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EDITOR’S LETTER
For a second year, I was given the tremendous opportunity, both exciting and onerous, 
to collect some of  the best creative work by Hendrix students and give it back to our 
campus, to our community, to you. The Aonian staff  and I have done this with as much 
intention, scrutiny, and joy as possible and I hope that you cherish what is here in the 
Aonian. 

The visual theme for this year’s Aonian is simple: people and objects. A collection of  
colorful characters and a random assortment of  things. These are objects you interact 
with in your daily life, objects you recognize, objects that hold meaning and signifi-
cance. They are people you know, people you love, people you have imagined, people 
you haven’t met yet but people you would hopefully want to get to know, people with 
stories and lives different from your own, stories and lives worth knowing, worth lov-
ing. I was drawn to this theme partly in response to the calls for diversity on our campus 
and at other colleges and institutions across the country over the past year. Diversity 
is not a simple thing, but I hope that the cover and interior design of  this issue at least 
points to it playfully and joyously. 

For the truth is, the art and writing in this Aonian do not capture every voice, every 
vision, every experience here at Hendrix or in the larger world. What book could? But 
the voices, visions, and experiences within these pages shake with their own passions, 
tremble with their own fears, and make us shake and tremble with them. And by us, I 
mean everyone. For these poems, stories, paintings, essays, photographs, and more are 
for everyone. For our enjoyment and solace, for our worry and dread, for our confu-
sion and understanding. I have always believed that art and literature challenge us to 
see the world anew and help us empathize with others more deeply. The work in this 
Aonian confirms that belief. 

So please, delve into these words and images. Become confused. Become saddened. 
Learn to understand. Learn to find joy. Shake. Tremble. Love. 

Carl Napolitano
Editor-in-Chief
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Michelangelo Stole
 Shelby Morrow

bodies from a monastic morgue to better
 understand how muscles, ligaments, and joints moved:
   locomotive engine harmony before it was dreamed
     up. In dark-night secret, he lifted
       skin to see red meat striations and cartilage wrapped
         around balls-in-sockets, pulled tight.
           His fingers, nimble-strong-sure fumbled
             their way through body cavity, deepest
               sea gorge, absent of  all light and full of—
                 can we even call them animals?—alien 
                   life. Awkward mishandling into awe-full cradling,
                     as he grasped what he held: the human heart

thuds hard against my chest as I trace a line under
your breast in wonder—how much I don’t know.
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Baby Spine
 Kim Ly

ceramic sculpture
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Souffle
Anna Conard

My French proFessor is always stressing the iMportance oF destressing. She says 
you should always plan a little time in your day to release and relax. Her veins press 
out against the skin of  her neck as she says this, never letting go of  her wide-mouthed 
smile. She always seems to be yelling when she addresses us in class. She’s a runner. I 
bet she has good lungs.
 One day, she has us meditate in class. She found a meditation guide on 
YouTube with French audio, embedded the link into her powerpoint and everything. 
“MEDITATION avec Christophe André.” The silky, masculine voice plays over 
an image of  a girl reclining across a cloud, eyes closed. Christophe sides with my 
professor, saying “c’est important de prendre le temps de méditer regulièrement.” He 
then instructs me on how to relax my body and empty my conscience. I’m not sure 
what’s stranger—sitting in a narrow plastic desk while a man’s voice tells you to unfold, 
or having a man’s voice tell you to unfold in a language you mostly understand. 
 Christophe André keeps repeating the word souffle, breath. He explains that 
breath is the most important part of  meditation. He tells me to take a deep souffle, 
letting it fill my whole belly. My stomach has been protruding a little further out as of  
late. Christophe tells me to breathe with my whole belly, but I eat when I’m stressed, so 
I’m always too full to do that.
 I exist on a constant exchange of  gases. Oxygen in, carbon dioxide out, repeat. 
My body maintains this pace so reliably that consciousness does not oversee it—my 
mind darts away at a sprint. Christophe tells me to remember “que nous existons.” I 
intentionally stop breathing in. Pressure builds a tense bubble in my chest. When my 
throat starts to cave in towards it, I gasp.

 I don’t carve time out of  my day to meditate, but every Sunday night at 6, I 
watch a movie. For ninety minutes a week, my mind’s pace slows in order to match that 
of  each film. Their speed is predetermined—24 frames per second, every second—so I 
have no choice. As I assume the reality on the screen, the minutia of  my existence falls 
away from consciousness. My head sticks up out of  my life, and I can finally breathe. 
 This week, though, my film class is screening “Breathless,” or “A bout de 
souffle.” Constant jump cuts and nonlinear dialogue throw my mind into convulsions; 
I never ease into the film. I come out panting.
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Connect the Dots
 Kate Henricks

Your mother says she used to get the painting disease when you 
were small and away visiting your father. She says you’d 
call and whisper, timid, What’s changed, mom? The living
room walls? The kitchen table? 
You?

I wonder if  this is why you count 
my freckles when I come home 
to you. Measure their angles in 
the space between our bodies. You’ve
never noticed, but no matter 
how wide we stretch that space, or
how many states and highways 
between, my body will always be 
a sky full of  constellations spelling only 
you.



 Ali Bair
black and white film photography
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Chach and Shep
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On the Cusp of Midnight 
and the Quarry

Emily Hill

i.

when she was thirteen years old, my mother was known as the Acrobat of  Death 
in a coterie not unlike a second-rate circus. Almost every night she faced one of  many 
various demises on the floor of  the big top, cracking her skull or landing belly-first on 
a bed of  nails in front of  audiences of  at least ten or more.
 She was very small and wore a long, white leotard that ended just a hair above 
her silver slippers. She is still small, but heavier, adorned with acrylic nails and drooping, 
iridescent eyelids. One such costume (she went through very many—the bloodstained 
fabric was part of  her act’s charm) wilts from a hook in the ceiling. Sometimes she lifts 
it down and stretches it in front of  her body before the wobbly mirror facing our bed.
 Today the whole trailer gently rocks as she whips a bowl full of  thick, pink 
icing, soon to be shaped into miniature roses on top of  the cake cooling beside me. She 
catches me pressing my fingers into the steaming bread. “Don’t be bad,” she growls, 
but her voice is warm and gritty so I smile before making just one more indention.
 “Thirteen,” I shriek, “a hole for every year!”
 The trailer shakes and the cicadas bawl from the trees, and then they are quiet. 
A rumbling has begun from the north, reverberations from a great truck headed toward 
us (there is no other reason to be here). It has been driving for some time now, across 
the country, through mountains and over deserts, stopping on average less than three 
times a day only for gas and packaged peanuts. Inside are my mother’s friends and they 
are here for my birthday.
 Mother curses under her breath and begins to whip at an inhuman pace, caus-
ing the icing to froth and fleck onto the paneled walls. She spoons some onto the cake 
and smoothes it out, over the top and down the sides, then the rest into a plastic bag, 
snipping off  one corner. Blushing petals erupt from the plastic aperture, a baker’s 
dozen of  flowers in an ellipse. “And what shall it say?” she asks me.
 I am debating between You’ve come so far! and Good luck! but my thoughts are 
interrupted by a roar outside, the sound of  a trillion cicadas and one big truck, then of  
silence and a pair of  slamming doors. 
 And then, a bellow: “DAAARING DAAARLAA!!!!! COME TO DAZZLE 
FROM THE DEAD!” Our metal door clangs ajar, propelled inward by the burliest 
man—admittedly one of  the few men—I have ever seen.
 “Oh, Gaspar!” Mother wheezes, swept into his powerful limbs. Gaspar is far 
too large for our home and carries her outside before he spots me. Alone in the trailer, 
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I swipe a finger against the inside of  the icing bowl to relish as I peer out the screen 
door.
 Our modest, gravelly yard has turned to chaos set against a bloody sun sunk 
just outside the forest’s edge. Three fat rodents scurry around a sallow woman with a 
sparkling toy flute hanging from her neck. Her movements are twitchy and erratic as 
though maybe she has spent too much time with her pets. One climbs her leg into her 
skirt pocket and another scampers my way, toward the scent of  sugar.
  Mother appears suddenly to remember me, twirling around to face the trailer. 
She motions with her hand and says, “Mavis, come meet our friends!” 
 I pounce over two rickety stair steps straight onto the gravel, my uncovered 
feet long accustomed to sharp rocks, round rocks, creek rocks—any kind, except maybe 
smoldering rocks, an exploit I know from a photograph tacked above the stove. I feel a 
flutter on my back and then, peering over, on my shoulder. A fleshy rodent blinks back 
at me. Mother’s friend succors me with a croak, “The icing, my dear,” at which I nod 
and hold up a syrupy finger that the pet licks clean.
 “Mavis and her new friend have the same taste!” my mother jokes, to which 
the woman mutters something about grasshoppers and week-old sponge cake. I reach 
my hand out to introduce myself.
 “Mavis McAdoo, ma’am. Nice to meet you.” I feel my mother’s pride when I 
say this.
 “Hello little thing,” she coos, “one we have all heard so much about! I am 
Rhonda, ruler of  all things Rodentia, advocate of  petit fours, Afghan rugs, marbles…” 
she trails off  and looks back at the truck, where I spot yet another figure. This one 
sways gently on only a single leg, methodically unloading an assortment of  curiosities 
from the backseat.  
 Mother calls out to them, “Sven, dear, don’t worry with those now! Come meet 
the girl of  the hour.”
 The corners of  Sven’s smile spread out toward their ears. They take two curved 
sticks propped against the truck then begin to whistle something symphonic on the 
hobble over. Mother joins in and I remember that she hummed me to sleep with the 
same tune many years before. 
 Gaspar emits a howl that slowly echoes into a tender laugh, “Haven’t heard 
that one in a century!” He turns to me, squats down. “That song was the anthem of  
our lives, the big start just as the candles got blown out and everyone was holding their 
breath before the fireworks.”
 “Partly from the stench. But certainly in part from anticipation,” Sven explains, 
perhaps in reference to a lack of  running water or maybe to the rhino and stunted tiger 
who traveled alongside the performers. 
 We play a game circumventing the true occasion, the real importance of  my 
thirteenth year. Mother, like the other three, discovered her gift on this very birthday: 
immortality. And Gaspar, his strength; Rhonda, a great affinity with animals; and Sven, 
something quieter. But still there is a grin shared between the five of  us. I look up and 
feel as though we are sitting inside a pearl, the domed inversion of  a shiny oyster’s 

Emily Hill
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shell just beyond the atmosphere, and I think about how it is a very good day to turn 
thirteen. 
 “Would anyone like some—” 
 “CAKE!” I interrupt my mother. Gaspar gives me a look and we footrace 
alongside two rodents to the door of  the trailer.

ii.

Everyone wants to show me a trick: The All-Seeing Eyes of  Fire. Sven assembled the
items drawn from the truck’s rear into three hoops set ablaze after a good coat of  
lighter fluid. I sit in the middle and the circles fan out around me upright like a roast-
ing doily. The others, even the rodents, skip and dive through the hoops in unison, 
synchronized swimmers without a pool.
 Gaspar’s hammy appendages align into elegant cartwheels and taut somersaults. 
I am absorbed in his rotation through each hoop, munching intently on yet another 
piece of  cake. Suspended in the air inside the northward most ring, a crumpled slip of  
paper falls out of  his front pocket. The blistering air pushes it to the center of  the three 
rings and I snatch at it before it reaches the ground.
 A boy maybe a few years younger than me gazes back from the picture. His 
straight blond hair looks nothing like Gaspar’s curly brown mop, but their olive pit eyes 
suggest something familial. Mother giggles heavily in her cyclic jog and Rhonda leaves 
the round to play her flute nearby, but something about the boy’s discerning stare steals 
the spit out of  my mouth.
 Later, mother asks me to unfurl the garden hose from its spool beneath the 
trailer, reminding me to hold my thumb halfway over the spout so as not to waste any 
water to a tepid leak. When the hose begins to gurgle I spin around and cover the oth-
ers with glinting sheets of  water.
 “MAVIS!” they yell, laughing. Gaspar reaches for his pocket.
 “Hey,” I yell, “Gaspar! I think I found your picture. It fell out while you—”
Gaspar’s shadowy face causes me to grow quiet as he approaches, each step sudden 
and purposeful.
 “Can I have that back, please?” His voice is strained and I instantly drop the 
hose to fish around for the blond boy.
 I hold the picture outstretched. “Who—who is that?”
 Gaspar shoves it deep into his pocket. “It was my brother,” he says after a 
pause. Mother looks back at us, following Sven and Rhonda into the trailer. 
 I bob my head only once then start in the direction of  the hoops. After prop-
erly dampening each of  the three, I turn to crank the water off  and see Gaspar standing 
in the very same spot. He jumps at first but then leans in when I touch his arm.
 We stand and look at the ground, awash in sounds of  merriment from inside 
the trailer. Eventually, Gaspar ends the silence with a warning. “If, Mavis, you are like 
us, know that you must be very, very careful. The things each of  us can do… Our 

On the Cusp of  Midnight and the Quarry
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power is a part of  us, but it is not the same as our humanity.” 
 When we return, mother massages Gaspar’s rocky shoulders while Sven and 
Rhonda sing sad, old country songs for us, so his despair does not last for long. But I 
did not stop thinking of  that picture, not for a long time—days after the others left, I 
asked mother about the young blond boy. 
 Tenderly pouring a cup of  tea for each of  us, she told me when Gaspar was 
young, he would roll a colossal stone from the top of  a hill near his house, then push 
it back up and over the other side, back and forth. With each passing week, Gaspar 
would find a bigger boulder. Early one morning, going to fetch Gaspar for breakfast, 
his brother was caught in the rock’s elephantine path.
 “He buried the boy himself, poor thing. That’s when he began traveling with 
us,” she said softly. “Gaspar joined the troupe only a few days after I first died.”

iii.

After presents, we sit around the foldout table playing poker with pennies for chips. 
Here is what my mother gave me: a woven cap, a bright blue pen, and a glass bottle of  
my very favorite grape soda that almost always costs more than the few coins I have 
when we go to the store.
 Mother is shuffling the deck when Sven pipes up, “I need to dig something out 
of  the truck,” and then, with a hinting raised eyebrow, “Mavis, would you join me?”
 No one looks up when we stand, entranced by the methodical game and the 
malaise of  cake-filled bellies. Sven takes one of  my arms in theirs and I grip the soda 
with my free hand.
 Outside, our eyes graze the stars on our stroll toward the rusted beast of  a 
vehicle.
 “Lyra,” they say.
 “Aquarius,” I counter.
 Sven opens one of  the rear doors and, placing two hands on the roof, swings 
their body on top of  the truck. I scramble beside them then we fall back, heads on 
elbows.
 “Seven sisters.”
 “Sagittarius.”
“Draco.”
 This goes on until I begin to feel drowsy. Nestling my head in their armpit, I 
feel Sven gently lift the soda from my hand.
 When I sit up, there are three bottles beside me.
 “Where did these come from!” I pick one up and uncap it between my teeth.
 Sven clucks, “Never you mind. It is my small gift to you.”
 After a sip, I ask, “Would you like one?” raising one of  the mysterious bottles 
in their direction. Thick bubbles effervesce pouched in my cheeks. I uncap the others 
with one twist and, with a nod, Sven lightly grasps a lilac container and holds it to their 

Emily Hill
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lips. I happily down the other two before we return to the trailer.

iv.

Mother instructs me to go pick around for firewood just inside the forest so we can 
gather around the quarry later. Found deeper into the woods, the great mine is a quiet 
and dark place to sit, although sometimes a draft swoops up from the bottom and 
blankets the nearby ground.
 “These pups need to stretch their legs and talk to their wild brethren!” Rhonda 
pronounces, tucking the rodents into separate pockets. She follows me into the forest 
where her pets carry small branches in their mouths to add to our collection. I drag the 
bundle of  wood behind me wrapped in an old towel.
 “Would you like to see something?” Rhonda asks me, squatting near the earth. 
I sit on my heels beside her.
 Directing each palm at the floor of  decaying leaves, Rhonda closes her eyes 
and her rattled breathing slows. The dirt loosens, subterraneous ribbons coiling upward 
like saplings. In minutes, a perfectly round stone pushes its way to the surface. Rhonda 
plucks it from the feathery soil then turns her fist to drop it in my hand. Marveling at 
its smoothness, I ask, “How did you do that?” 
 She speaks to the tiny bugs who live under the surface, grubs and beetles and 
nematodes, she tells me. “They’re the ones who first showed me my power, in fact!” 
Her eyes focus fuzzily on the trees just over my head. “I grew the fattest pumpkin in 
the history of  my town when I was just a girl. When folks realized—when I realized—I 
was a part of  the earth in a way different than the others…” She sighs. “Not even a 
blue ribbon in the county fair could have convinced them to let me stay.”
 Her attention snaps back to the ground, loading crackled sticks into the crook 
of  her arm.

v.

There is a real chill in the air, our atmospheric oyster shucked, the pearl missed and now 
adrift somewhere near a quiet seabed. I play in the dirt with the rodents and the others 
are crowded around the fading fire in lawn chairs facing the quarry. The synthetic plaits 
squeak beneath Gaspar’s weight, a testament to bodies slumping from disappointment. 
It must be near midnight, yet I still haven’t died, or whispered to any animal, lifted more 
than a stick or two or done anything particularly extraordinary to speak of.
 But then, amidst the soft hum of  the fire and insects, of  Gaspar’s discomfort 
in his too-small chair and Rhonda’s punctuated snores in her own, a sound whispers 
up to me from the pit, like a candy wrapper balled between two hands rubbing against 
each other.
“What’s that down there?” I say, pointing in the vague direction of  the deep, black hole.

On the Cusp of  Midnight and the Quarry
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 “What’s what?” mother asks.
 “Can’t you hear it? There’s something down there!”
 Rhonda jerks awake. “Hm… I can’t hear a thing! What about you, dears?” she 
addresses her pets, who scamper toward the cliff ’s edge.
 I join them, scooting to the rim on hands and knees, inadvertently sweeping 
dust and a few newly sprouted weeds into the void. The others crowd behind me.
 They wait.
 With each second the noise grows more unbearable to me. Still, Gaspar sighs, 
“I hear nothing.”
 “No! No, there is something!” I am yelling and clutching at my ears as what-
ever it is begins to burst and hiss even louder. I can feel a buzz in my head creeping 
slowly lower into my chest and limbs.
 “It’s—!” 
 The rocky earth beneath me gives way before I can articulate anything further. 
My top half  tumbles forward and though the others snag at my clothing, but I am a 
slippery fish spawning down into the chasm, plunging uninhibited toward a shadowy 
place I could never before quite make out.
 I can hear screams from above as I descend, from my mother I imagine. Daring 
Darla, the girl wonder who had died a hundred times before she even learned to pedal 
a unicycle, now more fearful of  mortality than she had ever been of  her own.
 I accelerate far too quickly to glimpse the bottom of  the quarry, but I can 
feel it—a cold dampness waiting for me below, devoid of  a single pill bug or inch of  
moss. I think of  the firewalker, stepping delicately across white-hot coals, and I long 
desperately for that same suffering warmth. I wonder which my mother felt before she 
died: a snug, created fervor or the shrill air screeching all around her.
 I only saw it happen one time: a black snake bit her on the shoulder while we 
played in the creek. She was more careful after that. I do not know if  this could even 
be true, but I have a distinct memory of  red blood and purple venom in a whirlpool 
around her as I climbed through the water to hold her with arms like fragile chicken 
bones. She sputtered back to this world to relieve me of  the most cavernous lonesome-
ness I sensed the instant her eyes glazed over. 
 At once I gain the courage to open my own eyes, and like a living hallucination 
her face floats before mine. My fingers reach out to meet her one last time.
She hiccups back at me, “Mavis McAdoo! You scared us all near to death!”
 I notice, strangely, the others are with her, too. Sven senses my bewilderment 
and their soft voice rings out, “Mavis, look down.”
 An upswell catches me, forcing a tear from my eye to twinkle downward. I tilt 
my head to see all traces of  light vanishing into the quarry’s gaping maw below and 
watch the drop until it disappears. 
 Pulsating weightless, my body welcomes the vibrations of  Gaspar’s long, 
piercing whistle. The others join in with claps and chirps and I move toward them 
through the air as effortlessly as I can wiggle my pinky toe.
 “A flyer! A real flyer, Darla!” they exclaim.

Emily Hill
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 Hovering so I am not too heavy, my knees and upper back curl into my moth-
er’s spreading arms, though I think she could hold me all the same. “Felicitations, little 
chickadee,” she whispers. And then, “I wonder what the view is like from up there?” 
pointing to the crest of  a decades-old pine tree rooted neatly on the periphery of  the 
excavation.
 Rhonda cups her pets and nestles them into my chest. “Show them too, would 
you, dear?” Gaspar beams and Sven shuffles their feet, examining the sky.
 Holding the little creatures tight, I drift upward to the tip of  the pine. In one 
direction, green leaves and spines and cones prickle unified in a limitless expanse. It 
feels remarkable and funny, so detached from the world below. It smells unusual, too, 
the same scent as all that bitter air inside the quarry. The rodents peak out from the 
folds of  my shirt and smoke coils from a far-off  clearing, but all the way up here, 
hanging above the others, the trailer, the remains of  my cake and the hot bed of  the 
fire—it is awfully hushed.

On the Cusp of  Midnight and the Quarry
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Birthday Cake
Anushah Jiwani

i reMeMber a cold deceMber on My 10th birthday. December brought with it sharp 
winds and thick blankets of  snow, but the tingling music and the sugary haze of  gin-
gerbread houses kept me warm. Many of  my friends baked cookies and cupcakes with 
their mothers and brought them to school to share. Whenever I begged my mother to 
bake these goods with me, she refused, wrinkling her nose. Instead, she would offer to 
send me off  to school with Pakistani sweets. My grandmother had taught her to make 
halwa, a carrot-based dish best served steaming hot, and kheer, a soft, creamy rice pud-
ding eaten with puri. But my classmates would not like those.   
 With images of  cake and candy in my mind, I slid comfortably into my warm 
Clifford sheets. My door was not completely shut, and the air that entered my room 
carried the rumbling of  the laundry machine and the syrupy scent of  our Pakistani 
incense. I could imagine my mother resting in our living room after a long day of  work, 
watching soap operas while chewing on spinach—a new addition to her diet, now that 
she was five months pregnant. My father and uncle would be closing up at their jewelry 
store and heading home soon. I fell into a dreamless sleep that was interrupted hours 
later, when my father shook me awake. My uncle turned on my lamp, and as I sat up in 
bed, I saw through bleary eyes that the clock read midnight.   
 “Happy Birthday, beta,” my dad said affectionately as he pulled me in close 
and kissed the top of  my head. I smiled and leaned against his chest. Then my mother 
entered the room, a dark silhouette holding up a glowing pan in front of  her stomach. 
The sweet smell of  sugar shook me awake; I was eager to see what she held. She came 
toward me and lowered the pan onto my desk. 
 The cake was in the shape of  a Christmas tree, complete with vertical zigzags 
on either side that led down to a tree stem. Green icing, much lighter than spinach, was 
carefully slathered onto the surface, and M&Ms served as ornaments on my birthday 
tree. Candles lined the edges and formed a star at the top. As my family sung happy 
birthday to me the candles heated up my face. After I blew them out, all that remained 
were wispy hairs of  smoke, separating me from everyone else. 
 I was confused as to why my mother baked me a cake in the form of  a Christmas 
tree. It seemed unusual in our home, amongst our family. Our Pakistani home and our 
Pakistani family.  A feeling of  shame crept over me as I realized how I must have come 
across to them: ungrateful of  what my mother had to offer, unappreciative of  my own 
heritage. And so, for the sake of  my happiness, my mother tried to change. She thought 
that she was fulfilling my wish to be like the other children. But I didn’t want to be 
completely like them. No matter what I did at school, I wanted to return home to the 
incense and to the kheer. I didn’t want my family to change.    
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 “Your mom spent days perfecting this cake,” my dad said. “She’s been baking 
each night for the past few days, waiting until you go to sleep. You should have seen the 
mess in the kitchen the first time she tried it—she had no idea what she was doing!” 
 I thought back to all the times my mother refused to bake American deserts 
with me. It wasn’t because she didn’t want to spend time baking with me—it was 
because she didn’t know how to. She was unprepared to give me what I desired for 
the first time since I was born, and was easier to say no to me than to face what she 
perceived as a failure. But she learned for me.  For my 10th birthday. I looked to my 
mom and saw a tight-lipped smile. 
 “Do you like it?” she asked. 
 But I was unable to answer. I couldn’t face her love, her sacrifice. I burrowed 
myself  under the covers, leaving the three people who cared most about me in the dark.    



PITY 
PARTY

Liz Tunnell
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It’s My Party...
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I’ll Cry If I Want To
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Cruel Joke
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There’s Way More Cake For Me
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Venice
 Meg Boyles

A dozen bridges hover the canal. Little bryophytes
turn the channel deepest emerald. I love you like this,

but I do not say it out loud. Instead, I walk into glass shops,
run my fingers over everything smooth, feel the ancient lick

of  the fire, the swelling of  breath. I buy glass for people I love,
people I don’t know yet. Flowered wine stoppers, bracelets of  

blue and gold. Once, on a busy street in Barcelona,
everything mimicked those colors, like cornflower and corn,

and then again, in the Louvre. My neck hurt from looking up, and 
I felt like singing. You were not there, but it was like you were. 

Back in Venice, a yellow wall covered in ivy, a room of  porcelain.
At St. Mark’s Basilica, I light a candle for you. It burns bright.
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Knitting Time
Anna Conard

the schMidts gave Me a photo oF you, muter, mamen, from before the war. They said 
they lost their composure as they watched the image materialize on their roll of  film—
the image of  you, smiling, with hands full of  yarn. They have told me many times 
that you were a loving person. You knitted wool blankets for every newborn in the 
neighborhood. Here, you look up from your work to humor Nina, but your chin stays 
at an angle, refusing complete compliance to her camera. You didn’t want to break 
focus; the strands still tugged at your attention. You were shy; you didn’t really want 
your image to be captured. Your smile is modest—your lips curve up yet remain tightly 
pressed together. My fingers ache to pry them apart and unsilence you.
 Your hands are bound together by cuffs of  yarn. Thick, raw wool is raveled 
again and again around your wrists and laces your fingers into a web. Nina said you had 
lost one of  your needles on a train ride to Berlin and didn’t want to buy new ones, so 
you taught yourself  to knit using solely your fingers and arms as the tools. To start, you 
would grasp the yarn between your left index and thumb to wind it around your right 
arm, leaving wide loops that creeped down to your elbow. You would pinch one loop 
and raise it up, threading your free hand through and casting the new stich onto your 
left arm just as it left the other. The product, a network of  small masses knotted onto 
each other, would emerge suspended between your two wrists—the first row. Then, it 
would droop down as the blanket grew long, as if  your hands rained warm pools of  
wool down into your lap. You mastered your technique, through brief  slips and twists, 
but your hands appear to be tangled and trapped, just as you are stuck in this frame. 
 I take you with me when I sleep, muter. I lay down in bed and thumb the back 
of  the photo—white cotton paper grown soft with age. I nuzzle it up to my neck 
and tuck you under my chin because you were taken away before you could knit me a 
blanket.
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Agoraphobia
fear of open spaces or crowds

Annie Criswell

i leFt dinner to write to you iMMediately because someone said Wyoming is the 
least populated state in America. Before you that didn’t matter, but now I wish I didn’t 
know that the minute this letter leaves California, it will begin to pass fewer and fewer 
people until, isolated, it reaches your door at the Ranch. The 1300 miles this paper ties 
between my hands and yours seems longer. Dark, desolate expanses of  land stretch in 
my mind exponentially—land that is punctuated with the presence of  people rather 
than their absence. I think that’s why you’re there. Isn’t it? You never tell me when I’m 
right. 
 Broken Arrow Ranch. The place tattooed onto your skin. You always talked 
about it when we drank, the annual Wyoming summer job that would turn fulltime 
after graduation. The first time you told me about it, I traced the arrow’s snapped lines 
of  ink on your chest, but you couldn’t feel it. “Scott’s drunk,” I laughed. You smiled, but 
your eyes looked past mine, showing me you were somewhere else much farther away. 
You whispered stories about infinite, flat fields and the silent mountains that stand 
sentinel on all horizons. 
 I should’ve noticed that night how it started to absorb you, that your distanced 
eyes and softening voice weren’t symptoms of  the stormy weather. Wyoming was taking 
little pieces of  you, so slowly it couldn’t be documented, but now I think I understand. 
It’s where things go—if  they’re quiet—to disappear. Wyoming swallows you the way 
the ocean drinks the sky, quietly kissing raindrops until entire clouds lie hidden beneath 
the water, whispering with shipwrecks
 I think about Wyoming a lot. I think about how you’re not coming back this 
time. When we both still lived in this city you hate, I once saw my notes to you scattered 
and unfolded by your bed, blanketing your nightstand in a sea of  words. Where do they 
stay now in a place that’s so barren? Will you allow even this letter to be kept close to 
you?
 It was too dense for you here, this non-Wyoming we shared. When I walk 
down the street I wonder how many people I pass with each kilometer. You used to 
say sometimes it seemed like so many you might scream. At dinner they said that in 
Wyoming it’s only two. I don’t think they’d mind if  you screamed there. Last time we 
talked you said it was treating you well. I thought about turning into a bird, and flying 
there, counting all the people I see until I get to you.  
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2 a.m.
 Chloe Matthews

digital photography
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Four Weeks After the Funeral
 Adam Nick

My mother and I shopped for a single twin bed. She wanted a mattress that ended where 
her body did, leaving no space for absence. She hoped to feel protected, lying there 
pinned between tall, narrow bedposts. Sitting in the driveway with the bed bundled 
and boxed up in the trunk, we stalled because we knew we hadn’t answered how are you? 
honestly lately. She turned to me, and then to the rearview mirror, with her eyes as open 
as if  she were prying her eyelids with her fingers. I couldn’t think of  anything to say, so 
I bit my cheek and touched her shoulder. She moved to turn off  the minivan, but the 
ignition wouldn’t release the key. The car’s shudder began to demand our attention as 
if  it was stroking our backs through its seats. The car triggered a mechanism of  its own 
radio. A violin’s sympathetic screech rung out through the static.
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Images of Muter
Anna Conard

i only have two pictures oF you. In one, the entire living room is warmed by your 
smile and the blanket that forms from a pool of  raw yarn in your hands. In the other, 
the kitchen window frames your profile, angled down towards the countertop as you 
make bread. 
 I have two pictures of  you, but I want to insert you into more images. To 
remind myself  that you lived away from your armchair and your knitting, outside the 
kitchen with the rising ball of  dough and flour-covered countertops. 
There are more photos from the house in Ravensbrück. I could project you onto the 
domestic backdrop, like the camera went off  just before you came into view. It’s your 
shadow that slips through the crack underneath the door and into my room, where   
I stack wooden blocks into piles on the floor. It’s your shadow that stretches out across 
the grass from where the camera is set up on the lawn; you are coming to hold my hand 
as I waddle towards the lake. With these images, I could prolong the time you spent 
there in the house, the time you spent with me. It’s easy to forget without anything to 
remind me. 
 I could insert you into more scenes from the house in Ravensbrück, but I 
know these would be untrue. You weren’t there for long; you left before I learned to 
walk. If  I want more images of  you, I have to look in dark places. 
 I’ve seen many photos of  the camp. 150,000 prisoners and over 150 Aufseherin 
guards documenting every part of  the operation. First, there were the trains. As soon as 
they opened up the doors to the cars, there were broken bodies that tumbled out from 
under the feet of  the passengers. Some were shot upon arrival, barely enough time to 
gain their footing on the foreign ground. There were apparitions of  men building walls 
that would contain more of  their own kind. At the end, the Red Cross took photos, 
too. Over the backs of  thin female frames, they draped black coats with long white X’s 
painted on. 
 I know you were there, muter. But when I see the heaps of  bodies rising out of  
the earth, your form does not add bulk to the mass. And to my eyes, the gas chambers 
will always appear clear, empty. Miles away, I was the baby in white next to a stack of  
little wooden blocks.
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To An Unfinished Poem
 Robbie Borrello

You’re still in my phone. I wrote you
in my notes, above the bands I need

to legally download and below 
my grocery list. I haven’t decided 

whether I want ovaltine yet
or I need ovaltine, but

you’re there below ovaltine?
holding on to lines like I miss my midnight 

passing-by-headlight lit railroad walks 
beside you. I open you up and imagine means 

for filling you full: I mean, New moons 
aren’t really even moons. I know 

that the moon still floats there and all --
please don’t tell me the science -- but 

there’s no light, and I can’t barely see the way
these rocks tack themselves into the wood 

of  the tracks. I try to step over them, fall 
between the boards, and, Jesus Christ,  

I step on more rocks. 
But you have long legs 

and you do not fall between.
But you sound so sure of  her. 

How can I be so sure of  her? Remember in her room,
how the parking lot lamplights bled through
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the back side of  her blinds. We sat together
in bed. Her shoulders slouched against the wall like 

just slipping off  those black steel beams we’d
try to balance on. She choked back her words 

four times, before half-crying to me that she
doesn’t think she believes in God anymore. She hid her mouth

in her pinker than white knees -- and her legs 
seem so small and so curled. So small 

and so curled, I watch them fall 
between each of  your lines each time 

that you try to hold them, but 
you’re still in my phone.
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Verona
 Meg Boyles

There’s a lady on the train to Verona, and 
she looks at me, openly.

I—young to the train, still managing the positioning 
of  my bags—stare back.

She’s mildly sick, keeps pulling the same Kleenex out of  her pocket
and blowing, and so is her boyfriend,

asleep against the window, but changing modes of
consciousness occasionally to sneeze.

We look at each other in turns, the lady and me. It is vaguely thrilling
being a part of  a game with a stranger, 

a reimagining of  The Sharing Game from when I was younger. 
Now it is my turn to look, now it is yours. 

I look; she has unnaturally red hair, the same color as the roofs 
outside the window, like Mississippi clay or paprika.

And I have a strange feeling she has cried recently, though
to be honest, I am not sure.

Her boyfriend moves in his sleep, reaching out for the lady and 
pulling her to his chest. She smiles, settles into his warmth. 

I am no longer there. She is looking out the window of  the train, 
at the houses, at Italy, at her lover.

I think of  all the times I have been her and all the times 
I have been myself.
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The Greatest Day
 Ali Bair

black and white film photography
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Nail Job Series
Anna Conard

tuscan sunbright 37

She is one of  the nail salon’s best customers, an English professor at the college down 
the street. Her long bony fingers end at knuckles that never flatten, permanently stuck 
at an angle as if  still grasping her red ball point pen. As you pluck and paint, the one 
topic she always comes back to is her husband. It is such a common subject, in fact, 
that she now stops herself  at the start of  every story: “My hus—oh, well you know 
Brandon.” (According to her, you also know the existentialist underpinnings of  Albert 
Camus’s literary canon, how to meditate, and that there’s nothing wrong with eating 
a little butter.) You can tell by the way her hands twitch and resist your hold that she 
has to suppress emphatic gestures as she talks. She only somewhat apologies for the 
challenge: “My mother’s side is Italian! We’re passionate! What can you do?” She is 
struck by much that she encounters in the world, but, despite this passion, she seems 
to always default to one stock reaction, “Isn’t that beautiful??” (But you’re not going 
for beautiful. Think hands at a blackboard, fingers across computer keys. You’re going 
for clean, professional, and pleasing to the eye from a distance of  approximately three-
and-a-half  feet.)

lights and vegas nights 89

You can expect her at 6:15 p.m. on Thursdays, when the Mexican restaurant next door 
finishes their margarita happy hour. She is a retired secretary at a medical clinic. Her 
scrubs were special-ordered from the only upscale medical outfitters in the country, 
out of  Pasadena, California. She swore she watched so many patients from the square 
window over her reception desk that she had developed a foolproof  equation for what 
procedure they were having, based entirely on their combination of  pants and shoes. 
You swear you see her eyes size up your station like another patient at her desk, but 
they move so swiftly that you’re not entirely sure it happened. (Next time, make sure 
she sees you sanitize your tweezers as she walks up.) For a while, her color of  choice 
was Mon Cher Demure 41. Her husband used to come in with her, too, because she 
insisted that he get his feet scrubbed. She couldn’t stand the feel of  his dry heels when 
they brushed against her skin in bed. She said she knew when he went to the doctor in 
sweatpants and orthopedic sneakers that he was getting a vasectomy. The first time she 
came alone, she went with a different color.
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barbie girl 4

She’s a first timer. After facing much uncertainty at the rack of  colors, she concedes to 
her mother’s suggestion. She checks her Samsung before handing herself  over to you, 
and she murmurs something about Digimon when she glances down at the screen. 
You mention your son and his growing collection of  trading cards. She was a tomboy 
growing up. She is back home from college and saved one day out of  five vacation 
days for each family member. She turns a smile to her mom, who scrutinizes the list 
of  active ingredients in the lavender hand lotion. The girl’s eyes fall back down. (You 
want to beg her to reconsider. There are so many more options—Independence Day 
6, Midnight Getaway 48, She’s Not My Type 22, Fluorescent Hell 76. You could even 
offer her a free mani-pedi, so she could take off  those ballet flats rubbing the back of  
her heels and then take off, away from here.) Her mother asks for Debaser 88, the final 
coat of  clear to seal the deal.
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Cracker Barrel
Anushah Jiwani

it seeMs like a joke to her: a Palestinian and a Pakistani walk into a Cracker Bar-
rel. The Palestinian has picked the restaurant, so according to their arrangement, the 
Pakistani will pay. The Pakistani did not want to burden the Palestinian with paying for 
all of  their dates, especially since they are both college students, so from the start she 
suggested this arrangement.

The Palestinian had just bought his first car, a red Mazda, which he is excited to show 
off, so he offers to drive. He is late, and she isn’t even that hungry. It is a hot day, one 
in which the Pakistani could see the waves in the air vibrating. This would be her first 
trip to Cracker Barrel. 

Walking past the makeshift porch, she enters the artificial shack. It is jolly and jiving, 
bright like a crayon box, but one that is missing its darkest shades. The white waitresses 
with blonde hair and blue eyes walk around in aprons, smiles glued to their faces, their 
shiny teeth put on display, mouthing how are y’alls and would you like some lemonades? 
The dining room is packed tightly with children and the elderly, no one in between 
except the Pakistani and the Palestinian, two brown heads in a sea of  white and yellow. 
Strands of  voices rise, uniting into one large droning that deafens her, mingling like the 
sweeping smell of  cooking oil. They order their food on one ticket, and when it comes 
she watches him stuff  himself  with fried chicken and gravy, comfort food they call it, 
him comforted, her not. 

The Palestinian’s forehead is relaxed. He loves being welcomed and attended to. He is 
under the impression that this place encompasses all that is good about the South. He 
is a foreign exchange student attending college in the United States. He has mentioned 
that since his home is a war zone, he prefers America. She could never discuss her 
Pakistani heritage with him because his country’s problems are at the forefront, are 
more significant to him. It does not surprise her that he will soon renounce his home 
in favor of  America. 

She quickly eats her chicken and mashed potatoes, her stomach churning at the fried 
food and the smell of  oil and the white teeth. He does not notice her discomfort 
because he is happy because he is eating his favorite chicken at his favorite restaurant, 
surrounded by the glaring of  teeth. When she thinks about it, he never notices her 
discomfort, and she begins to wonder why they are in this place together. It takes too 
long for the check to come. The Pakistani cannot remember why she has to pay. She 
does not like to pay since she does not like it here. She pays. As they walk past the 
kitchen door, she sees the black color through the square glass, completing the crayon 
box. The Palestinian drives her back, leans in for a kiss. She leaves. 
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My teacher said a semicolon is like a kiss
 Leah Bishop

Two thoughts fit together; two mouths fit just right.
When I got home, she kissed me

recklessly. I tentatively
fit new punctuation into the poems 
I wrote her.

In bed, I said I’m falling 
in love with grammar; I’m failing
biology, she said.

I tried again. I’m falling
for you; I’m 
nineteen, she said.

I thought, I don’t see
where this is going; I don’t see
well without my glasses, she said.

You don’t make sense; the syntax 
is all wrong, I sighed
as I redid her English homework

the next morning. These are separate
thoughts. She looked up
from her phone, picked up

her paper. I had left one
misplaced semicolon on her page; she left
one hasty lipstain just shy of  my mouth.

She kept on kissing girls who didn’t fit her.
I went back to stop-end line breaks.
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Ommetephobia
fear of eyes or eye contact 

 Annie Criswell

I think we    when we pass one another    are afraid of     when we pass one another 

of  our eyes    if  they meet    if  we meet     of  our eyes burning     stinging  

like the sore in my mouth    when we pass one another     accidentally biting my 

cheek    stress bursts    I think we are asking too much       too little       of  ourselves

 of  strangers   when we pass people we know    we lock our eyes      bite

down until piercing our cheeks    the nice weather blows our mouths open the wind 
stung our sores   words fell outslipped through the crack how nice

 day    weather      but we could not     steady eyes  for all the burning.
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December in Boone
 Travis Kish

That winter hit the landing hard.
  The snow came down in blurs 
     and jumbles,
       made tiny moonlit Catskills of  the 
shored old boats, 
           up rotting on their scaffolds
     in the field 
       behind the doublewide. 
 
Mom slept deep in the couch like lead.
I was up and angry, shivering by the window. 
 
Joe was out on the frozen creek,
           leaping and squawking,
     pounding down and
                 down and down,
trying, I guess, to 
           break on through 
     to the flowing dark. 
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¿Cómo se dice en español? 
Avery Garza

My Father sat cross-legged in the driveway. To see him sit this way was a special oc-
casion. He often wore suits with shoes that made distinguished clicks against the floor 
and spoke of  business in Spanish, so to see him in yard clothes in my driveway was a 
treat. I ran and landed in front of  him with an eager slide. It was still early in the evening 
and the day’s heat was still radiating off  the pavement. I sat in front of  my father and 
stretched my legs out in front of  me to feel the humid warmth from the pavement on 
my skin. I pressed hard so that the creases on the backs of  my knees, too, would feel 
this sensation. Thick rainclouds hung low in the sky and the air was filled with energy 
that seeped into my pores and filled my lungs with electricity with every breath.
 The very first raindrop fell and broke into pieces on my skin. I shifted to be 
next to my father under the awning of  our house. He pulled a small crooked leaf  from 
a crack in the pavement where the smooth garage floor met the ragged driveway and 
placed the leaf  in front of  us. I crossed my legs as he did, flipped across a major axis he 
is a dilation of  when I am six, and copy his every movement. My tiny pale knee touches 
his much larger brown one, and our shadow knees stick out exactly the same length. 
This is how I am certain that I have his stance just right.  
 My brother and I were always fascinated with this gradient of  familial coloring. 
My brother tanned easily whereas I, more like my mother, rarely sunburn, but freckle 
instead. “Look! I’m turning brown like Daddy!” my little brother exclaimed from his 
bath. “I’m still kinda pink,” I noted. Taking stock every now and again of  my perfectly 
Band-Aid tinted skin. Dad always joked that they should make brown Band-Aids. 
 I stared between his face and the leaf, vibrating with expectancy. He was 
magical. He could produce the perfect image of  a foot in a foggy window by pressing 
the curled side of  his hand against the glass (I was certain that this was a perfect replica 
of  his foot as an infant). If  he pulled hard enough, he could also remove his thumb 
and reattach it in an instant. Or if  he was holding up one finger on each hand he could 
smash his fists together and be holding up two fingers on one hand. He could do this 
in many different complex combinations. I expected nothing short of  astonishment. 
 “How many seconds do you think it will take for a raindrop to hit this leaf?” 
he asked me.  
 “Probably a long time,” I responded after inspecting the leaf  closely, breaking 
our geometric sameness and stretching out on my stomach to see it more clearly. It was 
curved and thin, a small and absurd target for something as inexplicable as rain.  
Raindrops had begun to fall with some frequency, but still, the driveway held many of  
even my longest steps and there were plenty of  other things the rain needed to reach 



53

first. Compared to the driveway, the expanses of  treetops, or the whole yard, the leaf  
was safe in its insignificance.  
 “Five seconds,” he said. The raindrops were coming faster now, but there were 
still more dry spaces than wet on the driveway. We counted the seconds, one through 
five, and it happened! An undeniable drop of  rain fell from the sky and landed exactly 
where he said it would. The water pooled in the curve of  the leaf  and then a second 
and a third rain drop hit it as well. 
 In some number of  seconds that I’m certain my father was already aware 
of, there were no more dry spaces on the pavement. Under the awning of  our house 
watching the summer storm roll down the street, we stood again across a wide axis of  
differences as geometric equations. One very small and pale and one larger, darker, and 
full of  magic. 
 My father has brown skin. I inspected this closely one Saturday afternoon 
when I was small. I held his hand in mine, rotating and bending it so I could know 
it as well as my own. I could see the pores that sprouted black hairs on his knuckles. 
The same ones I would shave off  of  my own hands at eleven and then cry when my 
mother told me that they would just grow back angrier. I bent his hand into a fist, the 
creases like rivers, were deep and dark compared to his palms which I took care to note 
were pink like me. I counted to 100 on his fingers feeling the ridges on the tops of  his 
fingernails. “You have 100 fingers, Daddy,” I told him. 100 fingers and brown skin. 
 I am not what a real Mexican looks like. While I have some hinting qualities I 
see on my father such as straight hair that refuses to be curled and looks almost black 
in the wintertime, or dark hair on my arms that remains despite protest. I do not have 
the one quality that truly matters—my skin is pale and freckled, and therefore I am not 
a real Mexican. Jair, a boy from the Fire Academy, holds his arm against mine his skin 
is warm and significantly darker than my own. “See,” he says, “you’re totally white.” 
For the rest of  the day, he refuses to speak to me in English, shouting only loud, slow, 
Spanish phrases at me. The other Spanish speakers in the academy found this endlessly 
amusing. At least when my father would do this, he spoke at a normal speed. The words 
twist like dancers when he says them. “Gringa,” the boy spits at me through a mocking 
grin. “White girl” sounds grittier in Spanish. 
 I hear the grit most often. Spanish is rarely directed at me as it was when I was 
younger, but is used to keep me out. I feel the hot and sandy texture of  it in my ears, 
it is an angry and muttered phrase when I have done something foolish, or a secret so 
dire it must be protected by a string of  sounds that tumble over one another in a hur-
ried whisper. It is the final word in a long argument, the one my father always gets to 
have because I am simply unable to respond. 
 Spanish is slippery and unfamiliar in my mouth. Despite six years of  mandatory 
language credits, it is something I have not yet come close to mastering. Even at the age 
of  three I’m told that I would cry if  my father were to speak to me in Spanish. “I don’t 
like it when you talk that way, Daddy,” I’d choke through frustrated tears. At this age I 
have no prejudice, no bias, but still I protest. With only three years of  life experience 
behind them, these words surely cut. All the books say that speaking to babies in a 
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second language with will make them smarter, more tolerant. I had just two years prior 
mastered the finesse of  object permanence and didn’t even know what to call the quick 
hard sounds rolling like Spanish R’s out of  my father’s mouth at dinner, but I knew I 
didn’t like it when Daddy talked that way, and I never would.    
 The language reflects a certain prideful arrogance in its speakers. When conju-
gating verbs or fighting with your family the trick is: If  you believe it, it is true. This lack of  
doubt is cause for the indicative. My father is a man who operates in the indicative—all 
fear, doubt, and denial is kept secret. We argue in this verb tense. Both of  us are correct 
and repeat it louder each time we say it until the waves vibrate in my eardrums. This is 
what happens when we try and discuss important matters. 
 Just as we were when I was six, I am his shadow, trailing behind. Only now I 
do so with reluctant steps. We are farther than axes apart now and operate on entirely 
different planes. Still though, I see myself  in the way he holds a bent hand against his 
face with the side of  his index finger pressed against his lip and thumb tucked under 
his chin when he is thinking. I do the same, but I doubt he has noticed this subtlety 
between us. 
 I know him clearly by his cologne that sticks to his suit jackets that I thought 
were too scratchy but wrapped myself  in anyway, or by his slacks pressed and creased 
down the center and how I was never allowed to play in his closet or disrupt his ties. His 
shoes had bars in them to help them maintain their shape and so that I would not be able 
to wear them around the house and scuff  their shiny finish. He is a second generation 
American citizen who grew up poor as the child of  first generation American migrant 
workers who struggled and fought their way into an office complex in McAllen, Texas. 
The shiny finish he applies from a kit in a shoebox at the top of  his closet must be 
regularly checked for any blemishes. It is a long and complicated process to hide the 
scuffs. 
 This pride in appearances is why he, as a prominent member of  the Roman 
Catholic Church, cannot have a queer daughter. One with flattened shoes because she 
doesn’t care to keep them to keep them straight, a liberal and a feminist who wears 
jeans from a pile on the floor with thick belts and button downs to church like a boy. 
He slurs the words “mountain woman” at me, not knowing what he actually means by 
it, and lets me stay home. My father was asked to be a Deacon, which for some reason 
was kept a secret from me. He declined and we have stopped going to church. He has 
not held up a household item and said Como se dice en espanol? since I was 15, and I have 
stopped rolling my eyes at him because I have stopped truly seeing him. 
 We are closed off, arrogant, prideful and highly secretive. We fight like tigers 
and talk like old friends who drifted apart years ago. In comparison, I am weak and 
small because I cry when challenged, and he was trained to fight in alleys. I want to be 
strong and fight in alleys, too. I texted him recently, my head clouded with memories 
and guilt for exposing too much of  him. Naturally, it wasn’t what I meant to say: Hey 
Dad, I was thinking about you. I love you. I sent him pictures of  an ugly dog. He responded 
in Spanish, “es un feo animal,” and I cried. I hope he understood what I had meant to 
say. 

Avery Garza
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Instar
 Marie Kressin

I-IV:
When the molting revealed new skin that was different around the eyes—
where dark circles deepen and tears dry. In that stage of  metamorphosis,
the skin you had when we were kids tore over the glass edges of  what broke
inside your mind. It was thick skin, tanned brown like Dad’s, your exoskeleton,
resilient, defensive, and unlasting.

V.
You got older and started using 
your mouth to pull silky sadness around yourself. Sadness 
turned stuffing, stuffing falling out of  your blanket cocoon. 
Then, used that same mouth to touch the rim of  a bottle of  pills, to swallow
every last one. I turn and look at you laying in the back seat of  the car.
If  at any moment your symptoms agree with the list on mom’s phone
—shallow breathing, racing heart, blue lips—
we will rush to the nearest hospital, have your stomach pumped. 
I am thinking: It might be too late. I am thinking: He might die here. 
But this metamorphosis is hemimetabolous—only partial. 
Your lips were only partially blue. 

Adulthood.
In ten to fourteen hours you will emerge, your skin ashen fresh, pale and stumbling, 
completely unchanged. And by unchanged, I mean there will be nothing beautiful 
about it. And I know now you didn’t really want to die because you 
didn’t die. All you wanted was to be seen for the creature you are: crushed and 
without wings. 
The car still in the driveway, our mom praying in the seat next to me.
I don’t pray much, but I did pray this:
God, help me forgive him for his weakness.
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Ars Poetica
 Kate Henricks

Last Christmas, my mother ran her thumb and index over one 
of  my curls, pulling it gently so it sprang back against the tendons in 
my neck, asking, When was the last time you cut this mess? I threaded 
my fingers into my bundle of  spirals, always lighter in color, never perfect 
and straight like hers. 

I know it’s been too long but whenever I imagine silver scissors slipping across 
that ragged hem, I remember what I’m losing. Remember that while my skin is 
sloughing off  cells hourly, those strands are the ones I wore winning 
swimming medals, the ones my first girlfriend ran her fingertips through. Like rings 
on a tree, the oldest bands have been soaked in Canadian lakes and trapped 
smoke from Irish bars. 

The month I wrote about my father, I started snipping. Left 
fine brown crosshatching on the surface of  my desk. Just a 
little, almost everyday. Then I let the memories sit 
there, in a pile. Absently running fingertips over the tiny 
heaps. Glad to have them off  my head as I sift for the 
reason he wound is hands into these little strings and swung 
my marionette skull into the side of  the bannister. 

I need to know the answer was 
in his hands, not my hair; in who
he is, not who I am. 
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Brooklyn Bridge
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The Changeling
Grace Norton

grey Morning light seeps through the cracks between the blinds, illuminating the 
cramped motel room just enough for Louise to fish her clothes from the depths of  the 
shag carpet. Finally fast asleep, Beatrice snores softly from the pile of  blankets that is 
the bed. Louise shuffles to the mirror, fumbling with the strings of  her apron with one 
hand as she attempts to smooth the wrinkles in her faded blue dress with the other. 
A wraith stares back at her from the dark glass. Louise rakes a hand through greasy 
box-blonde hair; she’s unsettled by how hollow and sharp her eyes have become. She 
smooths the wrinkles in her apron with shaking fingers and slips her arms through the 
sleeves of  her borrowed jacket. Her gaze traces the seams of  her dress, and she undoes 
one more button at the top, just enough so that the cleft of  her breasts is visible below 
the small gold cross around her neck. She blinks to steady the wobbling room before 
slipping a small white pill between her lips. Louise pads over to the bed where Beatrice 
lays, her forehead wrinkled as she sleeps. She studies her daughter for a moment, her 
eyes travelling over the tangled hair and tiny hands curled into fists and etching the 
image into her memory, as if  Bee could disappear at any moment. She bends down 
to kiss her lightly on the brow. Her lips linger just long enough for Bee to stir, but she 
doesn’t wake. Louise avoids looking at the bed as she pulls the door shut behind her.
 “Maggie!” a voice croaks. The name is still strange in Louise’s ears; she turns 
to the mound of  flesh lumbering towards her, pendulous breasts swinging with every 
step. Louise can smell her as she approaches; the strong scent of  perfume assaults her 
nose, accented ever so slightly with notes of  dog piss. The woman stops to catch her 
breath and leans heavily on the rusted railing. Clouds of  vapor billow from her mouth, 
chilled by the morning air.
 “Liebchen, I’m glad you’re up early,” she wheezes, mopping at her forehead with 
a rag. “Forget carpets, I need fresh laundry. Just had a bunch of  bikers pull up. Don’t 
know why since it’s colder than a witch’s tit. Scheiße! As if  anyone wants hundreds of  
those loud stinking things all over the roads. Melvin’s checking them in but I’ll need to 
be in the office today. I can get Beatrice up for you and get her some breakfast.”
 Louise nods, doing her best to interpret the older woman’s words through the 
veil of  her accent. She wishes Bee could sleep a little longer. 
“Just take Bee’s food out of  my check, Johanna,” Louise calls over her shoulder.
 The aptly named Vagabond Motel isn’t so bad, as seedy motels go. It’s small, 
only twenty rooms, but fairly busy even in the off-season. Louise stops at the deluxe 
honeymoon suite, its walls plastered pink and outfitted with a heart-shaped bed that 
smells of  cheap rose perfume and sex. It’s a popular room but not for newlyweds. She 
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rolls the laundry cart from room to room, gathering used linens, and in the courtyard 
the bright blue frost-coated AstroTurf  crunches under her feet. The deep green water 
of  the neglected swimming pool glitters under the morning sun. 
 The motel stirs as Louise works. Up on the second floor walkway, Bee, unfazed 
by the early hour, struggles with the heavy watering can as she rejuvenates the sad 
arrangement of  potted plants. She’s small for a seven-year-old, and the metal watering 
can sloshes more water on the ground than into the flower pots as she waddles across 
the walkway. The November air is brisk with the threat of  winter, but sweat dampens 
the collar of  Louise’s dress.
 “Look Mama! A ‘pider!” Bee shouts from above. She’s gesturing wildly at a fat 
orb weaver suspended in the center of  its web above. She beams down at Louise, who 
smiles briefly before returning her attention to the overflowing laundry cart.
“Leave it alone, Honey Bee. And keep it down,” Louise warns. She doesn’t want to piss 
off  Melvin. His wife, Johanna, had been sympathetic from the start. Louise had told 
her about the abusive boyfriend, how she was forced to go on the run, how she had 
no family to turn to. Johanna had even offered to help take care of  Bee while Louise 
cleaned rooms to earn their nights in 205. 
 Melvin, on the other hand, isn’t so generous. He was all toothy smiles and 
liver-spotted handshakes in the beginning. In the laundry room, he’d taken her fear 
and desperation to mean something else; one slap had kept his roving hands away, but 
Melvin still leers at her as she works. Louise does her best to avoid him. She needs 
Johanna’s help with Bee, which means staying on their good side. 
 Struggling with the cart, Louise makes it to the laundry room and loads the 
decrepit machine. November marks the death of  the tourist season, but there’s enough 
work to keep Louise busy for six dollars an hour. 
 Louise steps out of  the laundry room, the machines rattling behind her, 
and gazes out over the street as she places a cigarette between her lips. This part of  
downtown, near the race track, was something special in its heyday. Now it’s all cracked 
pavement and shuttered buildings, the whole town suffocating in dust and chipped 
paint. Even so, there’s a twisted charm about the place. They’ve only been in Hot 
Springs for a week now, but it feels comfortable, like a good place to stop and breathe 
and unravel the thoughts in her head. It seems only appropriate that Louise end up in 
a town famous for being a gangster refuge. Louise’s mouth curves into the semblance 
of  a smile. Yes, Arkansas would make a good hideout for now.
 

 The tiny space heater works overtime to warm the frigid air as Louise stands 
in the cramped kitchen that qualifies their room as “deluxe,” gazing absentmindedly 
through the hazy window and out over the street below. The shadows of  bare tree 
branches spiderweb across the pavement and cut through the pools of  orange light 
cast by the streetlamps. Louise glances over her shoulder from her post at the sink, her 
sleeves rolled up as she plunges dishes in and out of  hot, soapy water. Bee sits on the 
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floor, building a structure out of  blocks, some of  the few toys Louise had managed 
to bring. She’s naked, wrapped in a blanket; Louise had chased her around the motel 
room for fifteen minutes after the bath, but gave up when both their stomachs started 
growling. They’d dined on a feast of  canned chili and garlic bread, Bee’s favorite. Bee 
looks up from her construction site, brightly colored blocks scattered across the dark 
brown carpet. 
 “I’m building a rest-rawnt,” she says matter-of-factly, adjusting some of  the 
blocks with one hand. “It’s an Indian rest-rawnt. Like the one I go to with Daddy.” 
Louise nods and makes sounds of  acknowledgement, trying to remain as expression-
less as possible while maintaining her attention on the pile of  dishes. Bee had men-
tioned her father a few times in the past three weeks, but hadn’t asked any questions 
yet. Louise wouldn’t have an answer when the time came anyway.
 Louise pauses, brushing her wet hands against her pant legs and fishing a 
cigarette out of  the depths of  her purse on the counter. She steps onto the walkway, 
leaving the door cracked so she can keep an eye on Bee without letting too much warm 
air escape. Louise sighs in relief  at the comfort of  the paper between her knuckles, 
anxiety tumbling from her lungs and into the haze over her head. The nights are 
growing colder and longer. She gazes down the line of  bright blue doors, the dim lights 
shrouded by swarms of  moths and gnats. The Vagabond is one of  those old places 
that was probably nice until the neighborhood went to shit, back before everyone 
migrated away from downtown in favor of  lake-side condominiums. There aren’t many 
cockroaches compared to the first few places, at least; but Bee’s still anxious about bath 
time, begging Louise to stay in case a roach appears while she’s trapped in the water. 
Louise sighs, wanting to make it up to Bee. She’d done her best to spin this whole thing 
as some big adventure, even her fake name. But Bee is smart for her age, and it’s only a 
matter of  time before she realizes they can’t go home. 
 A small figure across the street catches Louise’s eye, silhouetted by the glow of  
a street lamp. Louise squints; the figure is small enough to be a child but stands alone, 
unmoving. A spark of  concern flashes through her; a child shouldn’t be alone on the 
street so late. No, Louise tells herself  sternly. She can’t risk a run-in with the police.
 Louise shivers, nearly dropping her cigarette. The edges of  her vision blur as 
she realizes she’s gone too long without a dose. She fumbles in the pockets of  her bor-
rowed jacket for the plastic bottle of  little white pills. She leans heavily on the railing, 
the cigarette clenched between her teeth as she shakes two pills into her unsteady palm. 
They scrape her throat as she swallows them dry. Louise inhales deeply, her breath 
curling around her in the cold. She’d started taking the pills for depression, but the 
depressive moods didn’t stop as her tolerance increased. She isn’t normal without the 
pills anymore. Anxiety grips her as she counts and re-counts the number of  pills in the 
bottle. Only five. She glances across the street once more as she regains her composure, 
but the figure is gone.
 The sharp crack of  an engine followed by raucous laughter draws Louise’s 
attention to a group of  bikers below, crowded around their motorcycles while they 
talk and laugh. One couple is glued together, oblivious to their friends, their hands 
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and lips travelling over each other with urgency. Louise grimaces and looks back out 
over the street, but her thoughts drift to Ben against her will. He’ll be searching for her 
by now, but Louise and Bee were already hours away by the time the custody hearing 
came and went. For every mile the grungy Megabus put behind them, Louise felt the 
weight easing from her shoulders and she could finally breathe again. Louise wonders 
how long she can keep up the charade. She’d told no one of  her plan and she had a 
few-hundred-mile head start. There’s no way he’d look for them in Hot Springs. Even 
so, Louise entertains the thought of  what would happen if  he did track them down. 
He’d call her a crazy bitch. You’re such a child, he’d say. You’re thirty-one fucking years old and 
Beatrice is more mature than you. 
 He’s probably right, Louise thinks with a chuckle. But she’d done okay up until 
now. Sure, the coffee shop job only lasted a month before she got fired, but the owner 
was a skeez anyway, always looking at her with hungry eyes. And maybe the grocery 
store job didn’t last as long as it could have, either, but Louise didn’t get fired that time, 
she quit. And then there was the Greek place, the pizza place… Louise grimaces and 
lets her cigarette butt fall to the ground, grinding it into the blue turf  with the heel of  
her shoe. Ben had always felt the need to make everything a competition, particularly 
when it came to money. They’d never really been together, just played at being in love 
the first few years after Bee was born. The magic had been long over for Louise less 
than a year after Bee came into the picture, but Ben was so insistent on being involved. 
He was thirty-one and married when they met, Louise only twenty-two; he a successful 
insurance salesman, she once again trying her hand at an undergraduate degree. Six 
months after his divorce, Louise was pregnant. 
 A shout from below snatches Louise from her thoughts and into the present. 
A man standing with the group of  bikers is waving to her, gesturing for her to come 
over. She stares at him, unmoving, and his friends clap him on the back and laugh, their 
words inaudible from her perch at the railing. A door opens a few rooms down from 
where Louise stands, and a woman hobbles out, looking agitated. The woman, Maud, 
has her thin white hair in rollers and a silk robe draped over her frail frame, but her 
voice is intimidating as she yells to the rowdy group just where they can park their bikes. 
Muttering to herself, she shuffles back into her room, slamming the door amid laughs 
from the group. Louise rolls her eyes and returns to the room to find Bee asleep on the 
floor, Wheel of  Fortune casting a blue light against the walls from the television. Louise 
deposits her gently in the bed, her mind on the bikers.
 On Sunday, Johanna is delighted when Louise claims she’d like to take Bee to 
church and gives her the morning off. Johanna produces an aged pink dress, crinkled 
and covered in bows, which had belonged to her own daughter, Lena. She was a year 
older than Bee when she died. The two of  them were living in a seedy neighborhood 
at the time, in a squalid shotgun house where Johanna bred Pomeranians to pay the 
bills, but none of  the thirteen sounded the alarm until it was too late. The junkie chose 
Lena’s room first, and she screamed when she awoke to him rifling through her dresser 
drawers for anything valuable. Two bullets silenced her. 
 Louise tries to politely decline the offering, but Johanna insists, tears welling in 
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her eyes when she sees Bee in the dress. Johanna waves from the motel office as Louise 
sets out in the direction of  the nearest church at a brisk walk, with Bee trailing behind 
and complaining of  the itchy fabric. They trudge through the bitter morning chill a few 
blocks before detouring to a tiny park populated by a few skinny trees. 
 “I thought we were going to church,” Bee whines. Louise shrugs and sits down 
on a worn wooden bench, unfolding a Sunday paper she’d snagged from the motel’s 
front office. 
 “Anywhere can be a church as long as you’re thinking about God,” she says 
from behind her paper. Bee stares at her a moment, digesting her words, before turning 
and walking to a patch of  grass carpeted with clover. She sinks to her knees, running 
her fingers over the clovers and muttering to herself.
 Louise peers at Bee over the top of  her newspaper. Bee was always good at 
playing by herself, to the point where playing with others was sometimes a problem. 
Louise’s resolve wavers, and she wonders if  she’s done the right thing. No, Louise 
thinks to herself  firmly, I will not second guess this. She sets down the Sunday paper and 
hoists herself  up from the bench. Bee is still engrossed in the clover patch, and Louise 
ambles over to where she’s seated. She’s constructed some sort of  miniature banquet 
out of  rocks, acorns, and grass, and she looks up in alarm as Louise approaches.
 “Stop!” Bee cries, throwing up her arms. Louise halts, puzzled. 
 “Bee, what are you doing?”
 Bee glances down at her handiwork, adjusting an acorn cap perched on top of  
the rock that serves as a table. “I made a faerie feast,” she says proudly. Louise smiles
 “You’re my little faerie,” Louise teases. “The faeries switched you as a baby and 
I’ve loved you ever since. A changeling. Are your faeries having a party?
 Bee shakes her head. “It’s so the faeries can have a safe place. They’re in 
danger.”
 Louise smiles quizzically but decides to play along. “That’s great, Bee. Why are 
they in danger?”
 Bee stares at Louise, the expression in her dark eyes serious. 
 “Because the Shadow Man wants to hurt them.”
 Louise blinks, dumbfounded. “Where did you hear that?” she asks carefully.
 Bee shrugs. “Johanna tells me stories. She says the Shadow Man is good. But 
the faeries tell me he’s bad. I have to help them.”
 Louise doesn’t reply. She gathers Bee from the clover patch and they head back 
to the motel.

 Bee finally falls asleep hours after her bedtime, anxious about her so-called 
Shadow Man. Louise, annoyed, makes a note to talk to Johanna about telling Bee her 
German folktales. She fumbles around in her purse for a cigarette and steps outside, 
the remnants of  a twelve-pack of  cheap beer tucked under her arm. The air is a brisk 
forty degrees, and Louise grimaces, wishing for a warmer coat. She sits on the walkway, 
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her legs dangling through the gaps in the bars of  the railing, and cracks open a can of  
beer. 
 “Hey.”
 One of  the men in the biker group is standing below her, his face upturned. 
He has a beer in one hand, the other clutching the sandal that has slipped off  of  
Louise’s foot. Louise returns his hello with a halfhearted flourish of  her beer can. She 
watches him as he ascends the stairs to the second floor, waving the sandal at her as he 
approaches. She realizes he’s the same man who had invited her to join their group a 
few nights before. She glances down at his friends; most of  them are engrossed in their 
own conversations, but a few are stealing glances up at her with wolfish grins on their 
faces. He drops to one knee and presents the sandal to her soberly, cradling the worn 
rubber shoe as if  it’s a glass slipper. Louise laughs despite herself, a foreign sound in 
her mouth. The man smiles widely as Louise accepts the shoe, taking it as approval for 
him to stay. He slides his legs through the railing beside Louise. 
 “Who should I thank for the brave rescue of  my shoe?” Louise asks, taking a 
swig of  beer. After so many days of  avoiding drawing attention to herself, having his 
eyes on her sent a thrill across her skin that she’d been trying to repress. 
“My name would be Wes,” he says comfortably. Louise glances at him from the corner 
of  her eye, his lanky frame and too-big nose outlined by the yellow light of  the street 
lamps. She likes the way his dark curls fall into his eyes. 
 “Want a smoke?” he asks, offering his pack of  Pyramids. Louise declines, 
taking her own cigarette from where it’s tucked behind her ear. She leans forward and 
lights it with the end of  the cigarette already perched between his lips. 
 “How long are you in town for?” Louise asks casually, swinging her feet. Her 
other sandal falls to the ground with a smack, and she giggles. Wes smiles. 
 “Just a few more days. Then we’re headed down to New Orleans. We came 
for the convention. Nice stop on our way from Memphis,” he says, cracking open his 
can of  beer. He extends his hand and she touches the lip of  the can with her own in a 
toast. “Why don’t you come hang out with us downstairs?” Wes asks. He glances at her 
from the corner of  his eye as he looks out over the cars clogging the street beyond the 
motel courtyard. Louise hesitates, uncertain. She looks over her shoulder at the motel 
room where Bee sleeps, the door cracked slightly. Fuck it. Louise chugs the rest of  her 
beer and grabs another, nodding. Wes grins and springs to his feet, extending a hand to 
Louise. She slips her fingers into his palm and laughs as he pulls her to him. 
 Louise finds herself  standing unsteadily among the group of  bikers, unsure 
of  how much time has passed. Overwhelmed by the noise of  their conversations, she 
focuses on her feet rather than look at anyone. A few had said their names as they 
passed her a bottle of  whiskey, but she can’t remember them now. Louise sways where 
she stands, the Astroturf  rough under her bare feet. She shivers and wraps her arms 
around herself  against the cold. She feels a hand on her shoulder and turns to face Wes.
 “I think we’re all going to this bar down—woah,” he says, catching her as she 
lurches forward. She smiles at him gratefully. 
 “Let’s stay here,” Louise manages to say, taking another pull from the icy can 
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clutched in her hand. Wes nods and they slip into his now-empty motel room as the 
group outside migrates to the motorcycles, their laughter punctuated by the cracks and 
rumbles of  the engines. Wes closes the door and the sudden quiet is strange in Louise’s 
ears. She plops onto the bed, her beer slipping from her fingers and spattering across 
the grimy carpet. Wes sits down next to her, resting a hand on her thigh. Louise stares 
at his fingers, suddenly uncomfortable. He leans toward her, one hand going for the 
front of  her dress; she shudders as his icy fingers slip underneath the fabric of  her bra. 
She feels numb, but not just from the cold.
 Louise sways as a wave of  dizziness washes over her. 
 “Oh no,” she gasps. Lights dance behind Louise’s half-lidded eyes as she 
slumps forward. Panic seizes her. She disentangles herself  from Wes, who protests in 
confusion. She stumbles to her feet and desperately pats down her pockets, but they’re 
empty. Wes is speaking from where he sits on the bed, but the words are jumbled in 
Louise’s ears. Her chest tightens. Not here, not now, not again. The room seems to 
shake and distort as she concentrates on every step toward the door. Wes grabs her 
arm, but she wrenches herself  free. She shoves him violently, sending him crashing 
into a table. She throws open the door and propels herself  into the frigid night air, the 
motel doors a blurred blue streak as she runs from the room. Louise dashes across 
the courtyard, nearly falling into the murky swimming pool as she skirts its edge, her 
reflection jumping across the film of  ice under the dim streetlamps. She trips on the 
stairs, one knee scraping against the rough concrete steps. Hot blood trickles down her 
leg, mingling with sweat and dirt. 
 Louise reaches her room and throws open the door with a bang, staggering 
across the carpet littered with clothes and pizza crusts. Her chest burns with each gasp 
for air, and she coughs violently as she rifles through the mess on the table searching 
desperately for the pills. There has to be one left. She has to have miscounted. Her 
fingers meet smooth plastic and she clutches the bottle, raising it to her face. Relief  
washes over her, and she presses the bottle to her heaving chest. One pill. She fumbles 
with the lid of  the pill bottle and shakes the little white tablet into her mouth, washing 
it down with a gulp of  flat soda. Louise crumples to the floor as the spinning room 
slowly edges back into focus. She stares at the empty bottle in her hand. She’d tried to 
make the pills last, but she’d hoped to find a supplier by now. She’d been too busy with 
the cleaning work, too busy dealing with Bee. 
 Louise freezes. The room is quiet. The silence weighs down on her, coating 
her, absorbing her. Her eyes drift to the bed. She swallows hard as a roaring sound 
builds in her ears. 
 “Honey Bee?” she says tentatively, smiling. She slowly rises to her feet, steady-
ing herself  against the wall. Her knee leaks blood but the red is lost in the muddled 
browns of  the carpet. She steps forward, wincing as pain burns through her leg.
 The bed is empty.
 “No, no, no, no, no,” she chokes. The roaring in her ears intensifies as she 
lurches to the bathroom, but Bee isn’t there. A frigid gust of  wind blasts through the 
room and Louise’s eyes shift to the gaping front door. Louise hobbles across the room 
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and onto the walkway, whipping her head around violently as she searches for any sign 
of  Bee. Her legs buckle as she reaches the railing, and the icy metal burns into her 
palms as she clutches the bar with white-knuckled fists. She scans the dark street below 
and spots a small figure standing across the street, shrouded by mist. 
 “Beatrice!” Louise screams, but the figure doesn’t move. “Honey Bee, baby—”
 She’s cut off  by a loud splash from below. A cloud of  frothy white bubbles 
rises to the surface of  the dark pool. Louise can just make out the shape of  Johanna 
standing at its edge in the darkness. She ignores the pain in her leg and bolts for the 
stairs.
 Johanna stands rigidly at the edge of  the swimming pool. Louise can’t make 
out her expression as she rushes toward the roiling water. 
“Beatrice!” Louise screams, her voice unsteady from the alcohol. She grabs Johanna’s 
arm. “Johanna! Where is my baby?”
 Johanna slowly turns toward Louise, her face stony. Her gaze is full of  
contempt.
 “This does not concern you,” she barks. Louise jumps back in shock. Her eyes 
desperately scan the inky water as thin shards of  ice bob on its surface. 
 “Johanna,” Louise begs, “where is my baby? Where is Beatrice?” She tries 
to grab Johanna’s arm, but Johanna throws her off  violently. As the bubbles slowly 
dissipate, Louise can almost make out a small, pale hand sinking deeper below the 
surface.
 “She’s not yours anymore, Louise. She belongs to the Shadow Man,” Johanna 
says softly, gazing down at the water. Louise stares at her with wide eyes.
 “What does that mean? What the fuck does that mean?” Louise’s breath 
quickens, her mind growing hazy. She propels herself  toward the pool, but Johanna 
yanks her backward by the arm and she crashes to the ground. Her skull meets 
pavement with a dull smack and spots flood her vision. Johanna looms over her, her 
face unreadable in the shadows. 
 “Stupid, stupid girl,” she murmurs. “You really think you can take care of  her? 
Make her happy?” Johanna nudges Louise with her foot. “Look at yourself. Drunk. 
Worthless. You’ve caused what you fear most. So why shouldn’t you lose your true 
daughter? She is with the Shadow Man, and I am one step closer to fulfilling my end of  
the deal.”
 Johanna looks away, at the water. “You don’t know what you have.” 
 Louise’s body is heavy and the ringing in her ears has been replaced by the 
steady pulse of  pain in her skull. Johanna’s shadowy form melts into the surrounding 
darkness as Louise’s eyes drift closed.

 The blare of  a passing siren pulls Louise to consciousness. Her eyes crack 
open and she blinks, disoriented. Slowly, the inside of  their room comes into focus. She 
stretches, untangling herself  from the blankets. She rolls over and gazes at Bee, whose 
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hair is wild around her face, a crust of  drool lining the corner of  her mouth. Louise 
smiles and heaves herself  out of  bed, taking care not to disturb Bee. She glances at Bee 
as she dresses; anxiety gnaws at her stomach, as if  there’s something important she 
can’t quite remember.
 As Louise makes her rounds with the housekeeping cart, she stops to say good 
morning to Johanna as she sweeps the fallen leaves from the courtyard. Johanna smiles, 
her cheeks rosy and her gold front tooth gleaming.
 “Ah, Maggie. How is our little Beatrice today?” she asks as she stoops to bag 
some of  the leaves. Louise takes the bag and holds it open as Johanna stuffs it with 
leaves. 
 “I figure I’ll let her sleep,” Louise replies. “One of  us should. I think I had a 
nightmare last night but I can’t remember a thing. I’m worn out.” 
 Johanna clucks with concern. “My poor Liebchen. That’s no good. Get some 
sleep tonight instead of  seeing those biker boys,” she says with a wink. 
 Louise grins as she bends down to scoop a handful of  leaves into the bag but 
stops, puzzled. At the bottom of  the leaf  pile is a small pink shoe. Bee’s shoe. Louise 
slowly picks it up, her mind grasping at something just out of  reach. She turns the shoe 
over in her hands.
 “That’s funny. My nightmare—” Louise is cut off  by a sharp stab of  pain 
through her head and she doubles over with a groan. Johanna flutters around her with 
concern.
 “Liebchen? Are you hurt?” she asks as she steadies Louise. Louise straightens, 
clutching the shoe. 
 “I’m fine,” she gasps, “just a headache.” Louise shakes her head as if  it would 
sort out the jumble of  thoughts crowding her skull. “I have the weirdest feeling…”
 Johanna’s grip on Louise’s arm tightens into a vice. Her face is expressionless.
 “Maggie, Beatrice is fine. Don’t say another word about it,” she says evenly. 
Louise slowly pulls her arm from Johanna’s grasp.
 “I never said my dream was about Bee.”
 Johanna’s eyes flicker. “What do you know? You were drinking. Probably more. 
You even attacked one of  our guests. That’s not a good example for a child. Maybe I 
should involve the police.” 
 Louise stiffens. Johanna stares at her calmly. 
 “You’re right,” Louise says amiably. “I’m being foolish. Although I’m sure the 
‘attack’ was just a misunderstanding. I’m sorry, Johanna.”
 Johanna beams a gold-flecked smile. “Good girl. Now wash the towels.”

 Louise peers out of  the window of  the motel office, following Johanna’s 
movements as she lugs bags of  trash across the courtyard. She disappears around the 
corner of  the building, and Louise clamors to the front desk and rifles through the 
drawer where Melvin keeps the key to his station wagon. She slips the key into her apron 
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pocket and hurries to her room. Louise’s thoughts flash to her earlier confrontation 
with Johanna as she passes the pool, and she shudders as a feeling of  unease twists her 
stomach. Louise throws open the door to the room, rushing past where Bee sits on the 
floor with her cereal staring at the blank television screen. Louise grabs a backpack and 
stuffs it with whatever she can reach.
 “Get your shoes on Honey Bee, we’re going on another adventure,” Louise 
pants, feigning a smile. Bee silently puts on her shoes as Louise stuffs her wad of  cash 
into her bra. She hoists Bee into her arms and darts for the door. 
 Johanna is nowhere in sight as Louise skirts the edge of  the courtyard toward 
Melvin’s car. She opens a door and tosses their bags inside before shuffling Bee into the 
back seat. The tires screech against pavement as Louise peels out of  the parking lot. 

 Louise drives sixty miles before stopping for gas at a tiny station off  of  the 
interstate. As she waits in line to buy a pack of  cigarettes, she turns over the day’s events 
in her mind. Of  course they couldn’t have stayed. She was stupid to think they could 
settle down anywhere so soon. It would be better this way.
 She returns to the car, settling into the driver’s seat with a sigh. Bee is asleep in 
the back seat, and Louise gazes at her for a few moments. She leans over her seat and 
cups Bee’s cheek in her hand, smiling faintly. They would find a new safe haven, one 
without Ben or Johanna or anyone else that wanted to keep Louise away from her baby.
 Louise’s vision grows wobbly as they pull out of  the gas station, but she 
focuses on the road and breathes deeply to fight the fit. They need at least fifty more 
miles behind them before she can even think about stopping. She hears Bee stir in the 
back seat as she accelerates up the ramp and back onto the interstate. 
 “Rise and shine, Honey Bee,” Louise says cheerily. A few moments pass, but 
Bee doesn’t reply. Louise glances in the rearview mirror and stiffens with shock. She 
yanks the steering wheel to the right to avoid colliding with another car.
 “What is it, Mama?” Bee asks. 
 The mirror is empty. The only reflection is that of  the worn leather seats and 
the pavement receding behind them.

The Changeling
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Blue Version
 Carl Napolitano

In the sad, strange seconds you had 
to scramble while your mother wept and your father called 
you a faggot, you grabbed your lime green Gameboy Color
with Pokémon Blue Version. Try to think about it like that, 
a virtual adventure, as you stare into the small square screen 
under the trembling light of  the bus stop. 

Remember when you were six? 
 you were so close to defeating 
 the Pokémon League Champion
 and beating the game, but one by 
 one, your monsters fell 
 to his monsters’ attacks
 —Fire Blast! Dragon Rage! 
 Mega Drain! It’s super effective!—
 their health bars emptying
 after you came so far. 
 You lost, had to start over, 
and now

you can’t help but notice how the character moves
on the screen: by staying in the center as 
the monochromatic world moves around him 
and it’s all blue. He needs no food or sleep 
and his Pokémon are healed for free. Who will heal
you, a collection of  pixels resembling a boy? 
Your cold-numbed thumbs mash the circular A, 
the cross-shaped D-pad, making him explore 
a world where there is no night or death 
until the double-A batteries die. Your father 
used to let you take batteries from the remote. 
Bus headlights bounce toward you. You turn off  
your Gameboy. The older file will be erased
to save. Okay? Yes. You click the switch,
the screen dissolves and fades.



Canoe on Lake Clinton
 Lexi Adams

two-layered reduction woodblock relief  print
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Death By Plants
 Chantal Danyluk

digital painting
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Babel
 Adam Nick

During a momentary lapse of  control, our plane dipped through the sky and our 
words fell out the back hatch, through the mists, and over the cornfields. Our stom-
achs lurched, our mouths gaped, and dog and cat and seltzer escaped into the blue, their 
characters vibrating with excitement. The stewardess gasped peanuts and pilot, holding 
herself  up between the luggage compartments. In vain, she tried to capture them like 
butterflies using a barf  bag. After the escape, we bit our lips so we could ask ourselves 
what and why, but those words flew out our ears instead. We listened as they dissolved 
into wet consonants—faint sputters and clicks disappearing down the aisle and into the 
air vents. A girl pointed outside our window at a hawk clutching our words in its talons. 
We couldn’t remember hey (or any of  its relatives) to call out to the bird, so we sat and 
watched it soar, clutching debt and death over the countryside.
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Ars Poetica
 Marie Kressin

There is a kind of  voice that, when it sings, makes me feel more deeply
the purple of  the bruises I have hidden beneath my skin.
It is a deep voice that catches on itself  as though there is something
that must be said, but that is too painful. I taste its pain
in my own mouth, and it is like storm clouds on one of  those days
when it never actually rains. 

On other days, I sit outside watching the redbuds and listening
to their blossom petals whispering. I see
the wind move through them like hymns in high Soprano,
and I warn them to never lose their faith
because I know the petals are actually children and I know
they listen to us too. 

When it’s time for all things to end, final words are not so final. Our final sound
is final, and it is the same for everyone:
an exhale. The soul leaves with the exhale and becomes golden like heaven
or like fire.
I wish all last breaths could be bottled 
and stacked against each other until they became one shining wall of  air
that would protect us from our own desires

All I’m saying is there are sounds in the world that vibrate strongly against 
what makes me human,
and feeling close to my humanity is something rare. So when I find those sounds,
I fold my body against them
and pray to stay there but cannot because they are not mine.
This is mine. And it is close enough.



75

Claire, My Friend
 Lexi Adams

black and white film photography



76

The Sound of Cells
Avery Garza

in 1994 My Mother began to send vhs tapes from our home in McAllen, Texas, 
to San Antonio where her father lived. I have never seen these tapes, but I am told 
they contain the soft breathing of  my sleeping infant self  and my babblings and 
accomplishments as I grew from one to six months old. I’m told that I have met my 
grandfather, but the 8 hour drive from McAllen to San Antonio is far too long to 
make with an infant and thus the video documentation of  my learning to smile and 
crawl began. My mother has told me that her father, my grandfather, cherished these 
tapes for the six months he had them, showing off  his first grandchild to his friends, 
coworkers, and doctors. My cells, healthy and expanding bounce off  one another in 
waves, my breath commits an excellent mimicry of  this, creating negative space in the 
old video camera’s microphone. 

An art gallery in Portland features an exhibit called “The Sound Wall” which envelopes 
art gallery visitors in walls of  handmade paper. Sound is trapped, reverberated, and 
amplified—it wraps you in vibration. The film displayed here begins with healthy cells, 
tumbling over one another in a dish. Their particular vibrations are a nervous and 
gentle breath into a microphone with the electric hum of  urgency and power behind it.   

As a child I received what looked like a credit card with an uneven hole cut out of  the 
upper right corner, edges shaded brown like a burn mark from a cigarette. I had vowed 
at a kiosk in the mall at age four—attracted to free gifts—to be tobacco free. It was 
the only artifact in my small pink wallet aside from a few coins that I had found on the 
ground. It was a badge of  honor that I carried proudly because my mother had told me 
before that smoking was bad for you—it could make you very sick. 

Alveoli are hollow cavities within mammalian lungs located at the end of  the respiratory 
tree. They are responsible for gas exchange by releasing carbon dioxide and absorbing 
oxygen. Emphysema is a loss of  elasticity in the walls of  the alveoli irritated by genetics 
or methionine reaction with toxins in cigarette smoke.  

Cigar smoke crept into the small apartment from the balcony where my uncle and 
father sat, celebrating something. True to my vow, I dug the card out of  my wallet and 
presented it to my father, arm outstretched, elbow locked. I relished in the sound of  
the force put behind slamming the door behind me, it made the whole wall vibrate. I 
was sent inside. Staring down at my hands I traced the ridges of  the burn hole with my 
finger. My mother spoke to me softly, yet her voice still crashed against my eardrums 
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as if  she were screaming. I could feel the hesitation in her voice when she spoke. 
There was a weight to the silence before she explained that cigars and cigarettes were 
different, and daddy was only doing it every once and a while so it was okay. I nodded, 
embarrassed, and have since lost the card. 

A small room in Minneapolis created for research, product noise testing, and astronaut 
training is deemed the quietest place in the world. The Anechoic Chamber, structurally, 
blocks and absorbs 99.99% of  sound. Steel insulated concrete walls create the outer 
shell of  the room and the inside is crosshatched with three foot thick foam wedges. 
Although even here, the often sought out sensation of  absolute silence is unattainable 
by an imperfection of  .01%. 

Sound waves ripple across a pool of  water in a cave in East Texas. We have come to 
experience the darkness and the silence of  the lowest point we can reach here, but it is 
cracked and leaking; imperfect. Explorers, school children, and theatre retreat groups, 
like us, shuffle through, gawking at the formations explained enthusiastically by our 
tour guide. When we reach the bottom, the lights are switched off  and we cease talk-
ing—it feels heavy like silence that has fallen over Thanksgiving dinner. In respect for 
the darkness, once the lingering whispers have settled, we are as silent as we biologically 
can be. Each droplet of  water that hits the frigid pool acts as a metronome sending out 
ripples of  sound that carry and echo and break against the mass of  tourists.

Sound is characterized as a wave. It is a physical pressure and displacement of  its 
medium that the brain perceives as sound, to which we assign pitch, tone, and meaning. 
The hearing impaired generally listen to music with heavy bass so as to feel the most 
sound.

Caves are meant to be dark, solitary, and silent. I recall the lab done in elementary 
school science class where we pour water over a box of  sugar cubes and watch as 
sticky ravines form at our hands. Secretly, water eats away at the mineral surfaces of  
rock, creating caverns and tunnels under our homes and highways. Though just as our 
blood crashes through our veins and cells rip themselves apart pushing us outward, 
caves are everything but silent in their constant expansion. They are full of  tiny pale 
life—translucent cave crickets sing into the hollowness, and water flows, drips, and 
rushes through its tunnels. You can hear as water loosens its grip from the ceiling and 
pushes itself  through the air. The droplet reaches the pool at the bottom with a hollow 
sound and the ripples, like swimmers, do breaststrokes towards you.    

Vocal cords are soft tissues found beneath the larynx. Sound and song is produced by 
pressure changes that occur when air passes through the vocal cords causing them to 
widen or narrow. This is the difference between low and high notes. Smoke inhalation 
of  any kind can irritate and damage the soft tissues of  the vocal cords which can lead 
to changes in voice. Some changes can heal, though continued inhalation can cause 
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irreparable damage. 

In the dark, with only the rhythmic tone of  singular water droplets to orient ourselves, 
someone begins to sing Leonard Cohen’s “Hallelujah.” I don’t know if  this was planned 
or not, but in the years that have passed since then, I have refused to ask. Sound travels 
at roughly 340 meters per second, and so at incredible speeds the waves of  one voice, 
then two, then everyone joined in to break the eerie silence of  the cave. Ripples of  
music stretched and reached out through the darkness to touch every crease of  the 
caves ceiling. Unencumbered, they echoed and amplified against the cave walls and like 
a boomerang and came back to us just as vibrant as they left. They pooled on top of  
the water like a film that lingered for a few seconds after we slipped back into silence, 
before dissolving into the freezing pool.   

Western music revolves around building and releasing tension. Without the release, 
tension builds gradually and creates an artful discomfort in listeners. An anticipation  
is created by playing one note before the chord to which it belongs. The sense of  
expectancy can be short and gratifying or, when repeated, creates an overall sense of  
uneasiness in listeners until some sort of  resolution is reached. 

Years later, I would buy my first pack of  every-once-and-a-while Marlboros. Pulling 
one from the metallic paper inside, I twisted the orange tip in my fingers and stared 
down at the cottony mass packed inside of  it. Bits of  tobacco fell out of  the end 
and landed on my jeans. I considered it for a moment before raising the tube to my 
lips. With nothing more in my ears than a slight inhale, the tiny aluminum teeth of  
a lighter grind against one another under my thumb. The starter wheel creaked in a 
weak resistance before fire, chasing and consuming butane gas, sprinkled upwards to 
a fine tip—it sounded like fireworks. I stood in almost silence as my lips, wet, part and 
pulled away from the dry filtered end of  my cigarette. My breath escaped, nearly silent, 
tumbling in white clouds into the air.  

“The Sound Wall” exhibit features a film called “Cellular.” An atomic force microscope 
gathered data on the vibrations of  cell replication and translated this to sound which 
envelops viewers. Like light, sound is malleable; it can be bounced, warped, amplified, 
or nearly eliminated based on human desires.  

I come from a large and noisy family. Thanksgiving Day is often held in Dallas, in 
a house that does little to soften the sound of  a holiday circus. People tumble like 
acrobats through the house and fanfare fills every available space of  the surprisingly 
well orchestrated aerialist show. People dart around and under casseroles, parades of  
children march from front yard to backyard, and cheers erupt at intervals of  football 
touchdowns. I would expect less organization from such a gathering, but in my 20 
years nothing has been dropped or broken, and we all gather around the house in 
prayer before we eat. People come together in a tangled line, which wraps around 
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corners, through the kitchen and fills both living rooms. Silence collects in the house 
as everyone, like a string of  dominos, begins to notice bowed heads. Kids are called in 
from outside and uncles trickle in from the garage smelling of  turkey and cigars. The 
television is muted so that everyone can hear as my uncle leads us in prayer.  

The quieter the room, the more sensitive your ears become, allowing you to pick up on 
sounds that would otherwise go unnoticed. This is why in the Anechoic Chamber you 
begin to hear the sounds of  blood in your veins and air navigating your airways—you 
can hear the imperfections in your lungs. 

“Bless us, O Lord, and these thy gifts for which we are about to receive,” my uncle 
begins. Aside from the click of  a cooling oven or the static of  a baby monitor, he is the 
only noise in the house. 

The Anechoic Chamber becomes unbearable after 45 minutes. This is the record, 
but for most it becomes intolerable in a much shorter time span. Inside, you become 
the only source of  vibration—the rustling of  fabric becomes deafening, your own 
heartbeat inescapable, and once the stillness has settled over you, you begin to hear 
the blood rushing like rivers through your brain. I wonder if  it would be possible to 
hear your own cells separating outward. People boast in online comments that given 
a book they could stay for hours despite the common reports of  hallucinations. Book 
pages against the ridges of  fingerprints would sound like a sandpaper belt against a 
chalkboard as you separate the pages between thumb and index finger. Regardless, 
there is no light to read by as the vibrations in the coils of  a light bulb would sound like 
an entire symphony orchestra.

“Amen,” my uncle declares with the starting power of  a gun shot at the beginning of  a 
race. Spoons crash against the shallow ceramic plates and chatter rises as the line inches 
through the kitchen. The house exhales as if  we have all escaped from excruciating 
silence—it is unnatural for this group to be so noiseless. As if  to not shock the house, 
conversation only slowly begins to get louder and more drunken, and the television is 
switched back to the game. Gradually we reach the former roar and it is as if  we have 
returned, full circle, to greeting family whom it is great to finally see again and com-
menting on how much the children have all grown.  

Growth is marked by the unceasing yet ordered division of  cells. Their healthy vibrations 
played back in the film “Cellular” sound like the rhythmic consistency of  electricity. As 
if  you have pressed your ear against a seashell, cells roll and crash like waves and pulse 
excitedly against themselves. 

Nearly twenty years after my grandfather’s death, I received my own tapes in return. 
A familiar hush came over my family at Christmas, not in prayer, but to gather tightly 
around a television set. VHS tapes carefully transcribed onto laser DVD discs marked 

The Sound of  Cells
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“Bill Watkins 1-5” hold seemingly arbitrarily recorded installments from a news and 
radio broadcaster long off  the air. Reporting for KLST 8 San Angelo, he very unen-
thusiastically gave a report on energy saving tips and appliances. My mother’s voice wet 
with apology tells me this isn’t his best work, and that she would search through these 
recordings to find a good example for me and ejected the DVD.  

Cancer cells have no ocean left in them, only the static of  a broken television set or a 
long abandoned radio station. Their vibrations sound scratchy and squeal tragically—
these cells are dying and sounding a treacherous alarm.  

A photograph of  a baby no older than 3 months old propped up next to him on a 
velvety navy blue couch proves that I had indeed met my grandfather, Bill Watkins 
of  KLST 8. These news recordings have a static sound reminiscent of  1980’s audio 
and a familiar grainy video quality I expect of  anything originally chronicled onto the 
black tape wound within a VHS. I don’t know the dates of  these recordings, or if  the 
long-time smoker was at this point diagnosed with late stage there’s-nothing-we-can-do 
lung cancer. He doesn’t look sick in the photograph, but within him there are miles and 
miles of  ocean, and a screeching thunderstorm that is catching up with him. Soon the 
sounds within him will be far too loud and then altogether stop.   

Silence in its purest form is found only in space. Space is a vacuum in which no sound 
can or will exist at any point, past, present, or future.  

There is a history and likelihood of  this screeching static in my cells. They are 
predisposed many times over to journalism, art, and cancer. I will try and hush this, 
pad my rooms and grow my cells in anechoic chambers, but I know that true silence 
is an impossibility even if  there is only a .01% chance of  sound or an every-once-
and-a-while cigarette. Silence is a physical reaction to a medium such as air or water, 
and cancer is cells exposed to toxin, impurity, or history, experiencing uncontrollable 
growth. Each one as unstoppable as the last.  
 

Avery Garza
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(Speak Over It)
  Robbie Borrello

My teacher tells me that I 
write with strong voice. 
Funny, since I hate speaking.
Shit. If  I read this in
front of  you, my voice
will end up shaking like 
if  I were to read this in front of  you, 
too-fast tapping feet would
sand nervous holes in
the soles of  my shoes like a
thumb frays skin into red rags at the
root of  my fingernail’s crescent moons.
I would start talking rapidly. I mean, 
meeting eyes (much less a room full of  eyes) 
wrenches lockjaw into my hands. God,
I have to crack the tabs of  
coke cans with my teeth ‘cause I
bite my nails too short. 

Sorry,

Speaking makes me run away 
to cramming any image I can into my brain. I’d
imagine that’s why I, most of  the time,
write in persona. Bobby Hines or Bug, or
a 3 a.m. insomniac snacking on 
greased grits at the diner because otherwise,
he drinks his day’s mistakes away and watches
Fraser until four in the morning.
They have voices. They
have stories. Just 
pretend to be a kid 
from New Orleans with 
the gall to call himself  
a poet. Publish his voice 
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louder than the gut-punch
exhale oscillating fan 
gasping 
in the corner
of  the room
since you 
refuse

to speak over it.



83

Tuscan Boy
 Lexi Adams

digital photography



84

If I were brave enough

 Marie Kressin

to lean over the edge of  a volcano, 
 I would see Satan’s dilating pupil, 
and realize every earthquake 
 since the beginning of  time 
  has been the tear-stained palpitations
of  the lost angel’s fine red heart. 
 I would know that at night, he lies 
  in a bed of  flames and remembers how God
loved him. And I would know he lives in fire
 because he is afraid of  numbness, 
  because he knows pain makes it hard to forget.
And I know there is no ache worse than forgetting
 the softness of  every kiss, the smell of  sweat
  on a man’s neck, and cold feet each morning.
In Isaiah, it says we are burning, 
 without noticing. I used to think 
  that meant we don’t realize we’re dying.
Now, I think we don’t realize we’re alive.
As you read this, twenty volcanos are erupting 
 under water—cooled magma thudding against 
  the ocean floor, ash falling into my mouth 
with the taste of  girls afraid to say I love you.
  And Satan is dreaming of  people praying, 
   wondering why we ask God for something good 
later. 

  after Jack Gilbert’s “Gift Horse” 
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La Brea
 Ellie Black

The day I felt it oozing, jet black,
tar-like, sliding through my brain,
I wanted to leave, so I left,
but came back. Someone may have
waited for me but I never saw them
if  they did. I tried to ask a question
but the tar was in my throat. I tried
to walk away but the tar was in
my bones. So I stayed with
claw-marks; so I stayed with salt.
I wanted to be left alone,
in the thick warmth of  it. I gave
myself  a choice, and I took
neither option.

I never bled it out but
sang it instead, flowing out
of  my mouth slowly, slowly,
covering my teeth, covering my
lips, my chin, my chest. Singing
through tar forever. Someone could
have been waiting for me but I
never saw anyone there. I didn’t
want to be left alone with it—
I thought it might smother me.



Ruth’s Hearse
 Shelby Morrow

120mm color film photography
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Kosmemophobia
Annie Criswell

I stopped wearing my earrings to come see you after I learned that Nikola Tesla was 
never married. On my way to your door I unclasp them, rubbing the two delicate, cold 
spheres between my fingers as I put them in my pocket. Could he even look at the 
moon—soft, white pendant hanging from the night’s slender neck? It’s said he feared 
jewelry, and that the sight of  pearl earrings on a woman revolted him. I’ve started 
to wonder if  that’s why you won’t look me in the eyes. I’ll try anything. Last week I 
purchased a small safe, and at night I lock my jewelry in it. Now no small piece of  silver 
or ring of  gold can crawl to you when I turn away, scraping their metal against your skin 
and tarnishing your thoughts of  me with jewels. It’s also said he loved a certain pigeon 
“like a man loves a woman,” and I have seen you feed the birds outside your house. I 
pray for feathers to bloom from my pores while I sleep, for talons to split my toenails 
like crushed eggshells and burst forth. Look at me.



Lutjanus sapiens
 Evan Mitchell

black and white film photography
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The Big Break
Carl Napolitano

the Monkey boy wants to kill Me. My coworker Lorna tells me I’m being ridiculous 
and paranoid. But it’s true, I see it in his eyes. She tells me not to worry. The Monkey 
Boy is only half  animal. He’s been trained. He knows manners, eats without making 
a mess, sits patiently on long car rides, responds to his name. But this is not about his 
animal half. The way that he looks at me is not the way that my pet snake looks at a 
mouse or the way a lion looks at you through the glass at the zoo. This is something 
completely different. The way he looks at me is the way men look at me, the way men 
look at everything. It’s the way men look at me at a bar or on the bus or at a crosswalk 
or at work or on a date. The way men look at you like they want to fuck you or kill you 
or—possibly, probably—both. I don’t tell Lorna this though. She has a soft spot for 
the Monkey Boy, has grown to like him and the way he likes his sandwiches to be cut 
into the shape of  a star, even though it wastes so much bread, so much peanut butter, 
so many bananas. He eats about fifteen sandwiches a day. It adds up fast. Sometimes 
the bananas don’t even get the chance to ripen. 
 Today is the Monkey Boy’s interview with Ashley McPherson for the big 
Monkey Boy special that will “reveal the secrets of  the Monkey Boy” and most likely 
kick off  his own reality TV show. I think the producers wanted someone bigger like 
Diane Sawyer or Anderson Cooper to interview him, but I’m sure they’re out reporting 
on real news so the producers of  the special are taking a chance on Ashley. She’s 
a young, “up-and-coming” reporter who they think will appeal to Millennials, even 
though I’ve never heard of  her before. Right now Lorna and I are getting the Monkey 
Boy ready for shooting. Along with the interview, they want several shots of  him going 
around doing normal Monkey Boy stuff, like playing at a playground or going out to 
lunch, for the B-roll. Lorna is hovering above him with a fine-toothed comb, making 
sure all of  his black hairs stay where the stylist put them. I’m crouching down beside 
him with a lint roller, removing all of  the black hairs that he sheds from his sweater. It’s 
a useless task because he’s always shedding. Lorna thinks it’s because he’s not used to 
the Los Angeles heat but that makes no sense. Real apes live in hot climates all the time 
and LA isn’t really that hot.
 “Hold still, Monkey Boy!” Lorna says.
 But the Monkey Boy isn’t moving. He’s standing perfectly, disturbingly still, 
staring intently at one of  the cameramen. Being so close to his gaze makes my palms 
go clammy and my sweat is covering the lint roller’s handle. It’s why I wear sunglasses 
most of  the time while I’m working, to make me seem impenetrable. The cameramen 
don’t care though, they get to stare right back, let everyone in the nation stare along 
with them. The park is in a nicer part of  town and all the playground equipment looks 
new. Bright red plastic slides like popsicle-stained tongues, blue swing sets with paint 
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that has yet to peel off  and metal that has yet to rust, lush green grass even though 
we’re in a drought. There are kids all around in equally colorful (and stylish) clothing, 
their hair being toyed with by their parents just like Lorna obsesses over the Monkey 
Boy’s. They’re all child actors hired by the producers, who rented out the entire park as 
well, which only confirms my suspicions about the Monkey Boy. The few months I’ve 
spent working with him not once has he gone to a park. They can’t trust him around 
real children whose parents haven’t signed release forms in the desperate attempt to get 
their child one step closer to fame. 
 “Gosh,” Lorna says, “you have to keep your hair nice for the cameras, Monkey 
Boy.”
 He doesn’t respond.
 “He’s only going to mess it up,” I tell her, “once he gets out there. They haven’t 
let him play in days. He’s been cooped up. You know how he gets.”
 “Oh stop it, Brie. They were just getting him ready for this and he just likes 
having fun. Sometimes, he gets a little rambunctious. He is a child. You could try to 
enjoy your job for once.” 
 At last I’ve gotten all of  the hair off  his sweater, which is, by the way, the only 
article of  clothing he’s wearing. Little boys still have to wear pants, don’t they? At least 
the sweater is long enough to cover everything. “Lorna, how can you enjoy bitch work 
like this?”
 “Brie! You don’t use that language around a child!”
 Kneeling beside him, I can see the Monkey Boy’s hands are shaking. 
 “Ladies!” It’s the Monkey Boy’s manager Dave, our boss. “Is our favorite boy 
ready for his big day?”
 “Yes,” I say.
 “Not yet!” Lorna frets. 
 “I appreciate your dedication, Lorna. We all do. Especially Monkey Boy,” Dave 
doles out. “He looks great. Come on, little guy.” He bends down at the waist and holds 
out his manicured hand, gives a smile that actually looks pleasant if  it weren’t for what 
it says: “Let’s go make you a star.” 
 Instead of  taking Dave’s hand, the Monkey Boy snatches the comb out of  
Lorna’s hand, she gasps, and I can see it before it happens—the comb flung into Dave’s 
heavily insured mouth, a futile act of  resistance—and before I know it, I’m gripping 
the Monkey Boy’s wrist, pulling his still-shaking hand close to his body, and nobody 
notices. Nobody notices the violence of  the gesture. It looks like he’s holding the comb 
like a doll.
 “Now give that back, bud,” Dave says. “You can play with toys later. Right now 
you have to play on the playground.”
 The Monkey boy drops the comb onto the concrete. Dave yanks his arm from 
my grip and drags him to the teeter-totter where a bunch of  cameras are set up. As they 
walk away, The Monkey Boy looks back. He looks back at me and there is that look that 
tells me he will kill me when he gets the chance. Nobody notices this too. 

Carl Napolitano
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 I’ve only been in LA for three months. I moved here to “work in the business,” 
as they say, to hopefully someday work as a screenwriter on a show I would actually 
watch. Of  course, it’s not that easy. You don’t just move to LA and “make it,” otherwise 
it wouldn’t be called making it. You have to start small. You have to be here for years. 
My Uncle Greg used to be in the business before his early retirement and still has 
some connections. One of  his golfing buddies is Dave’s father-in-law. That’s how I got 
the role of  Assistant Number 2 for the Monkey Boy. It pays well, better than rolling 
burritos for yuppies at Chipotle like I was doing the first two weeks I got here, but that’s 
because we’re literally untrained handlers and at any moment I could die. Or at least, 
that’s my theory for the good pay. But the point is that in case you were wondering why 
I don’t quit if  I’m so concerned about the Monkey Boy killing me, I can’t because it’s 
the best I have right now. I send sample scripts to every studio everyday for whatever 
shows or projects that have positions to fill. It doesn’t matter if  the show is some dumb 
sitcom about men drinking beer at a sports bar and complaining about their wives or a 
half-baked YA novel adaptation about a young girl who falls in love with werewolf—I 
will take the job and leave the Monkey Boy once and for all. I just haven’t heard back 
yet. It’s all a matter of  time and luck, I tell myself. 

 The cameras are focused on Ashley McPherson with a gleaming playset in 
the background where the children awkwardly interact with the Monkey Boy. They’re 
trying to play tag with him, but they’re too afraid to touch him as he maneuvers and 
lopes around them, whooping and hollering. When he uses his feet to hold onto the 
bars and swing, I imagine how he could easily use them to strangle me while he pulls 
out my hair. Lorna and I are standing behind all of  the crew, waiting for whenever we 
might be needed. Lorna has brought three peanut butter and banana sandwiches for 
the occasion. I have brought nervous energy. Ashley McPherson stands in front of  
the crew. She has a glowing, natural tan, a sensible yet chic style, and a disarmingly 
symmetrical face. The camera loves her. She’s a little bit older than me; I can tell she’s 
trying to make it too. She wants the camera to love her. But in her efforts to be taken 
seriously as an Intelligent and Articulate Woman, she sabotages herself. She over 
enunciates words and lowers her voice to a point where it sounds strained. No one tells 
her this, though. They just stare at her and smile and tell her she’s doing a great job and 
she smiles back.
 “The Monkey Boy,” she starts on her seventh take, holding her microphone 
with a mock stateliness, “we were all there when this missing link emerged not from 
the forests of  Africa as expected but from the corn fields of  Iowa less than a year ago. 
Scientists were baffled, Bigfoot enthusiasts rejoiced, and we the public were stunned. 
Many claimed it all a hoax, but after experts from all over confirmed he was indeed real, 
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we all had to accept this new member to the family tree of  our humanity. Since then 
he has relocated to sunny LA and has found a loving family and a place in our world. 
But the question still stands: Who is the Monkey Boy? Tonight, we take a deeper look 
at this mysterious soul.”
 Right as she finishes her spiel—again, I see it before it happens but this time 
I’m too far away—the Monkey Boy pounces on a girl wearing a blue dress and bites 
her on the shoulder. She was minding her own business, sifting through pebbles, and 
now she is screaming. Ashley McPherson jerks her head around to see what happened. 
Crew members are dropping their equipment to go help the girl before the director can 
even call cut. Lorna gasps again, this time louder and sharper. The other children have 
taken notice and they are screaming too. Everyone is crowded around the girl as she is 
wailing and sobbing, snot and tears glistening on her face, her mouth wide and ugly like 
a wound. They have all pushed the Monkey Boy aside with disapproving nudges and 
glances. The girl isn’t bleeding, but there are red teeth marks that are already starting 
to bruise. They look like a pair of  parentheses embedded into her skin, enclosing no 
words, holding the Monkey Boy’s silence. How do they think they’re going to interview 
him? He can’t even talk.

 Dave, Lorna, and I are standing in the Monkey Boy’s cramped trailer. The 
Monkey Boy is sitting on his time-out stool. Dave is pacing up and down, stepping over 
banana peels and scribbled-in coloring books. Dave’s white teeth are clenched into a 
grimace, his white face has gone red and veiny. Lorna looks weepy.
 “What the fuck was that!” Dave screams, not even at the Monkey Boy. “We’re 
fucking lucky we got at least a couple good takes because there’s no way in hell those 
parents are gonna want their children playing with you!” 
 “He didn’t mean to,” Lorna says all choked up, as if  she’s about to cry. “He was 
just trying to play. He was just trying to show some affection. It’s not his fault no one’s 
taught him how.”
 Dave mutters to himself, “We’ll be lucky if  Ashley still wants to do this. For 
fuck’s sake, it’s her big break too.”
 “He must be hungry, it’s making him cranky.” Lorna starts pulling out star-
shaped sandwiches from the Monkey Boy’s lunch box. “Here, darling. Eat something.” 
She holds one out for the Monkey boy, but Dave snatches it out of  her hand.
 “No! This little fucker does not get a treat for fucking up.” He takes a furious 
bite out of  it, like it’s flesh he must rip apart. 
 Lorna starts crying. She can’t get a word out.
 “Well, at least the family can’t sue,” I say. “Because of  the release form.”
 Dave takes a deep breath and nods while chewing, the thought apparently 
soothing. He looks me up and down as if  appreciating sports car. “Ah, Brie. Always 
looking on the bright side. I knew I hired you for more than just your cute tush. We 
might have to pay them something extra so they don’t make a big stink in the media, but 
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that should be no big deal in the long run. We’ll just need to be more careful next time.” 
He looks over at Lorna who’s starting to gulp the air in big, ugly spasms, it makes me 
want to hug her. “If  you’re going to do that, Lorna, can you please get out and fucking 
pull yourself  together?”
 Lorna barely nods ands runs out the door. 
 Dave turns to me. “Brie, you stay here and make sure this shit bag over here 
doesn’t cause any more trouble. I’ve got some wrinkles to smooth out.” And as he says 
this, he runs a hand over his face, calming it, making his brow un-furrowed, his nostrils 
un-flared, his mouth un-scowled. He throws the half  eaten sandwich into a trash bin, 
winks at me, and walks out. 
 When the door slams shut my muscles tense and I turn to face the Monkey 
Boy. He’s sitting on his stool, staring at me. I stare back. His eyes are very dark, almost 
impenetrable. He reaches for the lunch bag. I shake my head. He retracts his hand. He 
keeps staring, then he reaches out again, this time holding his hand out towards me. 
Maybe he does just want affection. He doesn’t have any real parents, any real caretakers, 
despite what the public thinks and what this special will perpetuate: He was adopted 
by a nice middle-aged couple from SoCal who always wanted a child but never had 
one. They’re actually actors, no big surprise there. A married couple who never made 
it and now they’re desperate enough to go along with something like this. But I’m not 
the one to give him affection because I know what he’ll do to me. He’ll kill me. I shake 
my head again. He lowers his hand and looks down at the floor as if  he’s searching for 
something to say, but he can’t find it, there’s nothing there. 
 Why didn’t they teach him sign language like they do with gorillas and 
chimpanzees? This is a question I already know the answer to, it’s obvious. If  he could 
communicate with us, he would tell the whole world about how he has been kept 
against his will, forced into this media frenzy, taken from his home. And here I am, a 
part of  the scheme, benefiting from his exploitation, and doing nothing. Maybe I do 
deserve to be punished. The Monkey Boy looks up and I can see all the confusion, all 
the longing, all that god awful inexpressible confusion and longing and it has nowhere 
to go except sadness and rage. His breathing grows heavier, his chest moving up-and-
down like a big, swelling nerve. He starts to rip apart his sweater, tearing it from his 
small body in shreds, and I am holding my breath. Eventually he is naked, just a small 
mass of  thick black hair. At what point exactly does fur become hair on an animal? My 
skin is goosebumped. 
 The Monkey Boy stares at me the way he always does and lets out a shriek 
that becomes a howl that becomes a wail. The sound fills the trailer and its stale air, 
pushing out every other noise. It wraps around my skin and dissolves into my body as 
it vibrates. It twists itself  into my core like gnarled roots threading through rocks. It 
makes my head immediately ache. It makes me remember a dream I had the night of  
my high school prom, the night when my date Jeremy Schultz said he loved my forest-
green dress, the one with the sultry slit and sweetheart neckline, but then he ripped it 
accidentally while trying to undress me in a dark bedroom at the after party. A dream 
that I had, until now, forgotten. 
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 In the dream, I am in a cage, a spacious cage with tight bars where I can stretch 
out and move around but I can’t slip out and no one can slip in. The cage is surrounded 
by people, waiting for me to do something, eating peanuts so salty it dries out their 
mouths and cotton candy so sticky it sticks to their faces and ice cream so melted it just 
looks like thick milk dripping down their chins, onto their bodies. They’re all naked and 
so am I. I’m older than I was when I was having the dream but I’m not sure how old 
exactly. They are all, you guessed it, men. The only thing I have in the cage with me is 
a gun. I don’t know what I’m supposed to do with it but they’re waiting for me to do 
something. I look out at them and see their faces all messy, expecting something of  me, 
and I think that they are there to be punished, that I am some punishment for them. 
Am I supposed to shoot them? Kill them? The gun is warm, not cold. The gun is red, 
but then it is gold. First it’s a pistol, but no, it’s actually a revolver. I pop out the cylinder 
and slide out each bullet. I put each bullet into my mouth one and a time and swallow. I 
think that this way they’ll see there’s no way that I’ll kill them, the bullets are gone, they 
can leave and stop staring. But they don’t leave. They just wait until the bullets make 
their way through me and come out the other end. 
 The Monkey Boy has stopped screaming but is still staring. If  he could cry, if  
his body could physically produce tears, would he be doing so right now? He holds out 
his hand to me again, this time more insistent, more urgent, more desperate. I know 
what you must be thinking, that I’ve got it all wrong. That the Monkey Boy is not out 
to get me. That he is good and lonely and pure. That he is trapped by these people who 
only want to exploit him. That he is a victim who needs love like the rest of  us. But I 
can already see it before it happens. Whether or not I refuse to take his hand, he will 
wrap his limbs around my boney body and crush it. It will be quick and painful and 
tragic. It would be the end of  me, but it would also be the end of  the Monkey Boy. No 
budding starlet could bounce back from that. However, that’s not necessarily true and 
you know it. All the bad he does is from the animal half  of  him, and as we all know, 
animals don’t do bad, they just do. Everyone loves something misunderstood. Where 
does this leave me? I’m not in a cage that makes me unreachable. I have no gun to 
punish him with. All I have is that I can see before it happens. The door is not far but 
it is not close. If  I scream, it will be too late. I could strike first but I’m not that strong. 
Before I know it, here’s what I do: I smile, make myself  as small as possible, and say, “I 
love you, Monkey Boy. I really do.” 

Carl Napolitano
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Lori Maddox, 15
 Meg Boyles

When Bowie’s bodyguard calls to ask if  I am free 
on a school night, I nod yes through the phone. 

In the light of  his hotel room, his skin 
is stainless steel. Robed in a red-orange 
kimono, he extends his hand to me, 
invites me to the bathroom.

My nervous system trips
across the floor. Lori, darling, he calls me,
asks me to wash him. He steps
into the water.

I am Mary Magdalene, kneeling 
to wash his feet, his shoulders, 
his white stomach, in the belly of  a large tub. 
I have been chosen just for this. 

I didn’t know about sex. This was before Jimmy Page, 
the locked room, my bloody nose, the yelling, 
betrayal, etc.

In his room, Bowie touched me like a spell. 
How could I say no to a God? Sometimes,
I had to squint from his star-glow.



Laundry Day
 Chloe Matthews

digital photography
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In the Wrinkles of My Sheets
 Alexandria DerGazarian

My pillows don’t smell like you like
I’d hoped they would (I

should have stowed my lavender
so 
it wouldn’t overpower)

and I’ve made my bed since then,
regrettably,
so I cannot even see your 
shape impressed in the wrinkles of  my 
sheets.
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Marshall, Arkansas no. 1
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Marshall, Arkansas no. 2
 Grace Oxley

black and white film photography
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Marshall, Arkansas no. 3
 Grace Oxley

black and white film photography
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Callomania
Anushah Jiwani

when i was Fourteen, I agreed to let my mother take me to her beautician for the first 
time. She believed I was ready to grow into a woman and wanted me to look the part. 
The beautician’s house was surrounded by manicured grass the color of  limes. She was 
a tiny and wrinkled Indian woman. We entered the house, and I stumbled my way past 
the deep brown furniture in the dark living room, following the silhouettes of  the two 
women in front of  me. I paused as they entered a bright room, unsure of  what awaited 
me inside.
 The late afternoon sun cast muted shadows into the room as the leather chair 
spun around its center, round and round, creaking; the lone metallic object in the room. 
As I sat down at the edge of  the seat, I saw close up of  a famous Bollywood actress 
taped to the wall. I imagined that everything came easily to her—men, fame, and money. 
Her skin glowed and her voluminous lips pouted as if  to mock mine, as if  to say you 
will never be like me. Upon my mother’s instruction, the beautician began plucking and 
waxing and threading. She seized my skin, ripped and pulled and tore and I bled tears. 
Her hands, seemingly removed from her body, moved swiftly across my face, swiping 
thin threads in wayward directions. When it was over she rubbed gelled oil all over my 
face and patted my head. The sticky smell penetrated my nostrils. As I looked into the 
mirror, I saw a sea of  redness from which emerged sharp black brows and a smooth 
face. 
 I recognized myself, but I was not the same. I was artificial; manipulated. And 
the worst part was that my false beauty was temporary. I would have to endure this 
activity for the rest of  my life: the moment I was “improved” I would begin to decay 
again. The moment a single strand of  hair was plucked from my skin, a new one would 
begin growing in its place.  
 Looking up through the fog my tears left behind, I saw the actress once again, 
differently. I could clearly see her uneven eyebrows and her frizzy hair. Her dull, lazy 
eyes stared back at me, lifeless. She was no longer my ideal, because I could see that on 
the inside, we were the same: deceivers, liars. Who was she to taunt me?
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Diagnosed with Osteporosis a Week Before 
My Birthday

my bones may crack 
and dissolve before I turn 
twenty-one.

I have been both regressing and aging at an
unprecedented rate, 
suffering decades of  change 
for every year of  my illness.

I can’t walk, can’t feed myself, can’t keep myself  
warm;
can only stoop, and sleep, and wake up 
to joint pain.

Over the last year I’ve been assigned: 
Infant and Ancient
Patient and Warrior
Victim and Defendant

but I never have been
and never will be 
Twenty.

 Leah Bishop
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Afterimage
 Shelby Morrow

120mm color film photography
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We Sat There
 Anna King

We sat there
wide-eyed and curious
the performance we watched
extended beyond the stage that night
past the orchestra pit
past the parterre, the mezzanine, and the grand tier
past the balcony
and spilled into the lobby of  the beautiful building. 
We soaked in everything we saw
$20 
a student id
and some audacity
bought us seats in the Muriel Kauffman Theatre.

The older white lady next to us struck up a conversation
(or did we talk to her first?)
$125 
She paid for her ticket
What were we doing here? she seemed to want to know
confusion hidden in her face.
We didn’t know!
but we did know that
$125
was way too much!
Laughing and chuckling and gawking at
adults dressed nicer than we had ever seen.
It was a night in an incongruous position,
it was a night for two colored girls,
it was a night at the opera with the best seats in the house.
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Our Final Night in the Studio
 Lexi Adams

digital photography
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Good Morning America
  after Jack Gilbert’s “The Forgotten Dialect of the Heart” 
 Shelby Morrow

How astonishing it is what your touch can change, 
and frightening what it cannot. We were watching the news in bed, laughing 
about feeling almost adult, because the only people we knew 
who watched the news in bed were our parents. I was telling you about 
summer mornings in Gunnison, waking up to cold windows and hot 
chocolate and Good Morning, America, days spent chasing 

the cold soil smell of  fruiting fig trees; when we heard: a man younger 
than us, shot to death by a cop in the street. Which means last night, 
while I traced the edges of  you with my tongue, 
an unarmed black man put his hands in the sky, reached for 
nothing but moon; I put one finger inside of  you, then two, 
while a man in blue put six bullets inside that fleeing boy—a person 
you had known in high school. Crying, you turned out the lights and stretched 
yourself  out on top of  me, snapping us together at knees, belly button, nipples, 
dried your tears with my hair, held onto me in silence. 

We see his face 
everywhere—your despair shrinks you; my own 
folds me in half. There are only so many battles
you can fight at one time, and when I 
decide to leave, I will say 
I’d imagined us growing together; 
you will say are we not? 

Something terrible has happened in Missouri. 
We are not near grown. 
Your fingers are on my arm and the world still spins.
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The wasps I study and collect are often 2mm long (half  the thickness of  the human eye 
lens). Because of  their size, they must be viewed through a microscope and preserved 
through a method called point-mounting. This technique involves dabbing a pin-prick 
of  glue on the side of  the wasp, which is then attached to the tip of  a tear-drop shaped 
piece of  paper whose larger half  is finally attached to a normal insect pin. All of  this is 
performed by hand under a microscope with no room for breathing. These pictures of 
Torymus (a new, undescribed species from Costa Rica) and the Leptofoenus rufus female 
were taken through the eyepiece of  a dissecting microscope. 

Wasps
Jessa Thurman

artist statement

digital photography
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Torymus spp. female



Leptofoenus rufus female
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13 Things You Didn’t Know 
About Spider Bites and One Thing

No One Ever Wants to Hear
Marie Kressin

1. Arachnidism.
 The technical word for any significant injury resulting from a spider bite that  
 requires medical attention.

2. Spiders don’t like to bite. 
 When a spider does bite a human, it’s because the person unintentionally
 pushed up or brushed against it. They bite to protect themselves.
  [Author’s note]: You have always looked to your father for  
  protection.When you’re young, there isn’t much to worry about.   
  The only thing to worry about is the thrill of  living. You will not be 
  aware that your father is worrying for you about all the things that   
  don’t yet concern you. In your mind, he will just be a tall, sturdy man  
  with smooth dark hair and sun-browned skin who is there to protect  
  you.

3.Spiders like to hide.
 You could find one in the mess of  your closet, in the dusty corners of  the 
 cupboard, or even out in the woods where you’ve hiked with your father 
 since you were little. They hide in places that make you feel safe.
  [Author’s note]: The hikes you took with your father will 
  become important memories.
  Your father has a condition that impairs him physically. One side of  
  his body is fully developed and muscular. The other side is missing 
  a hand and half  a foot. It is thinner and weaker. The hikes you went 
  on will become the only memories you have of  him letting you 
  touch the arm without a hand. He would let you hold onto it while 
  you walked together to keep you from wandering off. Eventually, he 
  will quit letting you hold this arm because you’ll become old enough 
  for him to feel shame around you.

4. Of  40, 000 known species of  spiders, only some 200 are known to have  
medically significant bites. 
 What are the odds of  running into one of  the only 200 that could hurt you? 
 What are the odds of  being bitten on your one good arm?
  [Author’s note]: The odds will sometimes be against your 
  father. 
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5.“Loxosceles” is difficult to pronounce.
 Loxosceles is the Genus of  a spider more commonly known as the brown 
 recluse. It is 610 mm long and releases .13-.27 mg of  venom in one bite. 
 You need to know this word because of  what you will read on the internet 
 after your father is bitten.

6. If  you type “spider bites” into Wikipedia you will see the word 
“Loxoscelism.” 
 Loxoscelism is a condition that results from the bite of  a brown recluse. It is 
 the leading cause of  “necrotic arachnidism,” which is the premature death of  
 cells in living tissue. It is what causes those horrible wounds you see when 
 you type “brown recluse bites” into Google images.

7.Google Images does not do justice to what a spider bite can become.
 The bite on your father’s arm will cause not just the skin around it to decay, 
 but the whole arm to decay. You won’t see it for yourself  because you’re away 
 at school, but your mother will tell you that it became three times its normal 
 size and the unfortunate blue- black color of  rotting meat. His skin will be 
 eaten away and a network of  red ravines will cut up and down his arm. 
 Everyone will worry about infection. Gangrene perhaps. Every day the 
 nurses will clean out black tissue that grows in the place of  healthy skin. You 
 will see none of  this, but your imagination alone makes the images on 
 Google laughable.
  [Author’s note]: You will see your father’s wound. 
  Later, when you do come home, a nurse will come to redress your 
  father’s wound, and you will see first-hand that the images on 
  Google are, in fact, laughable. Your father, who asked beforehand 
  if  you thought you’d look at his wound, will look you dead in the 
  face as his arm is unwrapped and gauge your reaction. You will think 
  many things and you will think them very quickly. You will think 
  about how strong he has always been and of  the man he was while 
  you were growing up. You will think that he is different now and 
  much more vulnerable. You will think that he is suddenly a human. 
  You will look him in the eye and try to appear emotionless, but you 
  are anything but emotionless. He will see this, and he will look away.

8. One of  the best treatments for Loxoscelism is hyperbaric oxygen therapy. 
 The patient is put in a small tube-like chamber and left for several hours to 
 breathe pure oxygen. The blood carries the oxygen throughout the body 
 where it helps fight bacteria and stimulates the release of  substances that 
 promote healing.
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  [Author’s note]: Your father is severely claustrophobic.
  Though your father will be heavily sedated, he will be unable to 
  stay in the small tube-like chamber for the duration of  the treatment. 
  Before he even makes the hour mark, he will begin to plead with the 
  nurses to let him out. He will be forced to remain in the chamber for 
  another 10-15 minutes as the nurses slowly decreases the oxygen 
  level and equalizes it with the surrounding air.

9. Amputation
 Loxoscelism does not often lead to death. More often it will lead to the loss 
 of  limbs.
  [Author’s notes] 
  1: A nurse will ask your father a question to get him to  
  cooperate with the treatment.
  She will ask him if  he wants to lose his arm. For days after that, he 
  will repeat, “I would rather die than lose my arm.” You’ll know he 
  means it.
  2: Your brother will have to tell you the things your mother 
  won’t. 
  Your brother will tell you your father hasn’t been eating. He will tell 
  you he thinks your father is depressed. You will think that must be 
  what happens when a man like your father is forced to sit, unmov-
  ing, inside, neither arm functional, no longer able to do anything 
  for himself. Confined. Incapacitated. Shut off. Locked inside and 
  in his own mind. Later he will tell you that for weeks, he sat in the 
  same place and watched light move across the ground in front of  a 
  window. Slowly inching from daybreak to sundown, when he’d allow 
  himself  to be helped to bed. This will make you question your 
  father’s will to live. It will make him weak. It will make him a mortal.

10. Sometimes systemic effects may manifest.
 Systemic effects are symptoms such as nausea, vomiting, and fever. They are 
 rare, but they do occur. Children are most susceptible to systemic effects, 
 which will likely make you wonder why your father experiences these 
 symptoms as he is not, after all, a child. You will decide that it is because he is 
 old.

11. The venom in a spider bite is either necrotic or neurotoxic.
 Necrotic venom causes the destruction of  soft tissue (brown recluses have 
 necrotic venom). Neurotoxic venom attacks the nervous system and causes 
 things like muscle spasms and interferes with the general functioning of  the 
 brain. When you read this, you will wonder if  Wikipedia got mixed up. 
 Maybe brown recluses actually have neurotoxic venom that could possibly 

Marie Kressin
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 have interfered with the general functioning of  your father’s brain. Maybe 
 that’s why your father has been having a hard time remembering things lately.

12. Spider bites will make you think about neurodegenerative diseases.
 You will quickly realize Wikipedia did not get mixed up. A few more clicks 
 and you’ll be reading about actual neurodegeneration. Specifically, you’ll be 
 reading about the neurodegenerative disease related to memory loss. You will 
 read about the initial symptoms, such as short term memory loss, and you 
 will think of  the years your family spent watching your grandfather lose his 
 memory. Then the year your grandfather became a memory. You will think 
 about how often you have heard people say such diseases are genetic. You 
 will think of  how angry your father gets when he can’t remember something. 
 How angry he gets when you remind him. You will likely close Wikipedia.
  [Author’s notes] 
  1: Your father will start to look old. 
  After your father is released from the hospital, you will go home to 
  see him. He will have a scraggly gray, unkempt beard. Every ounce 
  of  muscle he had in his arms will be gone. In fact, you will wonder 
  which arm to call his “bad arm.” His white hair will have grown 
  down to his shoulders and be streaked with a translucent green. 
  You’ll think of  the time when you were young and your father took 
  you to see your grandpa. You’ll remember how your grandpa’s hair 
  was green. You’ll remember your father saying that it was because 
  your grandpa was “losing it.” 
  2: Old age is inevitable. 
  Your father won’t be alive your entire life. In the next 20 years, you 
  will watch him deteriorate, lose his memory, forget who you are, 
  diminish, and fall into the weak shell of  a person that he is not. You 
  will remember driving in your father’s old truck and listening to John 
  Mellencamp after your grandfather was put in the nursing home. 
  Together, you sang the lyrics, “Life goes on. Long after the thrill of  
  living is gone.” You will imagine yourself  putting him in a nursing 
  home and driving away singing those lyrics to yourself, thinking not 
  about your grandpa this time, but about your own father.

13. Loxoscelism.
 There is no known therapy for Loxoscelism; however, there are known 
 treatments that have proven to be successful. The likelihood of  recovery is 
 very high.
  [Author’s note]: Alzheimer’s.
  There is no cure for Alzheimer’s. Alzheimer’s worsens as it 
  progresses. Alzheimer’s eventually leads to death.

13 Things You Didn’t Know About Spider Bites
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1. There must always be an ending.
 You will search desperately for a silver lining, for a lesson to be learned. 
 You will likely tell yourself  that this is what philosophers call “necessary 
 suffering,” the pain which is required for the joy of  life. You will think that 
 through this suffering there is beauty and that this is what will make you 
 strong. But you will also think you’re not being fully honest with yourself. 
 This is just life. This is just the way it works, and there is nothing to be done 
 about it. Maybe there is a moral, but you haven’t found it yet. All you will 
 know is we live and sometimes we live longer than life is worth living, and 
 that is the only way we can live, so we do it. We do it for ourselves and for 
 the ones we love. We live, we grow old, we die, and we leave the people we 
 entrusted with our hearts to grieve. But you will say none of  this because it is 
 the one thing no one ever wants to hear.

Marie Kressin
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Elegy for Mr. Gray, 
Our Cat for Four Hours
 Carl Napolitano

So skinny, almost skeletal.
Yellow-eyed. A pile of  pale ashes
that had grown legs and leapt into our laps, 
so quiet but so willing
to be loved. We brought him home 
that day

but that night he laid so still, 
mouth wet, open, wheezing. Legs 
outstretched, eyes wide, 
vacantly frightened. We sped 
down the highway. Is he 
breathing? Check his heart? Do you feel
anything? Pressing on his ribcage,
searching. No... No. Only my own heart. 
I lifted his head; it lolled directionless 
without support. He was 
dead on arrival.

The white cardboard coffin was warm, 
paper soft. We dug a hole, snapped 
thick roots, lowered him in and said 
goodbye. A neighborhood cat came, white 
and plump, let us pet him gentle before 
we filled the hole back up.
No grave marker, only scraps of  wood 
and broken bricks to keep animals 
from digging him up. 

How compacted the soil beneath us is, 
layers of  dark loam and orange clay. 
Go down a foot, you unearth
a world: fat beetle grubs, acorns forgotten 
by squirrels, earthworms, 
bird bones. Open yourself
and let something living crawl 
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in, curl up. Let it suckle on your heart,
its newfound teat. Accept that 
it will be there for a long while, 
scratching at your bones, making
marks that will last much longer.
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Milan
 Meg Boyles

I think by now it must be indigo for many miles,
 and the white stars in the sky, like first sight

of  lighthouse, begin to poke out. Early September,
 I imagine it as it was that evening: the window

open, the sound of  cars outside, everywhere a gentle
 kind of  shining. My mouth practiced Italian, repeated

all the important words: il petto, il mio cuore, il mio 
 intero corpo. Does it sound right? All night, I swam 

upstream: il sole, il mio fiume, la tua pelle. In the kitchen, 
 glass broke as it hit the floor. A breeze traveled the length 

of  the home: coat rack, table, small bed, small shoes, 
 toe to heel. I must be the only one awake. Again,

this dredging, the water of  memory rises. As a wave, 
 I follow a rhythm. I leave only to come back, come back.
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