he had looked at you with a wide-eyed grin, seeking 
your approval. It’d been a gift. He thought it would please you.

She had been a kind woman once, your stepmother. She had held you 
when it thundered and braided your hair. Somewhere a long the way 
she’d been convinced that her beauty was all she had to offer. Her kind-
ness had broken down into bile and she couldn’t swallow it down any-
more. You hadn’t understood it then. Innocent and pretty and the apple 
of your father’s eye, your gaze towards her had been dead-eyed and non-
comprehending. It must have been endlessly annoying.

After the wedding you burn your pretty white dress with the single spot 
of blood in a fit of rage. He looks at you like a wild animal that needs to 
be broken in then sends you reeling across the room with a shove. You 
do not loose your temper again. Instead you demurely ask if you might 
rescue some of your things from your stepmother’s castle before they 
torch the place. He generously concedes to this.

The only thing you retrieve is a full-length, gilt mirror. It hangs in the 
center of your bedchamber behind a red curtain. More and more now, 
you pull the curtain back and stare into the depths of your own eyes.

Mirror, Mirror, on the wall: Who’s the fairest of them all?

The answer gives you more comfort than you’d like to admit. You won-
der what you’ll do when it changes.
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hungover 

RACHEL RIBANDO-GROS

silver gelatin photography, 8.5” x 8.5”
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where is the honeycomb   so lush   yet fine  with the little 
bit of space  somewhere in the cracks  and in the space  
the delicious  goo  lives  shhh   you said to me   when I 
cried out   in shallow evening  you pet my hair  with an 
old comb   because your father  and love  but  why then  
when the last strands of hair  have left   will you remem-
ber  how we sat  hours  days  lifetimes  but really  one sin-
gular blink  and that was that    intention lost somewhere 
between  cricket sounds   and                   silence                              	

YOU SPEAK OF TREASON 
BUT ALL I SEE ARE FLOWERS

Kenna Tuggle 
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FACES I 

Henry Barker 

acrylic, 20” x 10”
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acrylic, 15” x 10”
FACES II

Henry Barker 
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I ONCE KNEW A MAN

Kat Neilson

photography, 8” x 11”
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a flower 

There is a flower in
my yard.
It wants to go
outside
the yard.
It can’t go
outside the
yard because
it can’t
walk.

EMILY HOLMES
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Jesse sat down with spinach and mushrooms in front of Tom who was 
using a fork to eat pasta.

“Hey,” Tom said.

“There’s a song stuck in my head. I think it’s making me depressed . . . 
like I don’t have control,” Jesse said.

“Aren’t you going to put dressing on your salad? Do you usually do that? 
Or  do you usually put dressing on it, I forgot,” Tom said.

“I was going to, something happened. I usually do. It was like I just knew 
it would be bad, existentially.”

“Oh. You should vote on something.” Tom said, injecting 1/4 gram of 
white  heroin from a 60 cubic centimeter syringe. “Once I voted against 
expanding maximum bond maturity from 20 to 45 years.”

Jesse was using a fork to eat spinach and mushrooms. He ingested 1/2 
gram of MDMA.

“I feel like we should either talk about something or not,” Tom said.

“Yeah,” Jesse said.

“You know how when it’s raining there’s always someone who says ‘you 
know you actually get wetter if you run through it than if you walk?’ 
They just can’t fucking comprehend human experience at all.”

“Yeah?” Jesse said.

CAFETERIA
Ryan Bry
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“It’s not about the amount of discomfort you feel, it’s about the time in 
which you feel it. They should get water tortured.”

“Yeah,” Jesse said.

“How’s that thing you were reading?” Tom asked, squeezing two drops 
of pure LSD-25 into his right eye.

“I feel like the editors thought that typos were essential elements of the 
text,” Jessie said, squeezing two drops of pure LSD-25 into his right eye.

“Do you notice anything?” Tom asked, squeezing one drop of pure LSD-
25 into an open mosquito bite on his left forearm.

“I think so . . . wait, yeah. There’s a person who looks like a buffalo but 
gives off the feeling that it’s really a pine tree that keeps walking into 
the wall and making the same sound,” Jesse said, swallowing 14 fluid 
ounces of balsamic vinaigrette.

“Yeah, I saw that too. Wait . . . so it’s not working,” Tom said, ingesting 
250 milligrams of Zoloft and emptying the 10 cubic centimeter dropper 
of pure LSD-25 into his pasta.
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crow

ANNA PIERATTINI

watercolor, 19” x 16.5”

Art Department Visual Art Contest First Place
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I have chased my orgasm across twenty six states of America. It escaped 
me when I least expected, after months of reclusive behavior. I have 
not told a lie since I skidded onto the streets of Flint, Michigan wear-
ing only a towel, while the devil beat his wife in the sky, flashing my 
ass at the good solid breadbasket folk who had never seen an orgasm 
fleeing its keeper. The wind carried it far from me. There has not been 
any time for lies on this whirlwind excursion, me tracking it to its last 
known destination (sometimes in unexpected places, like pizza parlors, 
beauty salons, innocuous coffee shops) all up and down the Midwest. I 
had to be up front with people. Hello, pardon me, I am here looking for my 
orgasm have you seen it? It fled east and I lost the trail for a while. I spent 
some time in Florida, in the orange groves and guava orchards, only 
half-hunting. When I stumbled upon two dragonflies copulating, I re-
membered the ache I was missing. Sleep and appetite eluded me, I felt 
my deadened pulse quicken again. In the middle of the night, I left for 
Connecticut and got there on two tanks of gas. The royal firs dissuaded 
my hunt with the rustling of their needles, shh, shh, no one orgasms here, 
shh. In West Virginia, I crawled from the coal mines smudged black and 
grey.  I avoided Philadelphia and its noise pollution, knowing my orgasm 
required its silence. Just outside Boston, I heard tell that my orgasm had 
been spotted in the white sand at the bottom of Alabama; a contradic-
tory source located it in the silt loam of Maine. There were some close 
calls. I brushed against it in Kansas City but it dissolved before I could 
find my rope. In  stale motel rooms in Memphis and Columbus, my or-
gasm filtered through the door like warm breath, taunting me. During 
the New York hurricane, we drifted past each other, helpless, clinging 
to government issued life rafts. When I had wrung the Hudson from my 
hair, I redoubled my search. I have yet to come so near again.

PURSUIT 
Lindsay Lloyd

Murphy Contest Second Place // Hybrids



efflorescence

HARRISON STRANG

watercolor, 8” x 10”
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One time I absentmindedly grabbed one of those flowers 
that closes and opens while closed and there was an insect 
hidden inside it, the stinging kind, and it nicked me on the 
hand, making my index finger swollen for one day or maybe 
two. Think about all the spaces inside the human body that 
you could explore if you were as small as to fit inside a flower 
closed. Imagine all the ways you could enter! A nostril, your 
mouth, the vulva, my anus.  See, you could nestle your little 
self within me and when I absentmindedly touch myself, dis-
turbing your slumber, you could sting me. You could make me 
swell like a river in a rainstorm. Picture me ten times the size 
I am now, purpled like that closed flower, so bloated I can’t 
even move. That is how you make me feel.

SWOLLEN 

Carl Napolitano
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Murphy Contest Third Place // Hybrids
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i.
Old age had dimmed his eyes
but they still had that twinkle,
a mischievous wink
only for me to see.

His hand reaching out for the salt shaker,
the tremor spilling too much on his steak,
was always followed by an innocent glance 
towards Grandma’s frown – 
it was a good excuse.
He always wanted more salt.

One glass of white wine,
‘from the old home’ and meat – 
‘That’s what makes a meal.’

Later when the others sat talking
by coffee and cake – ‘too sweet’ – 
he’d sit back to listen
and watch his family unfold.

ii.
You’d never know he was a hero
from the way he told it,
and only if prompted.
It was Grandma who filled in the 
blanks.

His father was shot on the family farm
by his own churl – 
the war had turned against him.

He went back for the ones
that hadn’t made the last train north,
the front sweeping the country.

Under the night and his only white 
sheet,
he got them
one by one,
melting into the snow
again and again
for family, then friends,
night for night
into the camp
he’d so narrowly escaped.

He was lucky, he’d say.
When he was finally ratted out
the front was upon them – 
and they forgot he was to be shot.

FAST TRAINS 
Evelyn Roth
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iii.
His frostbitten purple ears
and hollow cheeks
still told of the five years
as prisoner of war
that he never talked about.

Or the other five years he spent
working off his train fare north
to find his mother and sisters – 
building the house we sat in,
to get them out of the barracks.

But his hands remembered,
welts and rheumatism layered
over the scars of a story
that he did tell,
with a laugh in his eyes
and a chuckle in his voice:
The day the teacher caught him
splitting the ends of the fresh 
reeds
to soften the other boys’ beat-
ings.

iv.
It was always there –
that gleam in his eyes,
like when he defeated me in chess
again and again
out there between the daffodils
in the backyard that spring,
Dvořák spilling out the open win-
dow,
his trembling hand
knocking over my king.
Checkmate.

If I gained enough momentum for 
him,
he’d stride out straight and proud
in his Sunday suit
towards Grandma’s worried scowl,
a grin on his face.
He’d hold onto my arm, stumbling 
forward
and waiting for reflexes
to override the Parkinson’s – 
‘An old man’s not a fast train.’



 They broke camp before dawn, the thin edge of light a glowing 
promise behind the hill. While Zeke tumbled out of the truck bed and 
stood yawning on the damp scrubby grass, the river murmuring below, 
Dale dug through the paper fast food bags in the passenger’s seat well, 
finally unearthing a battered tackle box.
 It had taken ten hours driving north to get to his ex-wife’s new 
suburban mansion to pick Zeke up. He’d been surprised when he saw the 
boy waiting in the yard, hunched over a comic book. Zeke had grown in 
the four months since he’d last visited. Shooting up like a weed, like all 
the men in their family. They’d stood in the yard and talked, or, at least, 
Dale had talked and Zeke had nodded, until his ex-wife came out to call 
Zeke in for dinner.
 She hadn’t let Dale in the house. As if his work boots might leave 
prints that her new husband would have to look at, compare his shoe 
size to. So he’d slept in the back of the truck, wrapped in a heavy wool 
blanket with a tarp spread over it, and in the morning he’d finally been 
allowed inside to take the required dose of her venomous disdain. His 
last child support check had been three weeks late, he was too old to 
not have retirement savings, he was setting a bad example for Zeke. 
Before they left she said to the boy, loud enough for him to hear, “Call 
me anytime, honey, let me know if your dad’s not feeding you right or if 
you just want to come home.”
 All of that was far away now, though, almost another country. He 
pulled the fishing poles out of the backseat of the truck. Zeke, named 
Hezekiah for Dale’s father, wriggled while Dale pinned his newly pur-
chased license, a bright paper square, to the boy’s shirt back. He yelped 
when Dale accidentally stuck him with the safety pin, and glared at his 
father’s quick admonition to man up.

THE FISHING TRIP 
Rachel Thomas
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 “How long are we going for?” he asked. Dale saw him glanc-
ing into the truck’s cab. He’d been playing games on his cellphone the 
whole drive down, until the battery died. Dale had told him they might 
get a chance to charge it later.
 “Can’t say that ‘til we get there,” Dale said, leading the way down 
the steep bank.
 This was an unsatisfying answer, and Zeke fell into a heavy si-
lence, holding his fishing pole low as they walked along the rushing clear 
riverside, so that it came near to scraping more than once. Black water 
spiders surfaced and then disappeared among the stones beneath their 
feet.
 After an hour or so they came to the spot, a wide bow of shad-
owed water that deepened at the far edge into a pool. While Zeke un-
folded chairs Dale opened the tackle box and, with all the ease and rev-
erence of long ritual, fitted hooks, disguised with bright luring colors, to 
each line. He looked up at a hollow clapping to see Zeke smacking the 
water with a fallen branch.
 “What the hell are you doing over there?” Dale set the fishing 
rods down and leapt up. Zeke said nothing. Dale pointed out over the 
water, which was just beginning to catch the sun.
 “Don’t you know anything at all? Don’t you remember anything I 
taught you? You’re scaring all the fish downstream into somebody else’s 
net.”
 Zeke met Dale’s frown, still silent. Then, purposefully, he hauled 
back his arm and let the branch fly, almost the perfect curve of a line 
casting. It splashed down in the middle of the river and bobbed away 
downstream.
 Dale pressed his hand to his side. His father would’ve smacked 
him up the head for a maneuver like that, but his father had never gone 
through a custody battle.
 “What’d you do that for?” he asked, hoping that each word would 
land like a blow across his son’s ears.
 “I don’t like fishing!” Zeke’s voice cracked, he shouted so loud. “I 
don’t like it here.”
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	 What was there to say to that? Dale knew what his father would 
say, or rather he could imagine. You don’t like it here, boy? Don’t you 
know this river will be flowing, choked with shit or clear as glass, when 
we’re all dust and gone from here? Nobody cares whether you like it or 
not.
 Dale looked at Zeke and said none of it. What use was his father’s 
voice when his father had never been through a divorce, had never had 
to ask his wife for permission to drive ten hours and see his son. It had 
all been easier, when Zeke was small. As a baby he’d laughed when Dale 
dangled the brightly colored lures over his head. As a young boy he’d 
built castles with river stones, and learned to cast a line while his friends 
were playing catch. Somehow, all of that had faded, was fading, in the 
months his son spent far away with his mother and her new husband. 
There was so much space, and all that spanned it was a thin swaying line, 
barely hooking them together. Either of them might move too suddenly 
and break the connection. He looked at Zeke, red-faced and silent. He 
nodded once. Then he bent down, folded up their chairs, and closed up 
the tackle box. He carried both the fishing poles back along the bank, 
Zeke behind him. Beside them, in the high morning sunlight, the water 
was gold and silver and glass, washing away.
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independence pass

MARK GARRETT
60

film photography 8” x 11”



61

I wake, abruptly.  The floor is sticky. 
 The floor is sticky, and I wake.  I blink.  Again.  Sand scrapes my 
eyes.  
 I lift the arm lying in front of my face.  It moves, I see it move, 
but the connection between fingers, hand, elbow, shoulder, and brain is 
somehow fractured.  This should hurt, I think, curling my fingers into a 
fist.  Yellow blossoms under my skin.  

Initiation
 He says, “The floor in here only gets cleaned if we’ve had a major 
spill.  Or if the distilled reservoir backs up.  Which does happen, as a 
warning, every time we change the filter.”  Then he warned me that the 
person who changes the filter gets stuck mopping up the floor in the 
flooded stockroom.  He said this on March 24, two years ago, the day I 
joined the lab.  He changed the filter and refilled the distilled reservoir 
two weeks later.  I cleaned it up with unabsorbent reams from our brown 
paper towel rolls.  

 He lies. 

 He says, “Got it, Molly?  Beware the floor.”  The floor never 
threatened me, not really, too industrial and tiled and forgettable.  
 He says, “Wear shoes, closed-toed shoes.  Don’t be like this under-
grad we had who didn’t believe in shoes, or some fuck-witted bullshit.”  I 
wear long-sleeved shirts in summer and in winter and sturdy shoes and 
jeans that could stand up to ranch work.  The air-conditioning in the lab 
sends icy tendrils drifting through the air, and some days I see my breath 
crystalize and drift away. 

CSTF
Laura Klasek

Murphy Contest Second Place // Prose
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  He says, “Remind Matt to order you extra-small gloves.  You’ve 
got the tiniest hands I’ve ever seen.”  He held my hand when he spoke, 
for three seconds too long.  
 He says, “Your second-most important task is to label.  Label 
your tubes, label your plates, label your flasks.  Label unambiguously.  
Don’t use letters and numbers that look alike.  Write down what your 
labels mean.  Label, label, label.  You getting all this?  Yeah, good, knew 
you would.  Your transcript says you’re way more than that pretty face.”  
 He says, “It can be a high stress environment here when stuff 
isn’t working for people.  Don’t let Matt see you using more than two 
Kimwipes to de-stain your gels, and God help you if you ever use them 
as Kleenex.”  Matt gave me a key to our stockroom on my sixth-month 
anniversary of working in the lab because Matt knows I don’t misuse 
equipment.  
 He says, “So Matt’s definitely a hardass, watch out for that, but 
Boss only gets up your ass if he thinks you’ve slacked off, and other than 
that, he’s hands off.”  I never slack off.  
 He says, “We had a postdoc last year, but she had a nervous 
breakdown.”  I never learn the postdoc’s name.  
 He says, “Greg and Hau will jump on you about proper dish clean-
ing, and for God’s sake, tell me when you fuck something up that’ll affect 
my experiments since Boss wants you on the in vitro feeder project for 
me.  But we’re cool so long as you keep up your end of the bargain.”  My 
lab bench consists of a tiny island crammed in next to the sink.  The 
other scientists have entire walls to themselves.
 The floor is sticky, and I am stuck.  Lying on my side at the foot 
of the -80°C trunk freezer.  The filter for the laminar flow hood wheezes 
in the rafters, and the motors for incubators and shakers pant.  Plumb-
ing running to equipment clicks and coughs.  The fluorescent tubes in 
the overhead light whine under their breath. 
 A microcentrifuge tube lies under the freezer beside me.  A mut-
ed, translucent orange cylinder, it snuggles into its sheath of dirt like a 
toddler with a favorite blanket.  The cap popped a long time ago, and 
its Sharpie label reads, “ΔCSTF 4 9/6.”  A stray sample, hidden, lost, 
drained.
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 “Δ” means excise.  Cut out.  Knock out.  In an in vivo system, 
a knockout experiment removes a piece of the genome, like yanking 
out a couple pieces of a jigsaw puzzle.  Still a picture, just perforated.  
The perforation may fall on someone’s face or in a wide expanse of 
clear blue sky, and where it falls determines the fate of the cell.  If you 
remove a crucial piece, an in vivo system becomes a dead cell.
 My roommate collects diets like some women collect shoes.  
Before she stopped asking about my day in the lab, she used to get 
confused when I said “essential protein.”  She thought in terms of com-
plete and incomplete, of nutrients the body needs.  I think in terms of 
wheels and gears and fluids a cell needs. I think in terms of wheels and 
gears and fluids a cell needs, and CSTF is an essential sprocket in that 
machinery. 
 CSTF.  Shorthand for cleavage stimulation factor.  Cleavage: 
to cut.  Stimulation: to cause, to promote, to shift and grab the right 
chemicals, to catalyze.  Factor: scientific term for “important ingredi-
ent.”  As the polymerase, like a monk in a scriptorium, copies out an 
RNA transcript from a gene, CSTF clamps on.  It senses a specific se-
quence of RNA, a short train of nucleotides with the chemical bittings 
that fit CSTF’s tumbler-lock, and signals termination.  The transcript 
cleaves, and the polymerase stops. 
 Like the thousand-link-long paper chains my roommate makes 
with daily workout exercises she demands we do together, CSTF 
tangles up with itself, forming curls and pockets and eating the corners 
of rooms.  Its function depends on its native folded structure.  Change 
the structure, and CSTF cannot grab RNA, cannot wave its stop sign, 
cannot terminate. 
 There are a hundred ways to mutate the CSTF protein.  Glue 
pieces of it together, tear pieces off.  Change a yellow link for green, 
a blue link for a red.  I swapped individual residues out for those with 
different chemical properties – serines in place of arginines and phenyl-
alanines, prolines in places of leucines – marching down the length of 
the chain.  Endless assays, endless tubes, cultures, purifications.  Some-
times the changes had no effect.  Sometimes the changes had no effect.  
Sometimes negative control.  Every time I threw a bunch of proteins 
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and DNA into a microcentrifuge tube, I ran a negative control.  A tube 
that didn’t have CSTF at all.  
 And one of those tubes – meticulously labeled with finger-cramp-
ing small print – fell and rolled and stayed, ignored.  
 The floor is sticky.  The tube is stuck.  

Elongation
 He says, “Late night again?”  
 He says, “Hey, don’t freak out.  I didn’t mean to startle you.  Calm 
down.  What are you working on?”
 He says, “And you’ve gotten – Jesus Christ.  Look at this run of 
the assay.  Fucking perfect.  Boss says you’re starting to make me look 
bad.  You can probably tell by the labels that I was the one who did all 
the prep work for this project.  Always meant to come back to it, but 
you know how hard Boss makes me work.” 
 He says, “Listen, you’ve been working too much.  You need a 
drink.  Take it.  Come on, no one’s going to know you’re drinking in the 
lab, and you’re done with this.  Right?”
 He says, “God, look at these results.”

 I reach my hand under the freezer, flattening it, and pinch the 
tube with two fingers.  It resists.  My wrist will not rotate to the proper 
angle for me to gain any leverage.  I bite my lip and stretch.  The power 
cords for the freezer snarl on my fingers.  The tube comes free, and I 
draw it out, close it, curl my fingers around it. 
 When I demonstrate that a mutant CSTF won’t terminate tran-
scription in an in vitro system, it means little.  Anything can be forced 
in a test tube if I make the conditions extreme enough.  And not every 
experiment that works in a tube works in a cell.  My proteins, little R23S 
and F113S, will be only academic curiosities until I get them into cells.
 The twenty-third and one hundred thirteenth link in CSTF’s 
chain, according to my data, the data he reads over my shoulder, breath-
ing down my neck, are particularly important.  When I mutate Argi-
nine-23 to serine, CSTF binds to the RNA transcript but doesn’t halt 
transcription.
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Swapping Phenylalanine-113 does the same.  I want to see what happens 
within the cell: will my mutants be sufficient to prevent termination?  
But to run that experiment, I need a control to compare it against, and 
that means a cell without CSTF. 
 He works on the in vivo project, and he says you cannot knock 
out CSTF.
 I found a way.  I found three.  In yeast, which exists as diploids 
with two copies of every chromosome and as haploids with only one 
copy, he never tried removing only one copy of the gene from a diploid.  
Would one copy of CSTF produce enough protein for normal transcrip-
tion?  Another way: flooding normal cells with little hairpin microR-
NAs, which clamp and snip and degrade CSTF.  The levels of CSTF 
would plummet.  Or a conditional mutant, where CSTF only behaves as 
a mutant above a certain temperature, with a mutation that fully inacti-
vates the protein.  
 He wants my data on R23S and F113S.  He knows his thesis to 
be insufficient, and my data might complete it.  So I run my important 
experiments alone, late at night, the forbidden female alchemist mixing 
up magic potions in her cauldron.  And sometimes I try to brew my own 
in vivo construct. 

Termination
 He says, “Drink up, honey.  You need it.”
 When a CSTF protein is damaged, transcription termination is 
markedly impaired.  
 He says, “Look, I haven’t wanted to bring this up with you be-
cause our postdoc, the hysterical one?  She got all sorts of ideas in her 
head about what her work entitled her to, and you’ve got to beware that 
now, Mols.  Because we all get hot for a bit – not as hot as you, right now 
– but…”
 The transcription machinery ignores the stop signal.  
 He says, “Whoa, Mols, I wasn’t…this is what I meant.  You’re 
flipping out over nothing.  Take a fucking breath.  I mean intellectually 
hot.  In the zone.  Turned on.”

// KLASEK
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 Instead of halting, the polymerase plows onward, splitting open 
the DNA and laying down more nucleotides.  But these are nonsense 
nucleotides, and the protein they produce an abortion.  Mutated be-
yond functionality.  Twisted.  Warped.  
 He says, “See, I did that to test you – you do have a problem with 
this.  You need to loosen up, or you’ll never last.  Language about genius 
has a sexual component, Mols, because that’s the way it feels a lot of the 
time.  Like completion.”
 I used to wonder about those Frankenstein proteins. Forced into 
shuddering, halting function  Every negative control I forced into shut-
tering, halting function, burdened by such profound disabilities, but still 
hanging grimly on.  They clung to their purpose, to their work, because 
nothing else remained.  
 He says, “Geez, you go red.  Okay, okay, I’ll stop.  But you know 
what I mean.”  
 Without CSTF, transcription has no way to say no.  
 He says, “Yes, you do.  You’re feeling it now, aren’t you.  Look at 
that data, Molly, look at how good it is.  You might even get to my level 
one day.  Let me help you.  Come on, let me help you relax.  Hey!  Hey 
– don’t fight me, girl.  I’m trying to help you.  You want me, I feel it.”
 He says.  He says.  He says.  
 The floor is sticky, and I peel myself away.  Like Velcro.  The 
sound echoes in the empty lab.  He left me a bottle of water and a 
couple Advil, but that cut on my head bled, and the Advil on the floor 
drowned.  
 Purple shading rings my wrists.  My right wrist swells, almost too 
painful to bend.  It feels like someone beat my back with bricks, then 
covered it with duct tape and ripped it off.  My jeans wrap around my 
ankles like shackles – thank God.  They were too far away to soak in 
blood.  I don’t know where my bra went.  But he pulled my underwear 
back up.  My knight in shining armor.  My knight in armor after a battle, 
and I a citizen of the sacked city, loot to be pillaged.  And discarded.  
 Standing now.  I pull up my jeans with my left hand only and but-
ton them.  I brace myself with my right elbow, skinned like that of 
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a child fallen off a bike, and hold my rescued sample with two fingers.  I 
turn and see the bench behind me.  I notice three things.  
 1. A box of microcentrifuge tubes got knocked over, spilling little 
cylinders across the chalkboard black surface of the bench.  Their trans-
lucent walls dull with the tabletop behind them.  
 2. A green Post-It note with one word written on it.  “Thanks.”
 3. He turned off the machine and saved my results under his        
name. 	
	 I right the overturned box of tubes and sweep the fallen ones into 
a small pile.  I take a Sharpie out of the beaker I use as a pen holder be-
cause my lab bench lacks a convenient drawer for such necessities.  Each 
tube, I close and write one letter upon the cap.  My right wrist throbs, 
and the Sharpie sticks to my fingers.  When I finish, I close the Sharpie. 
 My purse hangs from the hook I attached to the side of my bench.  
I pick it up and pull out my phone.  Ignoring the missed call from him, 
I open the photo application and snap a picture of the desk, with the 
Post-It note.  The computer screen.  My lab notebook, with the results 
copied into it, dated yesterday.  The ground with the pool of blood.  My 
clothes.  The bruises on my back. The bruises on my hand.  The cut on 
my head.  The Advil on the floor.
 I remove a single extra-small nitrile glove from the box on my 
desk and peel up the Post-It note without touching it.  I gather all the 
tubes with my left hand and cram the entire pile into my pocket.  
 On the tubes, I wrote my name.  Each letter of my name, over 
and over again.  He said my name, you see.  Many times.  And many 
other things.  But I will not do this anymore; I will not say another word 
he said.  Not right now.  I will not repeat them. 
 I say, “I’ll beware the floor, and I’ll wear shoes.  I’ll get gloves.  I 
won’t use more than two Kimwipes.  I’ll clean up the spilled water, sure.  
I’m working.  I wish you wouldn’t say that.  It makes me uncomfortable.  
Of course, I’ll label.”  
 I never say, “Yes.”
 I never say, “I will have sex with you.”
 I will label him.

// KLASEK
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intertwined

TESSA CABALLERO

etching, 15” x 12”
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untitled

RACHEL RIBANDO-GROS
oil, 45” x 26”
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gleam 

I tried to make residence in your grandmother’s clock. I 
loved the sound it made when the house was still; I loved 
its brass face, but something did not feel right there—I 
could not make it my home. The next morning, I drew 
lines in the dust on your grandmother’s end tables. I 
made sure not to scratch anything—the cherry so rich. 
In the afternoon, I opened the liquor cabinet—I thought 
I might nestle between the liqueurs, so organized and 
gleaming. But as the sun went down, the golden wa-
ters lost their flicker, and I began to search for another     
dwelling. At night, I listened to your grandmother lock 
all the doors with the deadbolts, and take off her rings, 
letting them ping into a yellow tray by her nightstand. 
I thought I might try to live there—curled inside the 
infinity of her rings. When I tried to bend my spine to 
the ring’s curve, I felt the fingers of our unborn children 
jam into my ribs. It was so painful, but I could not bring 
myself to laugh, too afraid to wake your sleeping grand-
mother. Before dawn, I returned to your grandmother’s 
clock; I spun the hour hand back before our time. I am 
making efforts to expire. Not all of us, I fear, are made to 
become ghosts.

JULIA LEE MCGILL 
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 For all those days when you feel like you already 
know everything about the sun, when you’re not sure if 
you have anything new to learn from your own body, when 
you think there’s no way to truly know other people, a 
Poet® is the perfect accessory. The Poet® is guaranteed 
to point out how the veins on the leaves are always one 
step ahead of the leaves themselves when it comes to col-
or: gold when the leaves are green, red when they’re gold, 
brown to their red. The Poet® will always notice the new 
thing you’ve done with your hair, the new outfit, the new 
way of doing makeup, and the compliments they give are 
assured to be free from cliché. The Poet® will ferret out 
pretty oddities in even the most boring fractions of your 
life, and remind you of why you go through the trouble of 
living.
 Some customers have complained of defects in 
their Poets®, such as depression, drinking problems, or 
sheer forgetfulness. There’s nothing to worry about—we 
guarantee 100% satisfaction or your money back.
 Warning: poet might make your romantic rela-
tionship seem more important than it actually is.

$372.00 each.

POET, ITEM #4006608

Camille Guillot 
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rapture

HENRY BARKER

oil and acrylic, 30” x 30”
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SEEMINGLY  

Kathryn Madden

mixed media, 8.5” x 13”
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illuminated  

KATHRYN MADDEN

mixed media, 13” x 8.5”
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flying dream

KELSEY MANNING 

mixed media, 14” x 19”
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CAMEL NO. 9 

We went through a phase where we only bought pink cigarettes. When 
we couldn’t find the way to the grey walls of our cubicles or the inside of 
our server stations, we turned our cars around. We forgot the passwords 
to our voicemail boxes, and we left the money for alarm clock batteries 
at home. Instead, we ladled water into empty detergent bottles, and we 
celebrated every tiny soap bubble.

When we could no longer find the black and pink boxes at the Citgo, 
we were sad at first, but then, we were triumphant, knowing that we 
had started a trend. There were girls everywhere sitting along plywood 
balconies vowing against exercise, marriage, and children until death do 
they part, planning New York and Venezuela, lamenting forever empty 
gas tanks, taking shits only after company leaves, and turning under-
wear inside out for the third wear. If only we could find these girls we 
could invite them to join our conversations of bleached hair and missed 
periods, of waking clothed from the waist up and sewing the night 
back together through the state of the living room carpet: sequins, raw         
ramen noodle crumbs, and white cigarette butts with tiny pink camels. 
Together, we could summon sick days during the work week and alarms 
that never rang before noon.

When the gas station attendant informed us that he had never re-
stocked the Camel No. 9’s, we realized we had smoked them all alone. 
So for a little while, we pulled the knots from our hair, and we switched 
back to Turkish Silvers.

Courtney Bass 
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 There’s a face that peers in Greta Clayton’s window every night 
and a voice that howls in the woods behind her house. It’s that boy, 
that poor, damn boy, Greta says. She says he comes up to her house 
every night, runs there from his house four miles down the road fling-
ing dark orange mud behind him, a lot of it sticking to the back of his 
bare legs and splattering his white t-shirt. “Thirty degrees, most nights,” 
Greta says, but he runs in nothing but his underwear, t-shirt, and boots. 
He cries and screams while he runs, and when he gets to her yard, he’s 
hoarse and gasping for air, but his mouth stays wide open still trying to 
scream an endless, silent scream. “He always goes to Marly’s window 
first,” Greta says, shutting her eyes. And he puts two hands, red with 
cold, on the glass and hangs his head, and chilling, hoarse cries echo 
through the quiet woods. Steam rises above his bowed head as his breath 
fogs up Marly’s window. Then he starts whispering; “I can’t get much of 
what he’s saying,” Greta says, but he says her name. And he gallops to the 
edge of the woods behind the house “and I guess the whispering revives 
his voice,” Greta says, because he gets to the line of trees and he chokes 
out guttural howls that wake the neighbors half a mile down the road.
 Greta found out the neighbors heard him because one day Mike 
Coleman knocked on her door to warn her about some animal, maybe 
a cougar, that he and his wife Brenda heard every night, and he told her 
not to worry—he’d go out the next night with his three boys and their 
dogs and guns. So Greta had to tell him it was just that damn boy, and 
now the whole town knows about that damn boy. They know how he 
kicks at leaves and rocks with booted, frozen toes, and claws the bark 

tracks

EMMA PAUL 
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right off the trees with fingers that are raw from the bitter-cold wind. 
He just keeps howling, and sometimes he screams her name, Greta says. 
She says “He screams her name until I get out of bed and go to the door, 
and that damn boy, he won’t leave until I say it, until I yell back at him 
‘Damn it, Travis, she’s dead, Marly is dead.’”
 Travis Buchanan started falling in love with Marly Clayton in 
tenth grade when he broke her nose. During a mandatory game of dodge 
ball in P.E., Travis cocked his arm back to launch the duck taped foam 
ball at his brother on the other team, but when he jerked his arm back, 
elbow met nose, and Travis ended up kneeling by a dazed and bloody-
faced Marly, who for some reason was apologizing to him. She kept al-
ternating between “No, I’m fine, I promise” and “I’m sorry I messed up 
your throw—you’d have gotten him out.” 
 Travis couldn’t put it into words that day, or the day Marly came 
to school with a mask covering half of her face to keep her broken nose 
in place, or the many days after that when friends teased him about 
breaking such a sweet girl’s nose and Marly would plead with them that 
it wasn’t his fault; he heard her whisper desperately to a couple of boys 
in Mrs. Casteen’s English class to “please, please leave Travis alone about 
it.” He couldn’t put it into words those days, and since English wasn’t his 
best subject, he never really could put it into words, but what Travis Bu-
chanan came to realize was that Marly Clayton was the type of person 
who, when you hit her with your elbow and break her nose in a game of 
dodge ball, she will sit on the gym floor with blood pouring down her 
chin apologizing and assuring you, the nose-breaker, over and over, that 
she’s fine, she promises.
 Once he realized that, Travis knew how much he liked Marly 
Clayton, and by the time he graduated high school, he had convinced 
her of how much she liked him too. To tell the truth, he didn’t have 
much convincing to do. It was hard not to like Travis. He was a mama’s 
boy, would hit anybody that talked bad about his daddy, and he was the 
only reason his brothers didn’t get kicked out of high school. His only 
faults, it seemed, were what Marly termed his “bodily sins.” Greta says 
Marly loved Travis’s soul, went on and on about how beautiful his soul 
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was, but she hated his “bodily sins.” She loved riding in the passenger 
seat of his big white truck, but she hated the bottle of coke that always 
had dip collecting at the bottom of it. And she didn’t particularly like 
the bonfires on the weekends when Travis would end up talking too loud 
and cursing too much and she would have to drive his big truck back to 
his house while he slept in the passenger seat with empty bottles clatter-
ing around his feet. But Marly was as forgiving as they come. She had the 
patience of a mother, and she treated Travis like a devoted parent treats 
a mischievous but adoring child. Travis had a grin that could worm its 
way into anyone’s heart. He and Marly were both so eternally childlike, 
the way they laughed together. Mrs. Casteen, who taught them both in 
high school English, said that the way Travis beamed at Marly made the 
whole room jealous.
 Marly returned all of his smiles, but she wore a more reserved 
smile, and her eyes always seemed a little sad, even when she was laugh-
ing. Looking back, Greta says, “I think I knew, I always knew that Marly 
wasn’t long for this world…even when she was a little girl, I’d burst into 
tears just looking at her, and I wondered why, but I think I knew that 
she wasn’t here to stay. She looked at me with dying eyes her whole life, 
and I hated knowing it, but it made it easier on me when I got the call.”
 Marly was a good girl, Greta says. Greta says Marly never got 
drunk before in her life, but Officer Cruz told her, when he called that 
night, told her that they were both drinking. “Cruz knew Marly her 
whole life, but he still told me that,” Greta says. “In the same sentence 
that he said she was gone, he said she was drunk, like I wasn’t allowed 
to feel the same way about my firstborn child being dead because she 
was drunk—as if that made any difference.” There were bottles of Coors 
Lite and a fifth of whiskey in the truck with them, according to Officer 
Cruz, bottles that flew twenty yards out of the broken windshield and 
landed in Mrs. Casteen’s yard. Mrs. Casteen was the one who heard it 
happen, the one who looked outside just in time to see the broken glass 
bottles land on her lawn.
 She called the police, and she was the one who identified Travis’s 
truck. She told Cruz whose truck it was, and Cruz saw that there were 
two bodies, and he knew who the one beside Travis must be.

// PAUL
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Mrs. Casteen says Cruz closed his eyes and crossed himself, and when 
he called Greta, he was rubbing a shaky hand all over his face and mut-
tering curse words while he was waiting for her to pick up, knowing it 
was her little girl slumped beside Travis in the caved-in truck. He used 
such terrible words when he called, Greta says. He was still looking at her 
body while he was on the phone, and it was like it was too much for him 
and he couldn’t stop saying awful things, like he said the word “unrecog-
nizable.” “Unrecognizable,” Cruz says, “but she’s with Travis, and I know 
there wouldn’t be any other girl in Travis’s passenger seat.” And he said the 
word “severed.” Greta won’t say what was severed, and neither will Officer 
Cruz because he’s known Marly her whole life, but Mrs. Casteen says it 
was a whole arm that landed in the middle of Mason Road and that there 
was an engagement ring on the finger of that arm and it must have been a 
perfect fit, Mrs. Casteen says, for it to stay on even though it went flying 
all the way into the middle of Mason Road. An awful pretty engagement 
ring, Mrs. Casteen says.
 Mainly everyone wonders why. Greta went to see Travis in the hos-
pital the morning after it happened so she could ask him why on earth 
that damn truck was stopped on the train tracks and so she could give 
him back the engagement ring the coroner had found and given to her. 
Travis wouldn’t look her in the eyes, just cried and shook his head, whis-
pering “I don’t know. I can’t remember. I’m sorry.” Greta says she couldn’t 
help but hate him because he was lying in that hospital bed with nothing 
more than a few broken ribs, a bandage on his head, and a hangover. “Tra-
vis is a good boy”, Greta says, “but I hated him more than anything that 
morning, because his mama was sitting by his hospital bed crying over his 
broken ribs and because I was standing there trying to find out why my 
Marly was gone.”
 Travis was the one driving, Greta says. He was the one driving, 
and lucky for him the train was coming from the passenger seat’s side. 
And lucky for him, it was Marly’s door and window that were crushed 
by the train, and lucky for him the force instantly knocked the truck off 
the tracks like it was weightless, spun it right off into the ditch, leaving 
him unconscious under Marly’s “unrecognizable” body and unaware of his 
broken ribs and concussion—unaware too that his girlfriend, to whom he 
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had drunkenly proposed just two minutes ago, was lying on top of him 
with a caved in skull and a mosaic of broken glass pressed into her white 
skin.
 And now, Greta says, all day the phone rings with schools asking 
her to come speak about the dangers of drinking and driving, and every 
day she tells them Marly Clayton wasn’t the one driving that night. But 
the whole story’s gotten so confused that most kids in the school district 
hear about Marly Clayton drinking and driving and how her arm ended up 
in the middle of Mason Road, and that’s all they hear while all Greta hears 
is the phone ringing all day and that damn boy screaming all night. 
They asked Travis to speak at the schools too, but he just looked at them 
with dead eyes and wouldn’t say a word and his mama told them it was 
still too soon. One day Travis actually nodded his head at a vice principal 
that asked him to talk at his school, Mr. Barber, the vice principal that 
fired the words “consequences” and “selfish” and “reckless” at Travis mer-
cilessly, unlike the women at his church who whispered those same words 
behind their church newsletters and in between murmurs of “bless his 
heart.” 
 Travis showed up late to the school, and he was swaying a little and 
Mr. Barber shook his hand and smelled alcohol and sweat coming off of 
him. Mr. Barber tried to stop him, but Travis ran on stage and grabbed the 
mic stand and just started crying into the microphone, his throaty sobs 
filling the silent auditorium. His knees hit the wooden stage floor, his 
hands still gripping the microphone. No one moved, and the only sound 
was the grainy amplified sobs that stopped the students’ chatter and made 
the hair on their arms stand up. Travis finally started saying something 
through the sobs, and the principal stopped Mr. Barber from running 
onto the stage because he thought maybe Travis would choke out some-
thing touching about the consequences of his selfish and reckless deci-
sions. But Travis just sobbed out, all in one breath “two years ago we had 
our first kiss at the railroad crossing at Mason Road because someone told 
her it was good luck to kiss on the tracks.” He gulped and let loose anoth-
er string of words “I wanted to propose at the same place…” Travis trailed 
off and the vice principal and a janitor rushed onto the stage and pulled 
him off the ground and off the stage, leaving his audience in a shocked

// PAUL
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silence except for the echoing whine of the microphone as it rolled 
back and forth on the stage where it had been pulled from his shaking 
hands. Needless to say, the schools stopped asking Travis to come after 
that.
 It’s nearly midnight, and the whole town is awake because no 
one’s screaming in Greta’s front yard. Mike Coleman came out with his 
gun because he didn’t hear any screaming, and his wife Brenda followed 
him in her robe and muddy farm boots. They walked the half-mile to 
Greta’s front yard and knocked on her door to ask where that damn boy 
was. Greta was already on the phone with Officer Cruz telling him he’s 
got to go talk to Mrs. Buchanan because that damn boy hasn’t come 
by all night. And Officer Cruz is pulling his coat and pants on over his 
long johns and as he’s putting his boots on he says to Greta that he’ll 
call her back as soon as he knows something, but he’s got to hang up 
now because someone else is calling him. And Greta hangs up and she 
and Mike and Brenda sit on the porch peering down the moonlit road 
waiting to see a shadow sprinting towards them or to hear the hoarse 
screams fill the night. And Officer Cruz answers the call that was wait-
ing, and on the other line Mrs. Casteen says “Officer Cruz, you need 
to come here because there’s a mess on Mason Road. He’s in a couple 
pieces and he’s unrecognizable, says Mrs. Casteen, but an awful pretty 
engagement ring flew out of his front pocket.” Cruz sits back down on 
his bed and makes the sign of the cross and looks at his sleeping wife 
and thinks of the phone calls he will have to make tonight. Cruz says 
while he was talking with Mrs. Casteen, through the phone he could 
still hear the whistle of the midnight train rambling away, further and 
further from Mason Road.

TRACKS //
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urban decay  

 HARRISON STRANG
mixed media on cardboard, 16”x 20”
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the tree:
and how it was
situated, in a state
of permanent activity—
being brain-beaten
by the eternal
dumb-eyed
boy, the tree—
known for its 
fervent stillness its
angry beautiful
progressive
stillness . . .  

the boy-head:
and its pounding
into brain-fed bark—
gyri writhed into
bloodblack
cork . . . 

even the robins:
and their numbers their
absurd fucked-up numbers
will do understandable things
like they eat the shedding velvet—
spewing velvet, velvet of
brainchildren branded
with bark velvet, so 
long as an old bird
sings the not
forgettable song . . . 

concerning the nature . . . 

SHEDDING VELVET 
Ryan Bry
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 When I fell I scraped my knee. A tumble, it left the sidewalk 
bleeding and my knee red-raw, peeled away to reveal a second skin of 
pink in the shape of Albania. A green crust. A yellow ooze. I called my 
mother. “Call your aunt,” she said. “Have you been fraternizing,” my aunt 
asked. “No,” I said, “I wrecked myself. I tripped.” “Is that going to go on 
my insurance now?” she asked.
 I practiced not picking, fearful of multi-resistant staph or me-
ningococcal meningitis or TB. When I wore new shoes I rubbed one 
ankle until it left me with a blister. I peeled away the flap of skin to 
reveal my second skin of pink the size of an acorn top. When I backed 
into the refrigerator my second skin on my ankle erupted.  I called my 
aunt. “Call your therapist,” she said. “Is it rotten?” my therapist asked. 
“No, it’s not rotten! It just happened,” I said.  “I’ll see you Tuesday,” he 
said.
 When I climbed into my bathtub I closed my eyes, holding one 
ankle and one knee out of the water. As I began to shave my legs, I 
skimmed my first skin right off. I paused, pulling strips of skin out of 
my razor’s blades.
 When I stood in front of a fogged mirror I saw my first skin on 
my upper half and my second skin on my lower half. Staring at myself, 
half embarrassed with my nakedness, I wanted nothing more than to 
shave the rest of my first skin.
 When I went searching for more disposable razors underneath 
the sink I stubbed my little toe on the toilet. As I lifted my foot to my 
hands, I realized my little toe had fallen right off. Haphazardly next to 
the toilet, I watched it stare at me. When I tilted my head to see under-
neath the sink I could feel all my insides beginning to pour out of the 
top of my head. 
 When I realized this, I lay down on the bathmat. I made sure to 
lie on my back, so that I might spill out evenly.

SCABS
Julia Lee McGill
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obscessions (1&2) 

ADRIENNE RIVERS

acrylic paint and pen, 14” x 7”
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I say the word charcoal, and it sounds like grief.
I say grief, and suddenly a piece of charcoal
appears in my hand, cold like marble and skinny
like the bones of a finger. As I hold it in my palm,
I think about destruction, of the metallic taste
of death, of this world and the end of it. I look
down at the charcoal balanced in my hand. I
remember that charcoal can be broken easily
like a promise made in autumn, so I make a fist
and squeeze. I open my hand, coated with black
and sprinkled with shards of charcoal. I repeat
the word charcoal, and it sounds like the night
my insides were painted the black color of pain.
You remember. Humans become ashes far too
quickly. I said, Tell me I am not in pieces, and I’ll
believe you. I’m sorry I said that. Sorry I said a
lot of things. But especially that. We are all
trying to repair something. I curse this leaking
heart of mine, more holes than muscle, but it
floods my words. Sometimes wreckage is
beautiful. This is not one of those times.

ashes, ashes, we all fall down  

MEG BOYLES
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NIGHT VISION   

Ty Spradley

digital photography, 5” x 7”



Volume 12, Issue 1
DEAR ABBY:
My mom has replaced me with a white 
fluffy dog and crafting supplies. The craft-
ing started once I decided to go to college 
twenty hours away, but I always knew she 
loved Fancy more than she loves me. My 
freshman year of college, my dorm room 
theme was birds. She made matching bird 
headbands, earrings, and necklaces for my 
roommate and me. My sophomore year, she 
went with a worldly theme: she made pil-
lows out of rice bags, modge-podged maps 
on Chinese lanterns, and hung up framed 
pictures of white people in foreign places 
she printed from Google images. I came 
home from my first semester of college to 
my bedroom full of plastic bins labeled: ad-
hesives, yarn, blue beads, baby-blue beads, 
etc. Sometimes she confuses the dog for 
me and me for the dog,  yelling things like: 
“Laura, stop chewing on that!” or “Fancy, 
put your plate in the dishwasher!” I wish 
she’d hold my hand again, instead of Fan-
cy’s leash. My mom started a blog called 
“For Fancy’s Friends Only” where she posts 
pictures of herself holding Fancy in the 
latest matching outfit she designed and 
sewed. She never makes outfits for my dad 
and me. How do we get into the exclusive 
group of “Fancy’s Friends”? But really, how 
can I help my mom put the glue gun down?
--DAUGHTER OF A DECORATING 
DEMON

SHE STILL CALLS ME PUMPKIN
Zoe Calhoun
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DAUGHTER OF A DECORATING  
DEMON:
Give her cheap crafts made out of tissue-
paper away to desperate Freshmen girls. 
Put up posters of sexy musicians and     
marijuana leaves. Tie dye a sheet and tack 
it to your wall. Don’t let Martha Stewart 
Modge Podge on your parade.
 --ABBY
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compass

ANNA PIERATTINI
watercolor, 12” x 15”
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so we did it again last night – you and I – didn’t                        we                               
of course we did   we always do   it’s so hopeless                      see                         
really when we stay up the whole night fighting           each other
rendering the other speechless because we feel            differently
yet we don’t really mean it   because by morning                  when

     it’s all truly over                            we
     might forget the                        fight                     
 

STARTING OVER AGAIN
Annie Criswell
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A witch is born with teeth, and my mother
swears I bled her breast like a leech.

When flights of dust incandesce,
we see where light exists and ends;
women flame into witchcraft
and mark the edge of the weird.

The devil came to me. It felt softer 
than I expected. He’d tracked me down by 
the
trail of tricks; he wanted a slice of my 
willfulness. I only knew for sure that I’d
 agreed with him when he offered his con-
tract.

And now I am writing it.
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Glamour and grammar are rooted in 
the same term, a name for an obsolete sort of
enchantment. Words, correctly ordered, were
 its means; its effect, a dazzle of the unreal.
That magic is old-fashioned now, but
sentences and prettiness can still make
victims see what isn’t there. I use both.

This is the clue to a falsely dull world.

He asked for my signature.

THE LADY IN QUESTION
Camille Guillot 
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FOR MALVERN 

I was born in a place where normal looked nothing like me and like 
nothing I wanted to be. The dusty roads and fields chock-full of 
cattle were no more my longing than my high voice (“just like your 
mama’s!” people always tell me) and prominent breasts. The slight 
twang of “Yes ma’am” grew into me like the words of Jesus Christ 
grew into everyone, not quite because you wanted them to but be-
cause they were planted on billboard advertisements and storefronts 
and church marquees. For God so loved the world that he gave his 
only begotten son was a sentence I could complete before I could 
even form sentences of my own. Use the rod on your children and 
save their souls, Proverbs 13:24 was on the back of the church bul-
letin the first week I was old enough to read one. 

Brittany Cantrell 
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I was raised in the kind of town where all the radio stations that came 
in clearly could fit in the car stereo presets. That town would never 
grow to love me as I grew to love it. My intimate knowledge of how to 
navigate the back roads has never over-ridden my affinity for brunette 
women who love my twang of “Yes ma’am” and can couple it with a 
“y’all.” My short, spikey hair is offensive enough to the conservative 
population to negate the fact that I learned to find my way in the 
woods long before I began to navigate the narrow sidewalks of a city. 
The place was never much of a mother to me, but it gave birth to me, 
nonetheless.

I live in a city where the people notice a touch of my hometown in 
my speech. I hold on to the a’s and e’s in words just a little too long, 
drawling my way through each sentence. I have made a life here in the 
new city. It is a life that would be too big for my old town, too loud 
and modern. Even though I grew out of it, I have held on to a piece 
of that town, and as I continue to grow, my understanding of it grows. 
The town will never contain me again, but part of it is and always will 
be inside of me.
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christina 

ADELIA SHIFFRAW

ink (fingerprints only), 22” x 30”
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adelia 

ADELIA SHIFFRAW

ink (fingerprints only), 22” x 30”



 There is a day in January when I am the tiniest human that I will 
ever be. I am given a name that changes before my next birthday, but it 
will still be wrong on my social security card when I am fourteen and 
getting my first job will be a clusterfuck. But for now, Dad is stoned and 
he thinks acid wash jeans are still cool. Mom watches the nurses pile my 
hair into an ice cream swirl. Steve is my first visitor and he sings me out 
of tune Sinatra lullabies to teach me what real music is.
 There is a day in July when I taste honeysuckle for the only time 
in my life. Mom flicks cigarette ashes into the creek and counts the new 
Irish freckles sprawling out on her arm. Lisa plays “hot lava” with me 
on the bank and she tells me she is Steve’s wife. Steve fries up a rattle-
snake like his daddy used to, like he’s gonna teach me one of these days, 
and Dad holds a piece out for me to try. Lisa says to Dad that clucking 
doesn’t make the thing taste like chicken.
 There is a day in April when I’m awake to Dad’s hammer on the 
roof. Mom sings along to her favorite Carpenters record and paints our 
kitchen red like she’s been saying she would. I bounce on my bed like 
I’ve been told not to and eat cherry cough drops out of the bag like can-
dy. Mom says I’m growing faster than she can put pants on me so today 
I only bother with Dad’s old Hooter’s shirt and cotton underwear. Steve 
is at my open window with a ladder for Dad and he says for me to just 
listen, I got legs for days just like my mama, gonna be six foot tall like my 
daddy.

LEARN YOU 

Taylor Foreman
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There is a day in September when Steve takes me fishing and I get stuck 
in mud up to my waist. The only things I can think to say are “God” 
and “damn” strung together, over and over until Steve pulls me out by 
my armpits. Steve says I’ll learn you a lesson: Little ladies do not curse, 
meaning words like “shit” and “piss” and the one I picked up from Dad, 
“motherfucker.” Meaning, those words are not for me, because I’m a 
little lady, aren’t I? I ask if Miss Lisa is a little lady and where is she any-
way. Steve teaches me a new word, and it’s called “widow.”
 There is a day in October when I need driving lessons. Dad made 
me cry at a stop sign on Pike and Mom never learned to drive a stan-
dard, so Steve takes me out in the Bronco on a Saturday. Steve smells 
like something sour under spicy cologne and he hasn’t shaved his neck 
since I last saw him but he puts the radio on Sinatra the way I like. I say 
I don’t have a boyfriend when Steve asks and he tells me that’s good, I 
don’t have business with boys yet anyhow. I stopped growing a while ago 
and my legs almost don’t touch the pedals, so Steve puts me on his lap to 
drive. I get carsick so Steve drives the way home, and he says I look like 
a right little lady the way I keep my legs crossed closed on the seat. Steve 
promises to bring a phone book for me to sit on next time we go out, but 
he never does find one.
 There is a day in August when I help Dad rebuild the garage like 
he’s wanted to for a while. Mom finds a box of my baby clothes in the at-
tic and she swears it isn’t on purpose, but she would rather weed through 
dusty little jumpers than shop for dorm bedding. A boy I go to movies 
with drives down to the lake after dinner, and I like that he holds my 
hand to help me into the back seat. He is surprised I don’t bleed, like 
girls are supposed to their first times, as if I don’t already know. I tell him 
not always. Like if the girl is a horseback rider or a gymnast or a swim-
mer, and I make believe to him that I am all of these things. 
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gymnasium

JOHNNY RING

charcoal, 46” x 60”
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EIFFEL TOWER PEEP SHOW

Bailey Ann Harper

digital photography, 5” x 7”
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They paint peaches. Hazed
with impressionist light, their fuzz
a palpable halo. Or material peaches,
rude with juice. Serov, Monet, Flegel,
Galizia, Cezanne. The museum’s an orchard. 
Some Flemish still-life painters
(do they know the world better
than God?) paint them like flesh suns.
But we don’t go to the museum.
We end up instead on a restaurant patio,
eating white peach sorbet
grainy and bright with tang.

peaches

CAMILLE GUILLOT
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WHAT BIG EYES YOU HAVE 

They found her body, half-eaten and abandoned, next to a picnic basket. 
And in the days after, no one was able to keep themselves from scolding 
her ghost. Asking what she was doing wearing red (deep dark and vibrant 
like blood). They said she should have known better, that she dressed to 
get attention. Which is ridiculous because who doesn’t want attention? 
And that was how it was: how she went from a tragedy to a cautionary 
tale. 

Now, years later, I watch as the neighborhood girls, in plain white dress-
es, walk home in the dark. I worry for them. I do. But at the same time 
I can’t help but imagine them meeting gnashing teeth and sharp claws. 
And when I do…there’s some satisfaction in it. I sometimes hope it will 
happen, if only to show their parents that they don’t know what they 
think that they know. That sneering at a red dress and cloak will not 
keep their lily-white daughters safe. Delivering sermons about the sins 
of a dead girl will not kill the beast. This fantasy, of these girls not com-
ing home, it’s devious, I know. Still, I think it might be healthier than the 
other one that occupies my attention:

I imagine her cut from the belly of the beast after being swallowed 
whole. Because it’s not enough for her to be alive, you see. There can’t 
be any pieces missing. And together, she and I fill the creature’s stomach 
with river rocks and watch it try to walk, burdened with a weight it can-
not understand. And I smile, for a moment, before I remember it’s only 
a daydream. And when I come to my senses, I’m always alone. And there 
are still wolves in the woods. 

Madeline Newchurch
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oil, 24” diameter

untitled 1 

RACHEL RIBANDO-GROS
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oil, 24” diameter

untitled 2

RACHEL RIBANDO-GROS
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What seemed dreadful yesterday is a dream today. I am sleeping on the 
crazy place in my best friend. My head is in her lap. She is practicing 
what she calls the phonetic art.

“You have a mouth full of butterflies,” she says.
I say, “Let’s be like strangers--”
“Touching for the first time?” (she interrupts a lot)
“Yes,” I answer, and lick her smile.

Someone please direct me. She wants to be nothing more accepting 
than the Dead Sea, all salt and buoyancy.

“This was not bad, not bad.” 
“I’d love you if we didn’t know each other so well.”

I need reinforcement to escape now. 

SLEEPING ON THE CRAZY PLACE 
IN MY BEST FRIEND 

Lindsay Lloyd
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“ Just look at the side of next year!” she reminds me. And I never want 
to do it.
“That’s nothing more than a thousand prayers away,” I tell her. 

“I walked outside for you,” she says, “into supermarkets, a gym, the 
woods.” I think I’ve walked outside for more than this before and nothing ever 
happens.

I stop talking. I am under pressure to stand back in the middle with 
everyone else. She said she would make time to help me.

“Don’t be visiting as often,” she says, “I am keeping a closer watch on 
my heart after this week.”

The mood is: a woman, in the spring of life, dragging her miracles to-
ward a hole in the ground. 
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You stop sharing your bottle with me just as I am starting to feel my 
loneliest. That dog has been missing for five days now, and I’ve been 
heartsick for just as long. Your half pint of whiskey has a picture of a 
rooster on the label, and we passed it back and forth the whole way 
down Roosevelt, but ever since we turned down Arch, you’ve tucked the 
bottle into your back pocket and only take a pull when you’re turned 
sideways and think I can’t see you. That bottle’s the only reason I start-
ed following you around in the first place, so I really don’t see why I 
keep on. Except that when the sun goes down, and we take shelter un-
der the overpass, you wake at every pebble that skitters past. Which is 
good because I’d sleep through an earthquake and a robber, too.

We keep strolling along Arch, and I’m starting to think about how 
shameful it is, the way people drive their cars and stare out their win-
dows at us. Like they really know something. They don’t know anything. 
Not any better than me or you. They ought to be embarrassed to stare 
like that. We keep our eyes to the road in front of us, and they should 
take a lesson. But then I hope that maybe one of those people in those 
cars has seen that spotted dog we lost. Maybe they know where he is. 
Maybe they could tell us.

That dog found us nearly a month ago on the other side of the river 
where we stayed under a carport awning on a raised slab of concrete. 
You didn’t know what the structure was for, but nobody bothered us. 
That dog was brown and spotted all over and I thought he belonged in

tuck your bottle away 

COURTNEY BASS
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the woods, chasing rabbits and squirrels. When he found us he wore a 
collar with a tag that said “Jackson” and had a phone number beneath. 
We didn’t have a phone to call anyone, so I took that collar off and threw 
it in the river. We passed bottles back and forth a lot then. That dog fol-
lowed us across the bridge to the park with the duck pond. He swiped 
slices of white bread the picnickers brought for the birds, and he ran 
back to us to eat them, licking the crumbs off the grass at his feet. We 
didn’t say sorry. He wasn’t ours to say sorry for. When we slept that dog 
barked at every thing that moved. He took off when the storm rolled in 
last week, but I don’t think you noticed.

When the train comes past Arch Street, it moves slow. They put their 
train men along the rails of the caboose and the engine car, and they 
watch for people who try to jump on. I wish I had it in me to barrel 
aboard, but I don’t. I hope somebody picked that dog up and threw him 
in one of those empty train cars. He’s probably clear over to Galveston 
by now. The train blasts its horn at pretty girls driving with their win-
dows down. You don’t even turn to look, but I do. Those girls are whir-
ring by too fast for me to see. But I guess you already knew that.

When we stop at the corner of Arch and 28th, you turn around, pretend 
to look across the street towards the smell of beef and frying oil and take 
a gulp of the bottle that’s already in your hand, and I think I just might 
leave you too. That bottle’s nearing empty by now anyway. I turn away 
from you, look up around the corner, and there he is. That rascal dog is 
running down 28th, his tail straight in the air, just like we had told him 
to meet us there. I throw my arms up and let out a “Yeeeee!” He runs to 
me, jumping up and down til he nearly knocks me over into the street. 
You take another sip of your bottle and tuck it away, and I walk on ahead 
of you, so fast I don’t know if you’ll even try to catch up, my dog leading 
the way. 
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HUNGER

Henry Barker

oil and acrylic, 30” x 30”
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VELUGION

Henry Barker

oil and acrylic, 30” x 30”
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 We woke up one morning to discover that a tree had grown up   
through our living room. Its roots cracked through the hardwood  floors 
and folded the rugs into nests of patterned fur. Its branches reached up 
to the ceiling and in several places they pushed up through the drywall, 
making dark holes, exposing beams and wiring and empty spaces. Its 
leaves were green, with thin feathery lobes, the footprints of birds in 
snow. They drifted in the corners of the room. My father kicked them 
into the air, a green shower, while we stood on the stairs and watched.
 He wanted to cut the tree into pieces and dig up and cart away the 
stump before it grew any bigger. My mother worried that, in his hack-
ing, he would scratch the still mostly untouched wallpaper, or knock 
the faux metal picture frames off the mantelpiece. She wanted him to 
call an expert. I wanted to hang my sheets from it and swing across 
the living room, leaving bare footprints up the wall, but I knew they 
would both notice as soon as I began to take my shoes off. I leaned off 
the staircase and pressed my fingertips to the tree. The bark was rough 
and sturdy and warm, pressing back against my touch. The tree was still 
growing, stretching out into the crawlspaces. Behind their arguing the 
house groaned until, at last, with a sigh and a shudder, it relaxed around 
us, walls sagging, windows dropping open in crooked frames, pictures 
sliding off the mantel in a tinkling, clattering cascade.

the tree  

RACHEL THOMAS 
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 “Oh great, now it’s load-bearing,” my father said, and the argu-
ment began again. How much would it cost to remove the tree now, my 
mother wanted to know. My father thought it would be too much. They 
would have to take the whole house down. That would be too much, my 
mother agreed. They had just renovated the upstairs bathroom and it 
had taken most of their savings. So, they tried to build some kind of life 
around the tree. My father sawed off the ends of its branches and piled 
them next to the ornamental fireplace. My mother got up every morn-
ing and swept up the leaves the tree dropped in the night, stuffing them 
into black plastic trash bags. I carved my initials into the trunk, and 
climbed in the branches when they weren’t looking to search for bird’s 
nests. 
 When the roof began to warp and leak, my father climbed up 
the now perilous stairs and nailed tarps across the tree’s upper branch-
es, until he threw out his back reaching too far. He had to be laid out on 
the sofa to recover. Without his saw, the tree was soon reaching through 
the windows and cracking the walls. My mother slipped in the rain-
damped leaves while sweeping, so I laid her out on the sofa next to my 
father, where they could both look up through the holes in the ceiling 
at the rising canopy of the tree. Without her broom, the leaves grew 
into a thick darkening carpet that smelled of brown earth. After they 
had taken their pain medicines and fallen asleep, curled together like 
squirrels in a nest, I began to climb up the trunk of the tree. I pulled 
myself up through our disintegrating house, past the sagging tarps, out 
the hole in the roof, and sat in the highest branches, feeling them sway 
in the wind.
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SO I DID TOO

Alli Dillard

Death followed her so I did too. He cut her hair and 
I wore her clothes. When Death lit her cigarettes I 
mixed her drinks. And once when he got us confused, 
he picked flowers from my back instead. 
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bekah

STACEY SVENDSEN 

silver gelatin print with mordancage process photography, 11” x 14”

Art Department Visual Art Contest Second Place
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 Three human beings are always sitting atop one 
another. Often their thoughts will blend softly as water-
colors, one tongue will mimic the others and all six ears 
will bend and rust before hearing the same thing. They 
question each other endlessly about their status as indi-
viduals.  
 “If we are half burnt wicks in the same votive, how 
long till our wax pools, how long till we melt from solid to 
liquid and back again?” 
 “If we are three half drowned sandcastles, miles 
apart on disparate beaches, how long till our sand meets 
again, and where?” 
 “If we are glaciers splitting at the seams, how long 
till we evaporate together and the water we are now be-
comes the water we will be again?”

DISSOCIATION
Lindsay Lloyd

Murphy Contest First Place // Hybrids
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 The two of us are eating pomegranates and in-
stead of eating the seeds we are spitting them out onto 
the ground. When it rains, the spit seeds grow into trees 
below us. We are each sitting in the crook of a tall limb 
when the thunder begins. 
 You ask me, “Did you ever think about your spine 
as a lightning rod?” 
 I say, “No, I don’t think I’m electric or anything 
like that.”
 “But fundamentally, your body parts conduct.”
  I search your face for some idea of whether or not 
you are lying to me again. The wind picks up and carries 
debris toward us from the ground. We are a long way up 
and growing taller, inch by inch. Half of the clothesline 
drifts by and we unravel a sheet, drape it between the up-
permost branches and situate ourselves in the billowing 
folds. 
 “Do you think this will protect us from lightning?” 
I ask you, reaching for your hand. We are among low, misty 
clouds now. 
 “It’s not lightning you have to worry about, ac-
tually. It’s thunder,” you say. Our tree bears fruit now at 
a cancerous rate, the leaves burst open with fruit ready 
to split at the seams. Somewhere above us, the thunder 
gathers voice, but not so far above. Our sheet fills with 
red ripe pomegranates too quickly to eat or empty them. 
Maybe we are suffocating or, perhaps, being in the midst 
of a thunderclap has rendered me deaf. 

acceleration
LINDSAY LLOYD



Rusty Blackhaw there he scans his eyes across Salamander 
City. And it’s a good thing too—our last sheriff just beat 
his head into the table after a little while. See, ever since 
forever the city ReGrows—they figured out that back 
in The War of Understandably Near Detonations—and 
sometimes it’s prone to little ReGrowth ERRORS. Like 
after the hourly Bomb Run there might be a 14th floor 
bathroom stuck on the outside wall, just hanging over the 
street like that.  We’ve got our Sheriff Rusty Blackhaw for 
those  incidences—for taking note of them, not that it 
happens too often: there’s an 84.89% chance of a Perfect 
ReGrowth.  The city will look just like it always looks al-
ways!  And if there is a little ReGrowth  ERROR it most 
likely can put itself back in order after the next Run’s over. 
Now, get here, Rusty’s a good worker and all but the thing 
about him is that he’s one of  those people that likes to 
take their job a bit too seriously: eyeballing every inch, 
frantically alert, pen trembling at the page. He’s gotta 
know we’ve got everyone at this.  Mayors, Theater Tech-
nicians, Landscapers, Kids—everyone.  We all just do the 
same thing. We’re the  Auxiliary City: we watch the Re-
Growth. Oh and in Salamander City? They’re all gone on 
account of the Bomb Runs.

SALAMANDER CITY 

Ryan Bry 
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inner illuminations 

ALLISON TSCHIEMER

photogram, 7” x 7”
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Art Department Visual Art Contest Third Place



CARL NAPOLITANO
mixed media, 4” x 6”
betelgeuse 
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 Yesterday my wife Karen asked me what the dented scar on my 
left forearm is. It sits there, hairless, pockmarked, and rosy. An inter-
ruption on my otherwise smooth skin. She tells me it looks like a baby 
shark took a chunk right out of my arm. I laugh as she breastfeeds our 
baby and tell her it was from the neighborhood dog when I was little. 
This is a lie and I think she knows it. The truth is, the scar is from my 
first girlfriend.
 Her name was Felicity and she was a parasitic wasp. I met her 
when I was sixteen, the same year my father died. I was just starting my 
insect collection at the time. My mother insisted that I should have a 
hobby to take my mind off of my father’s extended stay at the hospital 
and he had just showed me a Polaroid picture of his own sprawling col-
lection when he was in college. There wasn’t anywhere I didn’t go with-
out a net and my kill jars filled with ether. I accumulated all sorts of in-
sects, pinned to foam board inside an antique glass-lidded box: beetles 
and grasshoppers from the backyard, cockroaches and unwitting moths 
from our living room, butterflies and ladybugs from my grandmother’s 
garden. But there was always some other bug I had yet to catch and my 
collection kept growing like the tumor in my father’s brain.
 I met Felicity one day when I was stalking the woods behind the 
hospital while my mother talked to my father’s physicians inside. I had 
just caught a plump stinkbug and found her perched lithely on a rotting 
log. She was beautiful. Her body shone with a black luster, a delicate 
thing of slender obsidian. Six long legs, a pair of wings like tinted glass, 

FIRST GIRLFRIEND 

Carl Napolitano
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and an abdomen that extended from the rest of her body by a short and 
narrow, wire-thin shoot that bloomed into a round, armored bulb, vo-
luptuous and potent. That’s where her stinger was and at first it scared 
me. I readied my net and kill jar, but I couldn’t do it. She looked at me 
and knew what I meant to do. She too had killed before. She too knew 
death in more than one way. I put my equipment away and held out my 
hand. She flew to me and landed in my palm. I took her home with me 
that day.
 Whenever we were together, making love as I liked to call it, Fe-
licity would light on my skin and crawl along my fingertips. She buzzed 
around my ears and stung me on my lips and even on my penis. While 
some boys my age had hickeys on their necks, I had welts, swelling all 
over. Being intimate with Felicity was such a peculiar thing. She was so 
small I could have crushed her at any moment. At any moment, I could 
have accidentally killed her if she weren’t so nimble and I weren’t so 
careful. We were dating. I couldn’t bear to see her body mangled and 
squashed, her soft innards oozing out. The thought unnerved me, even 
though I knew that her nervous system wasn’t complicated enough to 
feel any pain.
 After my father’s funeral, I threw my insect collection into the 
trash, the glass lid shattering, and shut myself inside my room for three 
days straight without letting anyone in. But Felicity crawled through 
the crack of my window to be with me. I told her I wanted to be alone; 
she knew that’s not what I really meant, not what I really needed. She 
knew I just wanted someone to be there while I cried, someone who 
wouldn’t mind. And she didn’t. She landed on my cheeks and drank up 
my tears. Her mouth against my skin was gentle and caring. Her body 
close to mine became a part of me. 
 Karen doesn’t know about all this. She was my fourth girlfriend 
before she became my wife and she is nothing like Felicity. I met her at 
an Entomology convention in Florida. We sat next to each other during 
a short presentation on the possible evolutionary advantages of female 
praying mantises devouring their mates post-coital. Karen has rosy pink 
skin that’s freckled all over. Her two legs and arms are stocky but strong
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and she carries our baby with such a tender sureness that I can only 
admire. Her eyes are a warm hazel and her kisses leave my skin tingling 
without even puncturing it. She can identify any specific species of drag-
onfly at a glance without even trying and teases me when I get tripped 
up on the suborder and genus. 
 When Karen asked me about the scar on my arm, the truth I 
didn’t tell her is that it is where Felicity laid her eggs inside of me right 
before she died the same week as my father’s passing. Her children, 
fathered by another wasp, ate away at my flesh for weeks until they 
emerged full formed from my body, black and beautiful, just like their 
mother. As I watched them fly off into the world, west toward the set-
ting sun, the red light swallowed their minuscule bodies. I looked at the 
red hole they tore into my body and knew it would never fill in and be 
restored to its former state. I realized then that maybe love is a parasite 
that eats at you until you die, but you let it do so anyways because, more 
than anything, you want to see it born, delicate and vibrating with life. 
Maybe this is the truth my wife wants to hear.
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 1. A finch named Dumbledore, once bubblegum blue. Moved 
from cage to cage until he was found feet up on the newspaper print 
lining one morning. Faded wingtips point to a fishing boat for sale, 
used, and an article on a local collection of Venetian glass. Buried under 
a stone.
 2. Five fish and two frogs, respectively won, purchased, and re-
placed. Dead from: a tank left unclean, a filter left unclean, two distinct 
fish diseases, expired food pellets, and a broken A/C unit over a long, 
unattended weekend. Disposed of down the toilet, in the creek, under 
the tulip bulbs.
 3. A pygmy hamster, bred to be small and therefore more ador-
ably marketable. Named Blade during the drive back from the pet store 
and lost on arrival. Escape afforded by a loose flap on the cardboard 
box that came unfolded in a cascade of cedar chips. Found four days 
later living feral in a bag of birdseed and kept for several months. Never 
released or held again. Freedom is not forgotten, and any approaching 
human hand is met with small, sharp teeth. Buried in a cardboard box, 
taped shut.
 4. A diabetic malamute named Chippewa. It used to be Chip-
munk but that was no name for a dog, certainly not a muscled, heavy-
ruffed winter creature like her. Found far from home, in a shelter in the 
desert in New Mexico. Even late in life, blind, with bad hips, she could 
locate and dig under the weak links in the fence and find her way across 
two roads to steal food in the local park. Howled with the train. She 
could smell pills through cheese and eat around them, spitting out the 
chemical taste. Late at night, she wandered into the darkest corner of 
the yard, curled in the grass under a pruned red oak tree, as her ances-
tors had done in deep snow hollows in the far, far north, and fell still. 
Cremated. Ashes kept for months in a small cedar box. Then, at last, 
released to the earth and wind.

a list of pets buried in the backyard
RACHEL THOMAS
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“I BOUGHT HIM ALONG WITH MY 
SCRAP METAL” 

Zoe Calhoun
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I fell in love once. It was her hands—no, fingerprints—
that she left on me. Stained in ink, her hands pressed
over my arm, green like the ribbon, tying up stray lines
of her ember hair over her amber eyes. Loosely holding
to my dignity, I tried to respond to hello, but could only shake.
She couldn’t help but smile. I shook harder. Laughter lifted

the tense mood, and I was abruptly shaken from my daze, lifting
my eyes only to have them cast downward again toward the fresh newsprint.
Her lips were like strawberries entrancing my imagination. I looked ridiculous. ‘Shake 
her hand,’ I said to myself. My pulse raced with my heart messily pressed
on my sleeve. I reached out my arm, I grabbed, or grasped, or maybe held
her hand. Possibly too long, but to me not long enough—maybe along the lines

of ‘let’s-quit-being-reporters-get-married-and-start-a-family’ long. Perhaps the lines
connecting us together, where only our fingers and our love would remain on the lift.
Maybe a kind stranger would keep our romance alive a few floors longer, holding
the door closed, for whatever reason, and keeping her from delivering those prints
to the editor. Twenty two floors separated us from our happiness. Hard-pressed
truths zapped all the love and wonder from life. ‘Oh please, oh please,’ shake

me awake in a world where lovers are not separated by careers, but by the shaking
fists of God, angry at our heaven. I waited to ascend in the elevator’s line 
with the other sorry souls who have not met their spouses, but remain at the press
divided by newsprint. I raised courage, boosted my eyes, hiked my expectations, lifted
my hopes, and prayed that would work out. I spoke. My words sounded like print
gray, reused, and on a third-grade-reading level—not the kind this woman would hold

NEW EDITION
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a conversation with. She would converse in color, her verbs purple. She would hold
everyone’s attention for hours and never cease to amaze all the movers and shakers
who make money and drive cars. The suitor would buy her lobster dinners, but I print
stories that should get read, but instead remain neatly folded on subway lines
and will one day wrap the sandwiches she eats on a beach with him. Her skin was lifted
by surgery, because she wanted to look good for him, but I would never press

her to look any other way than how she is, or was, or will be. Neither would I press
her to converse in my colorless third-grade way. From now on I will not hold
on to this image I have created of a girl who—now has one eyebrow lifted?
Maybe I should not mumble to myself my plans of marriage, or shake
my fist at fictional bankers who might date her, or practice my pickup lines
under my breath, as she holds ream after ream of fading newsprint.

The elevator is empty. I’m pressed to make this deadline. My article will shake
the structure of the government. I hold on to not a lover, but a byline.
My name will be lifted to every home, and maybe my love will find me in print.
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When I see tulips, I have two thoughts:
My body, once illuminated by hope, is quiet now,
Like an old light bulb, or the quivering silence
After a radio is turned off,
And nine times out of ten, love loses the war.

Your heart is like the Mississippi River, murky,
And your mouth keeps spitting out untruths like
In the end, all that matters is love,
And The key to happiness is to live in love,
Which is not as hard as you think.
But ten times out of ten, I think “gullible” is written on the ceiling,
So I set out to make life mean love,
Furnished my walls with love,
Sang in the shower to the tune of love,
Bought a dog and named him Love.

It did not bring me happiness.
And these nights are burdensome, like walking the Oregon Trail.
Now I mean to replace everything with the truth.
I am wallpapering over the charade,
Cutting my vocal chords,
And kicking the dog out.
I won’t have liars in my house.

These words are not of my bones.
This is not the kind of thing I want to say,
But I can’t deny it’s true,
And I don’t want to be the kind of human
Who says untrue things.

a brief history
MEG BOYLES
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I AM UNDER NO DISGUISE

Rui Miao
woodcut, 14” x 14”



 The telephone only rings at night, little clipped half-beeps, just 
enough to wake me. You always call at three-ten in the morning and I 
never answer. The calls scare my landlady because she says that nothing 
good goes on after ten o’clock. I know that three in the morning is your 
loneliest hour, when there is no one in the world but you and your TV 
infomercials. It must keep you company to leave me the same message 
every night, always a canon of You dumb bitch and Come home, I’m scared. 
Knowing you all my life, loving you, being scared of you helps me know 
that you never really stopped being a frightened little boy.
 I saw our Dickson Street neighbor, Mrs. Dawes, at Whole Foods 
some Saturday ago, maybe a week or three. She stopped me while I was 
in the middle of loading my cart up with the almond milk and acai ber-
ries I buy now that you’re not here to tell me I can’t. She said she almost 
didn’t recognize me because I’ve grown so thin; you used to wish I was 
thin. We chatted awhile, of course, and she noticed that I don’t wear 
my ring anymore. She asked me about it, as we would both expect Mrs. 
Dawes to do, and I told her that we are apart. Irreconcilable differences, 
that was what I said exactly. She said that was a damn shame.
 I never cared much for Mrs. Dawes. You liked her better than I 
did. You always said I was being too hard on her, and you would defend 
old Mrs. Dawes until she decided to tell one of her stories about us 
growing up, the stories that you’ve always hated to hear.
 Her favorite story goes like this: we couldn’t have been more 
than waist high, very little ones and we got it into our heads to play 
baseball in your backyard. You had been trying to bat the ball right 
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in gym class for weeks, and on that day you finally sent the ball flying 
clear over Mrs. Dawes’ fence line. She says exactly the same thing every 
time she tells this story: “I watched you two bicker about who gotta go 
fetch it nearly half an hour before one of you decided on it!” Each time 
she stops to say that we’ve always been perfect for each other, because, 
“Can’t nobody squabble like the two of you.”
 You remember how the rest of the story goes. I drew the shorter 
switch, and I climbed up the chain links in my brand new yellow Easter 
taffeta, the one I wasn’t supposed to wear for two more Sundays and did 
anyway. I tumbled down the fence when my hand lit up like it was on 
fire, palm split red and sticking, the whole cut grinning big for me.
 Then my mama chewed into me good after that, and Mrs. Dawes 
stood on her porch step and laughed and laughed while her little Chihua-
hua licked up my blood off the grass.
 Mrs. Dawes re-told me that story at the grocery store, of course. 
I don’t know why she thinks I want to rehash childhood stories involving 
a man I’ve left, but I’ve never been good at telling people what I really 
think.
 Mrs. Dawes has a new story that I haven’t heard before, some-
how. This one’s about you. It happened that summer when we were small, 
smaller than the baseball story, small enough not to remember. My fam-
ily left for two weeks in Memphis and your mother got that job she had 
at the bank for a while, so she hired Mrs. Dawes to watch you during the 
day. People always think you’re good with children when you’re old and 
unmarried and smell like gardenias.
 Mrs. Dawes said you liked to crawl into cupboards that summer. 
She would make it a game to look for you all around the house. She’d 
knock on closet and cabinet doors to see if she’d found you yet. One 
knock to check, three knocks when she’d find you and you would tumble 
out, red-faced and giggling. She says that there was this one time when 
she looked for something like an hour and you never answered her knock 
until she found you in the bread drawer over the kitchen counter. How 
you’d ended up there, she didn’t know, but she laughed so hard when she 
told me this story, her mouth opening up like a manhole.
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The phone in my apartment lies still all day, just like I lie still all day. You 
would’ve never seen me so still when I was with you. Today you called, 
close to noon, right when the German couple upstairs inevitably breaks 
a vase or a bowl and the baby that belongs to the woman downstairs 
inevitably cries and the morning talk shows have given way to the soap 
operas your mother used to like. You never call in the daytime, especially 
around noon when you like to use your lunch break to call up the secret 
woman who never really was much of a secret.
 I answer without saying “Hello,” like you do when you’re angry 
with me, and hearing you cry is the biggest relief. I try to imagine you 
on your work phone, on a payphone somewhere, doing anything besides 
sitting alone in the house in the little room in the back in the bed that 
was ours.
 I should tell you Mrs. Dawes’ new story, in case you don’t re-
member it for yourself or would like to hear it. If I catch you in a good 
mood, you’ll laugh big and throaty the way you did when I dropped your 
mother’s china plates and opened up my twinkling palm scar all over the 
kitchen floor.
 I let you keep talking, and I think again about the little boy 
playing hide and seek in the cupboard, somehow finding his way into 
Mrs. Dawes’ bread drawer. I think about how your tiny body must have 
twisted and contorted to make sure everything fit, from your skull down 
to your toenails. I think about how your breathing must have been so 
tight, and how you must have thought Mrs. Dawes would never find you. 
Maybe you would have given up and come out of the box, or maybe you 
would have just rotted in there.
 I think about how you always did such a marvelous job of squish-
ing me, making sure I fit for you. You packed me down tight, pressing 
and squeezing and collapsing and folding my bones together like tiny 
doll parts.
You were born to be contained.
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Can you remember the insect noises that kept you up at night?
How massive their drone, their chirps, their buzzing, their shrill cries
           grew and how heartbroken, tender, head-out-the-window you stood,
noting
our indifference to their chorus of need.

Collecting cicadas dead on the sidewalk and moths and beetles
hiding still and lifeless in the corners of our green-walled bedroom, you    
           made yourself a little cemetery that
never
overflowed, but it always kept growing and

couldn’t I just let you keep their bodies there in their little tombs?
Honestly, I could not. They wore their skeletons on the outside and I
           was soft and vulnerable; their death un-
nerved me.
Of course I am sorry now for all I did,

crushing your dirt-brown cardboard boxes and the small armored bodies
held within. You cried for days, drank nothing but sugar water like
           butterflies. I tried to kiss you but you would bite.
Nothing
offered by me was worthy. I was a bird

The Chitin Chorus, or C16H28N2O11

Carl Napolitano

135

Murphy Contest Second Place // Poetry



coughing up the remains of your friends. Your teeth were sharp like pincers.
How did I expect for you to love me again? You opened all the windows,     
             wouldn’t let me shut them, and all the
noise came
overflowing into our house in a swarm.

Crickets and caterpillars, cockroaches and katydids crept in.
Hordes of earwigs, mosquitos, hornets and termites invaded every room,                  
          covered all the walls, made mine into theirs.
Nests, hives
overwhelmed me in plagues. I couldn’t find you,

covered by their many wings, many legs, many parts—an aegis   
haloed by the din of vibrating life. Sure they would die, but they would also      
           breed. I called out your name, but my voice,
nabbed from
out of my throat, was swallowed by the bugs. I

couldn’t stand it. I felt their grappling feet all over my flesh. I
had lost you. I imagined you one of them, segmented with mandibles
           and hardened flesh that resisted my touch,
new eyes
open, compound, looking in at my hard bones.

Could you ever learn to forgive me even though I ran away?
How quiet everything around me has become. My wallpaper is flypaper
           and I bathe in insecticides. 
Night feels
ominous now without the sound of your voice.
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When you bury anything, you promise
it will live again above the earth:
a seed, a body, a thought.

When you pick anything, you promise
it will die before long:
a flower, a lover, a life.

mayday
CAMILLE GUILLOT
















