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Annemarie Bennett
Editor-In-Chief

Back when I was seventeen and visiting Hendrix College 
campus for the first time, I was asked my interests and 
I responded something about my tentative plans to be a 
creative writing major. A copy of the Aonian was placed in 
my hands. 

I decided to join the Aonian staff my freshman year as a 
student here, and it has been a part of my life since. I’ve 
grown from a teenager into my early twenties as a staff 
member, then genre editor, and now Editor-In-Chief. This 
title was surreal to me when I received this position, and it is 
still surreal to me now. I imagine this magic will not wear off 
even after I graduate. 

I’ve watched this magazine go from a huge, single staff 
arguing over pieces in the SLTC on sunny afternoons, to a 
digital magazine being put out in the heart of the Covid-19 
lockdown, to online meetings between smaller genre staffs, 
to now. This year I began to slowly reintroduce those whole 
staff meetings and I have been in awe of how that energy I 
hadn’t seen since 2019 has returned. 

I am eternally grateful to the incredible staff and genre 
editors of  Volume 64. I am grateful to Anna Bivens, who 
designed a cover and art for this issue based on the staff’s 
decision to have our theme be “Deadly Plants and Animals.” 
And, most of all, I am grateful to this year’s Associate Editor 
Phillip Powell for being there to help with anything I threw 
at him.  I couldn’t have done this without any of these 
wonderful humans. 

Editors Note’
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The Sun Still Rises
Annie Crouch

I miss my mother,
we look so much alike.
I can see her now;
twelve and tawny from days spent on sand.
Her speckled eyes are warm through the sepia.
I grew up on that beach.
“On what side does the sun rise?”
“Oh, will it come back tomorrow?”

I’m in college now.
Days are spent reading textbooks,
taking naps in my desk chair.
The drive to work is short,
and you must smile at patrons while you hand them their coffee. 
I am learning to make my own way in the world, 
without mom.
The sun still rises.
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Sailor
Gabrielle Skerpan

 “Sometimes I worry what an eighteenth-century sailor would 
think of me,” my sister Briana says in non sequitur. Our lunch 
conversation, like the two pots of Kraft mac and cheese our dad 
had made for his ravenous children, is running out, and she had 
offered this bizarre little nugget in an attempt to stir things up 
again.
 “What?” We laugh, taken by the absurdity that the judgements of 
long-dead sailors matter to her at all. She laughs with us, and when 
we all finally calm down, she grins with relaxed, cloud-drift eyes. 
She knows she is being ridiculous.
 She waves her arm in a loose, flailing-octopus-tentacle of a 
way, gesturing to skills she lacks. “I don’t know how to hoist the 
rigging or tie sturdy knots, I wouldn’t be strong enough to climb 
up to the crow’s nest….” She limply holds out a soft, landlubber 
hand. “They’d look at my hand and say,”—she twists her voice into 
an old-man accent that sounds vaguely like Scottish, British, and 
Irish combined and moves randomly up and down in pitch— ‘AYe, 
miSSy, YE’ve nEVer WARKed 
a daY in yer LIfe!’”
 Now, I would argue that most eighteenth-century sailors 
wouldn’t hold her to a very high standard when it comes to 
nautical skills, her being a woman and all, but that’s not her main 
concern. She’s worried they would find her lifestyle easy, soft like 
the sweaters and sweatshirts she cocoons herself in; she’s worried 
she wouldn’t be hardy enough, capable enough for their tastes. She 
does not possess their mastery of the sea, and therefore worries

over her place in their world.
 Now, perhaps that might be true, but I would argue that 
the average eighteenth-century sailor might, in fact, worry 
over what she thinks of him. She’s a master of her own sea—
pencils and pages, pens and paint, software and charcoal. She 
can sketch out a true menagerie of characters, from wizardly 
otters to shadowy creatures wrapping their bony arms around 
terrified victims. Teeth are her favorite characteristic to draw—
tiny little sharp triangle teeth, she believes, are quite adorable. 
Her drawings are amazingly, heart-stoppingly good. She has 
dedicated years to her craft, forging her own road with library 
reference books, internet how-to’s, and practice drawing bones, 
musculature, and skulls. Her art, like his, is the product of 
years. If you put her tools in the sailor’s hands, he might not 
work so well. He would be lost if you swapped his astrolabe 
with watercolors and told him to paint.
 The grizzled old sailor would sit and watch her work, looking 
at his rough and calloused 
hands and muttering, “Aye, I cannot move my pen as precisely 
as she. Me hands can only scrawl and 
scratch, not shade and ink. She’ll look at my page and say, 
‘you’ve never drawn before, have you?’”
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Pacifist Soldier
Sarah Ward

 Sitting in the old drive-in theater comforted him. It seemed like 
he was searching for more comfort as the years went on. These 
days, it eluded him. 
 He’d had to travel nearly three hours just to find the nearest 
drive-in, his fingers drumming on the faded leather of the steering 
wheel the whole way to keep his mind off the real reason he was 
going so far from home. Now that he was one of the few occupants 
in the gravel lot, staring up at the movie playing over the huge 
screen, there was at least a bit of relaxation that settled in his 
jittery body. He laid back against the seat and turned up the radio 
as it echoed the words on the screen. He wasn’t really paying 
attention to the film, he just needed the sensation, the sound, the 
sight, something to help distract him from the thoughts swirling 
around in his head. If nothing else, being there had triggered 
some nostalgia from being a kid and driving up to theaters like 
this, laughing with his friends at some awful horror flick or eating 
sugary overpriced  food in the driver’s seat.
 A quote from the radio brought him from his head: “…Sooner 
or later you’re going to realize just as I did that there’s a difference 
between knowing the path and walking the path.”
 Knowing the path and walking the path. It was a hard lesson to 
learn. 
 When he was young and wanted to run from the smoke that 
filled his mother’s lungs and the drink that drowned his father’s

good sense, he had been so sure that he knew the path his life 
was going to take. The recruiter that had visited his school had 
made it all sound so nice and tempting with the offers about 
paying for college and promises of security, but they’d left 
out everything that he’d have to face after signing his name in 
their little black book. Seventeen-year-old him had been too 
naive to ask.
 It hadn’t been until far too late that he realized he couldn’t 
bring himself to do what he’d expected himself to. His hands 
gripped harder onto the steering wheel as he remembered 
what it all felt like being thrown into the middle of a war zone. 
None of the training or long nights or early mornings could 
have prepared him for seeing the first of his friends be shot 
or the sickening roil of his stomach when the end of his gun 
turned toward another human being.
 The one who’d taken in stray cats as a child, who’d stopped 
in the middle of the road to carry a turtle to the other side, 
who’d gotten the shot beat out of him just so he wouldn’t have 
to throw back a punch — that’s the person he’d thought he’d 
grow out of. He’d thought his path had been set in stone with 
his signature on a little piece of paper and the hours standing 
straight-backed in a camp far from the home he’d been so 
eager to escape. All he’d earned after the mess he survived was 
the question of his priorities; what was more important — 
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honor or peace of mind? Knowing the path and walking the path…
 A stinging sensation on his hand snapped him out of the loop 
his mind had been stuck in. He blinked, looking down at the hands 
that had been gripping the wheel so tight that his knuckles were 
white. There, perched on the knob of his ring finger, was a tiny 
green beetle. It slowly, lazily, crawled further up his hand. The 
dull color of its back almost brought back another onslaught of 
memories, but before his mind had time to process it, he moved. 
He rolled down the window, brought his hand to his mouth, and 
blew a gentle breath of air at the little creature. It flew off into the 
night, heading towards the flashing movie screen. The buzzing of 
its wings was comforting.

Loving True
Joelle Fahaum



Page 8 Page 9

October Knees
Tillie Lefforge

October is for skinned knees
I’ve got the bloodstained shins to prove it

I tripped over my shoelace and cried
this morning as nausea peeked through

Grooves between tiles brutal
on my autumn-softened skin

Stomach bubbles up over tough orange hide
then rolled down divots and warts

Bile pooled in my empty knees
now knobs of acid and green infect

Later, I dropped dead in the parking lot
staring at the tobacco display

Landed straight on open knees
let gravel grind grit to the bone

Dust and dinge and puke and pumpkin
mixed, my new October knees

Copycat
Annemarie Bennett

 When her roommate moved out, they scattered pennies 
across the apartment. For months after, even after they 
arbitrarily cut themselves off from all who knew them, 
she discovered the tokens. Pennies hid under floorboards, 
gleamed atop doorways, perched neatly on the freezer, and 
lovingly sat inside coffee mugs. One was buried underneath 
a jar of matches, another tucked into a picture frame. Endless 
pennies, endless reminders that they were once a part of this 
home, they were here, they were real. 
 She began to do the same with words. A copycat act at first, 
an attempt to understand their psyche. But soon it became 
addicting. Words began to pour down the sink, sprinkle 
across the ceiling fan, be embroidered in the curtains so 
that the wind could blow through the words and transform 
them into something lighter than air. The apartment was not 
enough. The floor was coated in onomatopoeias and adverbs. 
The tub was an unusable basin of nouns. 
 The words scattered everywhere she went. They 
plummeted down the stairwell, were stuck to every restroom 
stall, and plastered to the windows of shops. Tacked up signs 
read
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‘Missing: Spaces to fill with conjunctions.’ She climbed atop 
billboards and painted I was once a part of this world, I was here, I 
am real. 
 She had to climb back into her apartment through an open 
window – the door was jammed with interjections. She clawed 
through the words to find solid ground and at the bottom she found 
a penny, glinting in the sun. 

Anthrōpophagos
Sydney Boone

Fat and blood pouring from our lips,
The flesh and sinews slip through your teeth, 
wine-dark.

In the maddening grasp of famine,
we slake ourselves on one another,
nourishment offered and demanded in measure,
passing morsels of lust from tongue to tongue
between entangled bodies.

The taste of iron hangs,
thick and cloying,
clogging our sinuses and dripping down 
 our throats,
  our chins,
   our chests,
to pool beneath ouroboros spines
in a tar-black halo.

Language slips from our grasp
like tendons sliding between teeth.
Lust murders literacy: 
we converse in the manner of beasts,
tongue of reciprocated violence:
rasp of teeth through flesh,
the whisper of your nails through my hair.

The first stanza of this piece is a cento composed of excerpts from Books 2, 3, 4, 
12, and 20 of Homer’s Odyssey Robert Fagles translation (pages 101, 116, 155, 
277, and 411)
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An Observation of Parents Who Think They’re Alone
Luke Pitts

 I look like my father. Have the same face, eyes, mouth. I laugh 
like him too. Bubbling joy rising from the stomach, forcing its way 
out the lips. Though his laughs, similar in form, in genesis, hold so 
much more confidence than my own. 
 Often, he stands tall on the set of one of his many movies, 
speaking to an actor or actress or a production assistant or a 
cameraperson. Directing his latest masterpiece. Something will 
strike his fancy, tickle his funny bone, and he’ll laugh. His belly 
begins to bounce, his torso begins to shake, his jaw unhinges, and 
his laugh belts out, unafraid.  
 Anything can make him laugh. A complex joke delivered in 
perfect timbre. A simple pun around the dinner table. An honest 
mistake quickly owned up to. To him, the world is full of humor 
and life is nothing but a quest to laugh and make others laugh. 
 My mother is reserved. Far more reserved than my dear father. 
Her laughs are few and far between, and rarely ever develop past a 
chuckle. Her laughs begin in her chest, rising slowly through the 
throat and eking out through the mouth and nose in the form of 
concentrated and controlled bolts of air. 
 She lives not to laugh. She lives to love. Sitting at her 

desk in the watery light of the dawn, a small smile might grow 
on her face, a blast of air might escape her nose, as she draws 
the final lines in a beautiful sketch of our family. Myself or 
my father, immortalized in some event long forgotten by the 
subject, but enshrined forever in the memory of the artist. 
 While I look like my father, and my laughs rise from my 
belly, I have long felt a kinship with my mother in this regard. 
Laughs are something to be shared, true. But the laughs that 
mean the most are the ones laughed alone. The bubbles of 
mirth that arise from reading a book, writing a story, or just 
reminiscing on some past humor fill the heart as well as the 
lungs. When we laugh together, there is an expectation. An 
unspoken rule that a joke must be responded to. Alone, the 
laugh feels real. 
 The laughs that we share at the dinner table are well and 
good. But the small chuckles that my mother emits when 
she thinks she’s alone, or the laughter that my father barely 
contains when he’s unaware of my presence, those are the 
laughs that I love.
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Can you hear me god? I know Charlie can’t.
Hannah Diggs

your hearing aids lie idle on the table beside 
where you used to lay your head to sleep.  
when you remembered them, you were 
a backrow Baptist, a hearing man taking  
in the word from a far with full mental clarity. 
my surrogate grandpa, you came to me in the front 
row to give me a mint and a forehead kiss. 
 
you weren’t wearing them—your ears—when your 
bike spun off the road on that wind-whistling autumn evening. 
I was ten. I thought that was your end. “Speak up, 
girl—I’ve been through worse and I’ll get through  
worse,” Blood splattered down your shirt. “Don’t you concern
yourself with me. Just bring me my ears.” 
you must have heard the collision as metal 
scratched tree. 

you wear glasses now. the biggest news in your little world. 
Then,
something happened in our world. I was back from school sud-
denly. Church
happened remotely. You didn’t know how to work your phone, 
so I drove by, waving at you from a distance as you tilled your
garden. you walked forward to give me a hug—I backed
away. “I don’t want to get you sick,” I say. you throw
your arms around me anyways—I hold my breath.

months later, back in the pews. you must have heard me when I 
asked you to pull 
up your mask twice that day. you weren’t wearing your 
hearing aids when they took you to the ER, but you  
must’ve heard my prayerful whispers “dear god, please not to-
day” 
they put you on the ventilator—4 nights of silence—I was back
at school. Were You gone or was it me? I wasn’t at your funeral 
to hear the eulogy. Did you really not hear when I asked you to  
get the vaccine? 
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Scene at the Met
Hannah Samuel

Picasso Woman
Savanna Bader

 When you took those portraits of me after the miscarriage, 
you forgot to remove the plastic film from the lens. 
 You always do that, you know. You leave the plastic wrap 
and stickers on things after you buy them. Like the bowls 
we bought from the store; most of the sticker came off in the 
dishwasher, but there will always be a mark on the bottom of 
the bowl. I’m not sure how you forgot to take off the plastic off 
the lens of the very expensive camera you insisted on buying, 
but I wasn’t in much of any state to say anything. You would 
know, though. You were there. I didn’t move for months.
 Every photo of me since then has been distorted in some 
way with my eyes on my cheeks and my mouth upside down 
and to the right. I’m a Picasso woman now, and I can’t stand 
it. You’re enamored and even more infatuated than the day 
you met me. When you first met me, you loved to count my 
eyelashes and purred with pleasure when they grazed my face.
 We’ve grown passed the honeymoon phase, but in the 
reflection of your camera lens you found a new muse. “You’ve 
never looked better,” you whisper in my ear while we lay in 
bed. “You’re a vision, a beauty.” I go along with you because I 
avoid looking at myself in the mirror. . I’m afraid of the bags 
underneath my eyes and how much weight I’ve lost in my 
cheeks. I look tired. Old. The person in the mirror, the person I 
glimpse in puddles, this woman staring back at me from my
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mantel, they’re all strangers. I wish I would have stopped myself, 
told myself to look there, stroke my eyebrow bridge and the place 
where my smile pinches my cheek. These are like the crumps 
left behind Hansel and Gretel, the string in the maze. They’re 
something left behind so I can find my way back home.
 That’s wishful thinking, though. Now when I look at myself, 
I can’t tell the difference; have my eyebrows always been on my 
chin? Has my skin always been this light? I’m sure I was born with 
both of my ears on the left side of my face, near my nose because 
suggesting the opposite would mean I’ve lost myself. In saying 
these words aloud, I admit you know me better than me and that 
feels like a logical fallacy; in a world where I’m losing my sense of 
self, I need something to ground me. 
 Our therapist suggested we take up new hobbies. I took up letter 
writing, and you bought a camera with the small amount of savings 
we kept away for our little girl. We were sure she was girl. I’ve wrote 
her asking what her favorite color would have been and if she 
would take after her father. 
 Here’s something I’ve never told you: Once I climbed out of 
bed and down the hallway where I found you sitting, your arm 
moving wildly, a sketch of a family forming. I made my footsteps 
silent, and you couldn’t hear the whisper of my bare soles across the 
hardwood. In fact, you never turned your head to the doorway, but 
I could tell you were covered lilac splatters—lilac because

we decided on a gender-neutral color for the nursery. 
Painted in purple was our dream house, the one with the 
columns and the tower, surrounded by a purple fence with a 
purple dog. A purple girl, a purple dad, and a purple mom. 
You gave everyone faces, everyone but me. Everyone a smile 
but me. You sold your camera for more paint.
 I touched you gently on the shoulder, then slid my hand 
over your shirt to your chest and felt your heart speed up. 
That was your only reaction. You didn’t recognize me until 
your eyes landed on the mole hidden on my ring finger. 
That’s the only constant because you never draw my hands; 
you only paint the features you want to see. 
 I want to leave you. I want to pack up all my belongings, 
to color my eyelids a vibrant shade of gold, and to leave our 
house and shut the door forever. I want to, but I can’t. When 
has anyone been able to separate the art from the artist?
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The House on 17th Street
Annie Crouch
How sweet a first love is. 
Wide and honest. 
A gentle labor to preserve, 
a new home to harvest. 
To fill with treasures, 
memories of places. 
Emblems and code words, 
soundtracks of life burned on CD. 

When it ends, 
we cannot call it a death. 
The house still stands, 
there are new owners. 
A fresh coat of paint lines the bedroom walls. 
New furniture, 
new pictures in the frames. 

You’ll still drive by 
every now and then, 
wave hello to the neighbors as they walk 
alongside your car. 
Wave goodbye. 

Think of them 
when you’re going to bed 
in your new home.

Painted Dogs
Sydney Boone

 When we move into the house in California, my mother 
paints dogs on my bedroom walls. The smell of paint is 
caustic, particularly in young nostrils as sensitive as mine, 
but I sit cross-legged behind her on the floor as she gives the 
dogs shape, watching the blooms of gray and brown resolve 
into cartoonish canine silhouettes, stark in their comparative 
dullness to the robin’s-egg blue of my walls. I am too young 
to have a favorite, so she chooses some of hers: a droopy-
eared basset rearing, one foot on my doorframe, to watch 
a butterfly; a narrow-limbed husky sitting on its haunches, 
head upturned, seemingly begging attention from an invisible 
master. They are no taller than three feet at their highest 
point, but, at age three, neither am I, so her painting of the 
roughly life-sized canines seems to me a colossal undertaking.
 “They’ll protect you from nightmares,” my mother tells me. 
I know, logical child that I am, that these two-dimensional 
canines cannot do anything for me even when I am awake, 
much less once I have crossed the threshold of sleep, opened 
myself to the dreams that set me screaming into wakefulness 
more nights than not. These dogs can no more defend my 
unconscious mind than the twinkling nightlight beside my 
dresser, or the 
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spare bedsheet covering the mirrors on my closet doors, or the 
bedtime muscle-tensing exercises that they taught me in physical 
therapy, or the butterfly-print weighted blanket that, come 
morning, infallibly ends up on the floor. But I am also an insightful 
child, and while I know what the dogs cannot do, I also know what 
they mean: that my mother loves me, that she worries for me, that 
she is doing what she can to soothe the storm of terror perpetually 
raging in my tiny body. 
 My mother is not, by trade or hobby, an artist. The dogs are 
disproportionate in places—an eye too small, a leg too thin. Their 
colors are flat. Their shading is minimal. But I know what they 
mean, and as I sit on my bedroom floor and watch her map out 
their shapes, I believe with all the unshakeable power of a child’s 
conviction that she is the greatest artist in the world.
 When I am six years old, we will move out of the house in 
California. The walls of my bedroom in Mississippi will be beige, 
and there will be no dogs on them. I don’t remember whether my 
mother offered to paint more. Knowing her, I am certain that she 
did. Knowing me, I am certain that I told her I was too old for 
them.

Doll House II
Anna Bivens
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Who Doesn’t Love a Villain
Savanna Bader

She bites into apples, poison soaked 
and sickly sweet, the juices drip down 
her chin like wine, too vivid to be earthly, too ruined 
to be heavenly. This is the apple she kicked to Eve—
plucked from Eden, skin slick with aspiration. 
This is the pomegranate she dropped for Persephone—
the temptation, written in bold red letters spelled out 
in common tongue, hides in wicker baskets. 
This is the fruit that was bitten 
for sleeping death, enlightenment, loss 
of innocence: a single drop of dye that ruins pristine 
wedding dresses. She is a temptress before she is Isaac Newton, 
the intellect and genius. If not for her, who would provide progression, 
conflict, a figure seeped in projection, someone to blame? 
When she bites down for the final time, cinnamon and cloves blossom 
in her mouth. She tosses the core, and it lands 
somewhere with a thud. Gravity. 

On the Origin of Original Sin
Annemarie Bennett

I. The Fall
Sweet Woman, what has Adam done for you?
Is he your love if love is a role you’re born into?
The loveliest hymns I had sung to the Most High 
paled the moment He conceived of You.

You. You rose from dust,       and I wept.
I wept and, in your garden, you knew rain.
I watched you feel the drops upon your chest 
and you smiled. And I knew. I chose   you.

Chose you as you danced with arms outstretched 
among lush blossoms blooming only for you. 
No God could compete – for you it must have been days,
but in seconds I found myself falling towards dust,

wings disintegrating, halo morphing to horns, 
and smiling   for I was closer to you.

II. The Sin
I confess I’ve given my all to you and still
I crave you more. No matter where you wander
you make your way back to me – I’ve coiled
myself around your every thought. My voice in 

your ear is the lullaby lulling you into perfect dreams
and my morning star light is what gently rouses you
as you rub your eyes, hair messy from your pillow
of leaves, beautifully missing lingering images of me.
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You call this place Eden,  to me it is Eve,
for your body is the only thing made by God that I need.
Again, you find yourself at my tree and all I can do 
is beg you to eat of my fruit and know    I love you.

Eat and know me as I have known you. Adam is with you
for his God but Eve,  I’d be with you for you.

Quittie Creek
Anna Bivens
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Small Town Stuck
Hannah Diggs

Me & you, entangled limbs, auburn and
golden hair, hot cocoa warming our skin.

A kiss on the forehead, a squeeze of the hand.
This was all an accident. We were small town

stuck, backwoods traffic jammed. You were a 
longtime local legacy. Me: born to begin again. 

I never understood why you wanted
to leave. Parent and privilege. You had everything. You

said you wanted to save the planet. You always
liked a project. Maybe that’s why you liked me.

I had to escape the men who used me for my body. I
thought you were different, gentle and bounce. You liked

my brain & wanted to understand. How are you feeling? &
I’ll never leave. I tried to believe—for us—youthful sixteen. 

Remember our childhood? you & me. We would run away, see 
Paris firsthand where we could be pirates or players or painters—

we could discover great Leviathan and then 
I’d plant a kiss on your forehead, a squeeze of your hand.

Me & you, a little older, simply friends. Autumn leaves 
& waiting for the world to expand. We sat by the fire, 

a small fire, embers, set ablaze until we had to squint.
We squinted at each other—golden glow faces. I lost 

your freckles through the thick smoke. We studied together:
burly brains butting heads fighting to command—what was

the name of Henry VIII’s second wife—beheaded
Anne Boleyn? He probably sent her off with a kiss

on the forehead, a squeeze of the hand. My golden hair 
turned a mousy brown. Your auburn remained unchanged.

It was time for me to leave, but I knew you had to 
stay. I packed my bags without you—ran away without

a word. I left my burning house, left you standing shins
deep in local lore. Our golden days, now bright red. I 

wanted you to chase me. But there you were, still 
trapped in youth. Dumbfounded, feeling the phantom

linger of a kiss on the forehead, a squeeze of the hand.
I don’t turn back when I set down my bags on red brick.

I flex my palms, freeing them from the memory of 
Your touch and hope someday you’ll understand.
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She Sits in Silence
Phillip Powell

 Headlights stream through the blinds as a rusted old 
pick-up truck struggles up the steep incline of a driveway. 
She snatches the blinds aside and looks out into the night. 
The truck door slams shut. She turns away from the window, 
a sigh escaping her chapped lips. Her feet glide across the 
polished hardwood with a practiced silence. Silence that 
only moments before kept her heartbeat steady and the 
terror contained in her aged mind. She stares ahead. She 
cannot look at the painful faces on the wall. Faces long gone. 
Faces she doesn’t recognize anymore. Faces that do not 
recognize her fear anymore. Their eyes track her flight into 
the kitchen with pity.
 The oven screeches for attention, but she cannot hear 
it—she will not hear it. Her back is to the entrance and 
her hands work meticulously over the cutting board. The 
kettle starts screaming behind her back. The kitchen is 
alive. Sweat beads her wrinkled brow as she works. As she 
works her eyes do not stop glancing over her shoulder. Pure 
apprehension filling a tired gaze. Her hand slips. She cries 
out in pain as the knife bites her palm. But she’s careful not 
to make a sound, of course. Blood wells from the cut and 
crimson droplets sprinkle the fruit she has been slicing. 
She slides the fruit into the trash with a frantic hand before 
stumbling over to the sink. Cold water gushes forth from 
the faucet, 

cleaning the wound and clearing her mind.
 She is lost as the water seeps into the fresh wound tracing 
her palm. It will leave a scar for all to see, and that is a 
welcome change for her. With her eyes closed and her head 
tilted back, a withered laugh is pulled from her lips against 
her will. Her thoughts drift to another place hours before, 
when she was alone, and she sat in silence. The oven screeches 
again, and she jolts forward from her trance to turn the sink 
off. She wraps a towel around her wounded hand, grimacing 
ever so slightly as the rough fabric brushes against her cut. She 
can hear the screen door open in the other room, a familiar 
crashing noise crashing through her ears. Boots stomp across 
the hardwood floor. She jerks the oven door open and feels 
the heat against her old and calloused hands. She pauses. 
Those aren’t her hands. Her hands are porcelain with long, 
slender fingers tipped with manicured nails. Another thing 
she doesn’t recognize anymore.
 The television blares into life in the living room adding to 
the cluttered noise pervading what had been silent. She takes 
the casserole out of the oven, kicking the door shut in her 
turn toward the kitchen table. She places the hot platter gently, 
wincing as one of her fingers is caught between the table and 
the platter. His voice calls from the other room, deep in pitch 
and dark in timbre.
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Her heartbeat is suddenly pronounced in her ears. The 
teapot! Lurching forward, she yanks it off the stove, 
slamming it down on the table. His voice shouts again, 
demanding and threatening, like always. She reaches into 
the refrigerator and her aged unrecognizable fingers find 
and clutch a bottle of beer. She places it on the table, beside 
the teapot, before shutting the refrigerator door. She backs 
into the refrigerator, leaning her head against the door. She 
turns her cheek against the cool, stainless door. A reminder 
of her day scrubbing that door. A stray strand of gray hair 
falls into her eye, and she tucks it back in place.
 His voice booms throughout the house once more, and 
finally she can’t help but break the silence herself.
 “C-coming.” she croaks out. Her voice has become frail 
with age and underuse. It grates through her head— 
reverberating through her skull over and over and over. The 
cacophony in her head is almost louder than the cacophony 
in her ears. Yet she forces her legs to move. Trembling, she 
plates the casserole and lifts the plate and beer. The smooth 
surface of the bottle presses against the cut on her hand. She 
knows the smooth surface should feel pleasant against her 
hand, but it inflames her cut. She knows it’s fragile—knows 
he doesn’t do well with fragile things. . She pauses at the 
swing door. Beyond, the television is roaring with period 
bouts of static interrupted by violent shouts. Beyond, he sits 
in his recliner, smoking a cigarette, fingers combing through 
his greasy beard. She turns back to the kitchen. The voice

screams again.
 She plunges through the door and through the dining room 
to the living room. Every step is a marathon and with every 
stride her breath get heavier. The faces on the wall are still 
following her, still pitying her. She wants to rip them down. 
Her knees tremble with every step she takes. Her body resists 
every step forward, every step closer. Eves downcast, glued 
to the carpet. She’s but a meter away now. Filthy boots are 
strewn across the carpet. The now muddy carpet. The recliner 
is pushed all the way back. His shoeless feet are covered with 
thin, filthy socks. The stench would be overwhelming for any 
passerby, but she is no passerby. He screams at the television, 
cigarette smoke clouding the air around his face. She places 
the plate on the coffee table beside the recliner. Her eyes still 
searching the floor, desperately searching the floor. Her head 
is exploding in wrathful pandemonium, but she wills herself 
to turn away.
 His heartless hand clamps down on her wrist and twists her 
around to face him. A haze falls over her eyes as she is forced 
to stare into his. She can’t look away, but she doesn’t see any-
thing. His grip is iron, digging into her thin skin and pushing 
her bones together. She wants to jerk, to fight, to scream. To 
remind him she is human too.
 “My drink.” His voice is quiet but full of intent. Full of con-
tempt. She realizes she’s holding the drink in her other hand. 
She had forgotten to put it down on the table. It was all her 
fault like usual. She tries to speak and tell this
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blurry face in front of her that she failed again. That it was 
her fault. She chokes on her own words. Choking on her 
own fear. He gives her arm a painful jerk.
 “S-sorry,” she croaks out. She curses herself for giving in 
to the noise again, but her arm lifts anyways. The bottle is 
heavy as lead in her hand, but her arm feels even heavier 
when his hand rips the bottle from her grasp. He thrusts 
her to the side, discards her to the side, before yanking the 
cap off the bottle and taking a forceful swig. She stumbles 
backwards and he screams at the television once more. 
 He’s already forgotten. He’s lost in the tumult he creates 
to hide, and she’s gliding away, back into the silence that 
traps her. She barely feels the swing door as her body pushes 
past and into the kitchen. She stands there now. Her eyes 
close. Exhausted and motionless with the world spinning 
around her in circles. Her wrist throbs with her heart, and 
she cradles it to her chest with her other hand. Her eyes 
open and the haze is cleared from her vision. The noise is 
distant now. She retires to the kitchen table. Sinking into 
a creaky wooden chair, she cradles her wrist to her chest. 
Hair falls in her face, but she doesn’t notice. She stares at the 
wall, searching the faded, tattered wallpaper for a sign of 
something long ago. Her eyes search the wall and then find 
the picture. A young woman in a splendid white, wedding 
gown. Her porcelain hands clutch a large bouquet of roses. 
Her lush, brown hair done beneath a veil. And she’s smiling.

 She stares at that smile as the night goes on like every other 
night for as long as she can remember. Decades maybe, it’s 
all blurred together for her now. She closes her eyes, and she 
can almost picture herself standing in the sharp high heels the 
young woman wears with such grace. She can feel his hand 
on her back. It was such a gentle touch. A deceiving touch. A 
violent shout from the living room causes her eyes to flutter 
open. Her eyes lock on the photo again. She wonders if he ever 
escapes the noise and finds his way back here. She wonders 
if he ever misses that smile. But these are frivolous thoughts, 
and the commotion drowns them out. If they were even real, 
she doesn’t notice. She’s mesmerized in the smile of a woman 
she doesn’t recognize anymore, and at last, she can sit in 
silence.
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Look Over There, Grand Marias, Minnesota
Hannah Samuel

Summer Memories
Hannah Samuel

Summer appears in my mind like sudden flashes of heat lightning
illuminating the horizon of my memory.

How I would dive underwater with my goggles too tight 
 –eyes bulging–I thought they would pop right out of me
–just like the bagger who showed me his fake glass eyeball at the 
grocery store.

And that moment when my cousin taught me that hopping on 
one foot 
was the way to get the chlorine-filled pool out of my ears 
 –and how I would fall right back in due to my imbalance.

All those nights spent sitting on cool concrete, cicadas hissing in 
my ears.
When I caught a firefly and wrote my name with its luminiferous 
glow. 
 
How I used to ride my scooter in endless circles in the garage
–because I was too scared to go back onto the street
 after tumbling into my neighbor’s cactus.

In those days, I was so at home in myself and my ideas.
My soul became the hearth that warmed my thoughts 
–and I was nourished by the stories I created. 

But now underneath these bursts of memory
I have become afraid. 
 –fearful of what I might find inside
–confused with who I’ve become. 
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Take me back, oh memories
to those sun-kissed summers I knew
 –remind me there is still comfort in my solitude
in the public pools, in grocery stores, in sitting on the 
back porch,
in drifting around in constant cycles. 

Tell me that she remains. 

Open Air, Grand Marias, Minnesota
Hannah Samuel
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Northwest Nothing
Annie Elliott
 A man and a woman stand in the house, which is white 
walls and nothing else. In the bedroom that they imagine as 
their daughter’s stands the man who used to live there. He 
looms near the bullet holes, which are pressed into the floor 
like fingers in kinetic sand. The new parents stand on the side 
with sunlight. They do not see the man and the story of the 
wounded floor goes untold. It will not become a part of this 
family’s history. After all, they are just strangers who have lived 
in the same house. 
 Out of the new parents comes a flood of  “will be”s : a 
blonde boy with ringlets around his brain like a halo or a 
helmet, and a will be girl building rivers in the backyard 
wearing nothing but purple cowgirl boots. They anticipate new 
pets, fights and secrets, and the thinning of their cheeriness 
like hair on their heads.
 On the windowsill there sits a cat who sees everything and 
fears nothing or does not fear to the extent that each day she 
will run a little bit farther into the yard before bolting back 
through the doggy door into the house. 
 Out in the street stand two men avoiding eye contact. 
One—the older one—was murdered by the younger many 
years ago. I heard it was brutal. Even so, when the younger dies 
from holding his breath too long, we will all mourn his going. 
The two men will pass an eternity as ghosts who want nothing 
to do with each other.  
 

 Around the corner and down a ways is another house 
where friendship is baking in the oven, becoming golden 
brown and perfect. Two baby girls are waiting to come out 
of the walls and into the rooms, which they will paint pink, 
green, purple, and blue until deciding on just white. The 
spirits of the will be girl and the sisters who live in the walls 
reach out to each other, hoping that their palms might touch. 
Will be girl will never love anyone as much as she loves them. 
Before they have even been born, they know their slimy hearts 
will grow together and dry that way. 
 Around another corner, in another house, lingers the bad 
aftertaste of a man named Jonathan: twenty-three and handles 
the sexuality of little girls carelessly, like 
brushing his teeth. She tells me what happened as we sit on 
the trampoline. He goes to jail. Still, he’ll come back. And with 
time, the neighbors will forget (or maybe they never knew in 
the first place), and life will fall back into place, but the three 
of us will hold the scalding memory tightly in protest forever, 
and never walk past that home. 
 Three virginities are lost in the neighborhood: one to a 
lover, one to a stranger, and the last to a leaver. The three 
losers cannot decide which was which, and eventually they 
will agree to disagree before finally falling asleep.
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 Through all these corners walk the scabbed woman 
and her pitbull. They lie down in the places where they 
suspect no one will notice them. Elsewhere, a couple shouts 
at one another, also yearning to go unnoticed, but never 
succeeding. Their love is a thing made out of hard dust and 
amphitheaters. 
 Will be girl hears it all. She hears the sirens outside her 
window. She hears the fighting outside, the music outside, 
the leaves cracking and then soaking it all back up outside, 
the racing of bikes outside, the name-calling outside, the 
mirth of babies outside, and the groaning of the fence that 
lines the ditch. Will be girl hears her father screaming at 
her in a way that scrapes her arteries, and then hears him 
singing on Sunday like he invented sweetness. She loves 
him. She loves it all. It sounds like a lullaby. 
 At the Walgreens that sits parallel to my house, my 
gnome father calls a man with a cup full of pennies (pennies 
nobody wanted anyway) “brother”. He forgives him for 
stealing his coat and then brags about it. 
 Down a different street lives the divorcee mom with her 
equally blue-eyed son, sitting on tallllllll wallets. The son 
calls girls “cunts” but is still loveable. The mom works at the 
university and talks to him about college like it is a promise. 
She is his truth, and he never questions anything. Together, 
they do not open their eyes too widely in the direction of 
the families

living across the street—not because they dislike them, but 
because they don’t know how to look at their Ikea furniture 
and then the children walking to school in wrong-sized 
clothes within the same minute. They do not know how to 
look into poverty and then the mirror.
 The streets are paved with speed bumps meant to wake the 
sleepless from their dreams of other, easier to 
understand places. 
 To the right is the money—is the farmer’s market, where 
everyone looks at each other’s feet expecting to see expensive 
sandals. Where the older boy will be girl once talked to works. 
He was the one who had to jump his car using WikiHow on 
our first and only date. He was eighteen and I was eager. 
 To the left is the house that sits empty day after day, 
reminding us all that decay is both coming and has already 
arrived. 
 It does not have a name. It’s not the East Mountains, or the 
South Valley, or the West Side, or Downtown, or Nob Hill. It’s 
Northwest Nothing.
 Will be girl goes to private school and mostly forgets she 
lives there. Though, she is reminded when she reveals the 
secret of her thirteen-year-old legs, swaying beneath her 
denim shorts, and is called a “slut”. The word seeps through 
her clothes like sweat or like a filmy placenta holding some 
new, dreaded identity. 
 She and one of the girls from the wall will be asked by a 
car full of masks if they can be “shared around.” …We were 
thirteen. What did we look like to them?...Will be girl will look 
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back when she is near twenty and wince at the times she ran 
all the way home. 
 Northwest Nothing. Where houses chatter and the roads 
run red but only if your eyes are open. Where white ideas 
are turning to empires. Where I am white. Where I am party 
to—a critter within—the infestation. Does it matter that I’ve 
lived there for eighteen years? Does it matter that I can name 
what’s happening? Where the witch dies because she cannot 
get out of bed. Where my mother learns to use a sewing 
machine. Where children’s sexuality is told to get big then 
small, just like an accordion. Where, every day, the sun falls 
down like grapefruit bursting, and goatheads puncture feet. 
Where there are no stories worth being told. Where there is 
too much dog shit in the yard to start picking it up now. 

Heritage
Anna Bivens
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I Was Abducted by Aliens and All I Got Was This T-Shirt
Annemarie Bennett
 
 Not that I’m complaining or anything. It’s my size, it 
looks as good as you can expect it to look on my body. 
Bodies of rock spin through nothingness tied to the sun, 
but here mine stands still in front of my mirror, soft and 
assessing the aftermath and my reward. Being still is such 
an odd feeling. Not the stillness of the trees when the wind 
calms before a storm, not the stillness of an evening on 
the couch with a cup of tea. It’s the stillness of being on a 
ship above the spinning. Why a T-shirt? Is it that the aliens 
have somehow realized the human affinity for collecting, 
for clinging to an object that embodies a memory? Do they 
want me to remember? Is it the fondness an owner of a 
pet possesses when they put their beloved chihuahua in a 
sweater when its cold? The shirt is soft and smells vaguely 
of dust and iron. There’s some word written in some runic 
language across my chest. Maybe it’s the name of their 
planet, their ship, their star. Maybe it says, “stupid little 
human that we probed.” It happened when I was driving 
down a side road early enough in the morning for it to be 
pitch black and hours from sunrise. Not the probing, but 
the abducting. I preferred to see the scraggly trees of the 
park over rows of identical fast-food joints. I guess aliens 
and I think alike because they were also flying over the side

road at the same time. Maybe I didn’t even get probed. The 
whole thing felt like falling asleep. Maybe I was asleep, but 
then how would I have looked down in my car only to be met 
with myself wearing an entirely new T-shirt? It all felt like a 
lucid dream. I remember the stillness. I remember the hum of 
space. I remember the zig zagging dot of light visible from my 
windshield. I got home and let out a sob because now that I 
know stillness, I can just barely feel the spinning.
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Icarus’s Revenge
Vada Wood
The sun plummets
No orange, yellow, red
Just blue, black
He says it like the words are meaningless
“We will reset tomorrow”
As he crawls into the grave that he, himself, took so long to 
prepare
So dark inside, filled with wildflowers
Ancient
Like this had been planned all along
I thought it was for me
But he crawls inside, lies flat
And covers himself with the dirt, little by little alone
Destroying the altar
As he breathes earth, I hear him say
“We all will fade and reset”
There is dirt in his hair
Then his nose
Soon his eyes
His mouth
It begins to fill him
Unchanging, he speaks
“All reset and restart, never grasping.
We find dreams and hopes, shiny things and loves,
And shrivel them up like dry leaves in fall.
Crushing them for satisfaction.
Without a backward glance.
And what others did unto us, us do unto ourselves.

Then shoot what is left out of guns like confetti.
Like a celebration, treating it with importance,
As if it was necessary.
And all reset”
He is quiet, and I feel I am more alone than him
In his grave.
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my drive to the airport: march, 2020
Tillie Lefforge

an interruption by 
a bubbly tune introducing far-off torture
and close-by pestilence.
ripening ears are being told to hurry.

bright flashes through the windshield and
a topsy-turvy sequence of exits
that’re slickening and slackening.
there’s a bitter static tension in the Honda Odyssey.

there’s a sale next exit and it’s HUGE
but don’t you know there’s a war going on?
better check your credit score
but four hundred won’t do, seven fifty Plus.

swear that’s a streak of bright purple above,
though it’s behind the sheet and swallowed by ink.
aren’t we driving to the sky anyway?

Chest of Lapis Lazuli, Skin of Gold
Drew Skelton
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Car Crashes Deserve More Credit
Tillie Lefforge

 I think you should crash your car. Maybe not a head-on 
collision with a semi on the highway or a swerve into 
oncoming traffic, but a scratch from the gas pump or a 
hairline crack from a friendly tree branch. This isn’t crashing 
for the sake of destruction; this is crashing to measure your 
progress.
 When you crash (dent) your car (the driver-side door), 
you won’t let your breathing run away. You will stay 
completely calm. You’ll text your mom, call your dad, and 
they’ll give you sound advice that you will follow without 
a trace of emotion. Now, step back to your fifteen-year-old 
self and remember how this all went a little differently.
 For me, this means remembering the screech of my 
side mirror against my mother’s Honda HR-V. It means 
remembering quick breathing, ceaseless crying, and frantic 
scrubbing (toothpaste, warm rag, tight circle, scratch gone—
knowledge gleaned from unsettling WikiHow illustrations). 
It means reliving an era of undiagnosed anxiety, when I 
was too irrationally afraid of my mother hating me over a 
scratch to react with anything but panic.
 My early teenage years were marked by untreated 
and worsening anxiety. Breakfasts sacrificed over bouts 
of nausea, bottles of Tylenol given to constant tension 
headaches, hair and skin yielded to antsy fingernails, sane 
moments surrendered to everyone hates me and my family 
is going to be killed and the world is ending and I can’t help

it and if I don’t keep my pinky finger on my bag someone will 
take it and if my mom finds the scratch on her car she’ll hate 
me and disown me then I’ll be homeless and I won’t have any 
money and I’ll never be successful.
 It was the headaches, of all things, that got me hauled in 
for a mental health screening. Ticking off boxes (yes, I worry 
about friends, and school, and my parents, and the future, and 
everything and everyone in my life), I caught myself curating 
answers to get a favorable diagnosis. I didn’t want to be a bur-
den on my family—a kid with a dinged-up brain that needed 
expensive repairs. Therapy to hammer out the dents and med-
icine to replace the cracked glass. Battling with my instincts, I 
pushed past my initial censorship and wound up with a bold-
faced diagnosis and a shiny orange pill bottle.
 Last month, I had an ugly brush with a high curb and a 
curvy road. A year earlier, the nasty thunk and jolt of my 
wheels would have sent me into hysterics. Instead, when I 
parked and saw that my right hubcap was wavy like some 
lame optical illusion, I laughed. It looked ridiculous, so I 
laughed.
 I take anti-anxiety meds. I go to therapy. I have friends who 
don’t hate me. God, I do yoga. I bent my hubcap and laughed. 
These days, my 2015 Honda Civic is a testament to my growth. 
Every door ding is a worry I let go of, and every paint scratch 
is a nauseous morning turned calm afternoon.
 So, you should crash your car. See how you react; see how 
far you’ve come from the anxious, tearful fifteen-year-old girl 
you used to be.
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Cover Me in Kudzu
Hannah Samuel

I’m missing you like how the trees grow and strive to kiss the 
sky 
while they suffocate in kudzu 
–the ivy weaving  in and out
covering their branches
until leaves can no longer breathe 
   nor feel the sun’s scorching rays 

I ask if you remember 
how you used those vined branches and formed them into 
shifty wooden huts 
–huts that have now been blown away by years of sticky 
Southern winds

Do you recall the time you tumbled from the Dogwood tree
And broke two ribs 
 the cream-colored petals 
softly landed like little parachutes 
blanketing you as you writhed in pain 
–the gravel leaving a scar on your left hip 
that only seemed to  stretch as you grew older.

Do you wish the scar would fade? 

and now every time spring appears 
and the Oaks release their stringy pollen
Are you reminded of how it painted the back porch
 –the plastic green table stained by a grainy golden tint 
the toxic smell of Windex you used to wipe the film off
and how it made you sneeze so violently?

And when it rains do you think of how this pollen 
would mix 
into images of amber waves on the sidewalk 
and coat the bottom of your bare feet like yellow paint 
Do you wish to wash them off? 

Remember when I told you that when I die 
set me down in the holler 
–hold me close while I disappear
devour me like you ate the South, kudzu 
and let the memories wait in that little girl. 
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Ain’t No Sunshine
Adaja Cooper

Dionysian Ghazal
Sydney Boone

Find Grecian vineyards in apartment kitchens, let sweat run 
down your legs like winding ivy,
feel it jerk your body into reckless dance.

Join the teenage maenads who prowl in packs, wine-stained 
teeth and joint-singed fingers,
senses lost to maddening, infectious dance.

Grind red-hot hips and liquor-slick tongues, shed your 
inhibitions with your clothes,
let the liquor coax your bones to excess dance.

Clutch the bottle to your chest, find freedom in the nectar-filled 
glass phallus,
stir your spirit to euphoric, breathless dance.

Cut loose the binds of obligation, trade the shackles of social 
expectations
for the fetterless pursuit of deathless dance!
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The Keeper of Life
Luke Pitts

 I live alone. Silent, happy, human. I work alone. 
Beneath the trees that tower overhead and beside the stream 
that slithers through my woods. I work with my hands, 
molding and shaping the mud into figures, caricatures of us, 
held together by twine and spit. These figures I adore. These 
figures I keep. Locked away behind the door lest they stand 
on their own. 
 Life is simple. The water falls when I am thirsty, and the 
meat finds me when I am hungry. She provides. She will 
always provide, and I will always work. 
 The figures I craft. The statuettes of us. They hold the 
weight of the Mother upon their narrow backs. They 
hold the spark of the Earth within their chests. Articles of 
creation endowed by the creator. Aspects of life, promises of 
existence commissioned by the Mother and created by my 
hand. My figures, our figures are life. When I craft a face, a 
body revealed to me through the wind blowing through the 
leaves of the trees, a child is born. When I crush the dried 
Earth fashioned into form, fracturing my creation, turning 
the figure to dust, and return the materials to the rushing 
stream, one of us dies. 
 I feel no guilt in returning what is owed. I feel no pride 
in crafting what I must. The birth of a babe a million miles 
away is nothing compared to the commands I receive here. 
The death of one or two or three or a thousand holds

no sway over my conscious. I am simply the craftsman. And 
the keeper.
 Years, decades, centuries later, my forest was invaded 
by those that I create. Trees felled, life murdered, land 
stolen. Profane structures erected in place of the Mother’s 
beauty. The fringes of my domain corrupted by the ever-
encroaching influence of the very humanity that I create. For 
a moment, a strong, horrible, peaceful moment, I considered 
exercising my power. Crossing the bounds set by the Mother 
and crushing the lives of these few people. I could. I very 
much could. It would be nothing. I know I have them. I 
remember every figure I construct. I know every life that I 
make. It would be nothing, really, to fling open the door, sift 
through my figures. To find the profaners and squeeze until 
they return to the Earth. Crush until the life flits from their 
chest. The figures will not stand to me, their creator. Their 
Father. I could not tell you why I did not. My home would be 
safe.
 The momentary softness, weakness, compassion that I felt, 
it was unbecoming. Now they are entrenched. Leeches upon 
the land. And still the Mother wills that I create more. Mold 
more and more figures to place behind the door. Crush 
fewer and fewer. They expand. Penetrate deeper into my 
forest. Soon they may discover me. Discover the door. They 
will open the door, crush themselves and the innocents in 
the world underneath their stupid, clumsy, invading boots. 
Or the figures will stand. I am unsure as to which is worse.
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I grow tired of this dance. This arrogance of these humans. 
I grow tired of hiding. Cowering in my own plain, my own 
home. I plead to the Mother, praying to the stream, to the 
trees that she might remove this blight from my Eden. She 
answers in commands. Willing me to be the instrument of 
my own undoing. I must oblige. Craft these wretched crea-
tures. Slaving in the stream, creating my destruction. The 
destruction of all. 
 Years upon years the Mother ignores me. I deserve to be 
heard. I deserve to be heeded. The Mother’s wisdom fades. 
She does not, cannot, will not see the conclusion to the 
course that she has set. I do, and I must take this matter into 
my own hands. I am the Mother’s chosen. She has granted 
me life unending to be the keeper of all life. And keep I will.
 It is for the best. I pace in front of the door. The door that 
stands free in this green grove. The door of brown, gnarled 
roots and twisting trunks. The door that opens to the trove 
of human life. It is for the best and should’ve been done long 
ago. I place my hand on the door, bracing for the voice of 
the Mother in the wind, whispering her final pleas to stop. 
The air remains silent. I push. The door opens. Every sin-
gle figure in that dark pocket of the Mother stands upright. 
Every face, drawn with such care and precision, aims at me. 
I know now that I am lost. We are lost. She has forsaken us.

Even the Anceints Had Ancients
Drew Skelton

Hans Aarsleff marvels at the legacy of John Locke
who marveled at the philosophies of Cicero
who marveled at the writing of Xenophon
who marveled at the ruins of Nineveh and Nimrud.

we look back at those before us as they looked at those 
before them;
precariously atop the shoulders of giants stand yet more 
giants,
keeping their balance as they peer down.

the first town conducted an archeological dig on itself.

they raised from the ground the skulls of their ancestors
and recreated their faces in clay
before cradling them under the floors.

we are ruins upon ruins
and we have always loved the soil beneath us.
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Untitled
James Trenthem

Way Down in Arkansas
Hannah Diggs

My dad didn’t have electricity until he
was eleven years old. In the winters, he huddled
under a mountain of blankets, wrapping them
around his head and face and carefully leaving a 
hole so that he could breathe. Periodically, 
he had to wiggle his hand out from under
the covers to break the bit of ice that collected
from the condensation of his breath.

He skipped so much that he was
almost kicked out of high school.
He took his books home and 
read them cover to cover. He showed
up for tests knowing everything he’d
missed in class. His counselor said they
couldn’t expel him. He was making straight As.

Now, he is a lawyer by profession
and a self-proclaimed hillbilly. He is a storyteller.
Crafting narratives on the courtroom floor,
Passing on tales on the living room floor.

He always told me that I could live 
    anywhere    in the world,
as long as I lived in the Ouachita Mountains. 
He lives on the property he was born on.
No doctors, his grandmother, 
the local “medicine woman,” was sufficient.
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He left Arkansas, dirt poor.
Went to law school, Virginia.
His mom got sick, Ovarian cancer. 
He came back, readily. 

He dedicated his life to
preserving the past, got stuck in it.
He took the tall tales of his Uncle William
that his cousins never cared to listen to and
      embellished them. He told me about 
“The Goat that Blowed Up” and “The Haint Down the Street”
He sang me “Turnip Greens,” plucking at
his guitar strings, blustering into his
harmonica. He wanted me to learn 
our history. I wanted to escape it.

I didn’t have a room until I was ten.
My life’s possessions resided in the three bins
under the cot in the dining room 
of our unfinished house. My dad continued
to live as frugally as he had
when he ate beans for three meals
a day. If he got that many. He has always
lived with barely enough to survive. 
Any other way of life is too risky. Everything
was an investment to him. In me, he invested
copious amounts of time,
never money.

Summertime. 
Every morning, my dad, ready for court,
and I, probably wearing something very pink,
took a walk on the promenade

to practice our French
with the red brick against our pale, bare feet.
We sometimes wondered what
the tourists thought of us. Singing 
“Head, Shoulders, Knees, and Toes” in French
with our toes exposed. Mom would never
walk with us when we ditched our shoes.
She just didn’t speak our language.

He got sick.
Melanoma.
Malignant. I was numb.

I forgot all my French in the hospital waiting rooms that 
summer
Erased all my memories of the hillbilly tunes I used to hum
I wanted to escape.

Once we got through that year that I forgot,
I woke up and he was in remission. I already 
had my foot halfway out the door, but I walked
into the forests my father hid in as a boy, humming 
“Turnip Greens” and dreamt of warm exposed brick
hitting my bare feet as I stood alongside my hillbilly father,
the smartest man I’d ever know.

Then I packed my bags and moved to a city where you
can’t see the stars and the pine trees don’t
grow and I started to plan a life far beyond
the Ouachita Mountain Range.
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Arkansas in the Radcliffe Camera
Hannah Diggs

The Sun is setting on the spire
outside my window. Chimney smoke clouds
my vision of where it meets the grey with an E 
skies outside that are offset by the vibrant blue

colour splotch painted on the ceiling. It’s 
ornately decorated with white crown
molding like clouds in the summer sky.

They gray with an A sky outside is starting
to deepen to the shade of the deeply
polluted Thames. I think of Arkansas
and its deep blue-green rivers and 

baby blue skies. Life is so vibrant and full
of saturated color. The imposing river,
the Arkansas, flows violently, intentionally,

breathes life into the Old Muddy Mississippi.
The drab Thames moves monotonous,
Reluctantly dragging you back to beige and
books and British black tie dinners where people

tell you your accent isn’t Southern enough. No.
They didn’t say that. You’re projecting. They say 
they’d love to drive through the American South.

Say they’ve read Steinbeck and Cather and O’Connor
and all the other books that line your shelves that

you haven’t read yet. You hopped on this plane to escape
the legacy of those books: boots on traitorous soil. Their 
stories

of Depression and Dust Bowl and self-doubt land brick   
upon   brick
on your chest until you wake up and all you see is black
and beige and books and the bit of blue—the bit of the 

gentle colo(u)r that, for just a moment, took you back 
home.
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Train Ride
Anna Bivens

The Smell of the Pines
Phillip Powell

Scene 1:  
(The scene is set in a haze. A dense fog rolls across the stage with the ferocity 
of winds rolling across the ocean in a hurricane. Not even the keenest eye 
can see through the typhoon of memory. A young man treads Down Stage 
through the fog, parting it and allowing all to see him plain. He stands 
conventionally handsome and tall. Thin, with his sharp edges barely 
concealing the melancholy framed in his posture and face. RICHARD 
speaks with certainty, though. One might even say he is determined.)

RICHARD
I am on my way to visit my Ma and Pa because today is the beginning of 
the summer. Only I can’t go because something seems to be missing…
(RICHARD trails off as a young girl enters from Stage Right. She can’t be 
any older than ten. She marches confidently up to RICHARD and stands 
still next to him, staring out to the 
audience.)
Madelyn is my sister. She looks younger than I remember, but as you will 
see, my memories may not mean much. It’s just, when I get a smell of 
these pines the world starts to shrink again…
(Suddenly a boy runs out of the fog Stage Left, interrupting RICHARD’s 
thoughts.)

JAMES
Madelyn! RICHARD! You’re here! Oh, B-bye Aunt Jennifer. Gee, leaving 
so soon?

RICHARD
I guess we outta’ wave goodbye to Momma’ too, Madelyn. We won’t see 
her till’ August comes.
(MADELYN looks off Stage Right and waves with vigor. RICHARD stares 
a moment before lifting his hand in a silent wave. RICHARD speaks to the 
audience.)
James is our little cousin. Now, he has been around since I can remember 
and that does mean something. I will say that James is being a little 
charitable towards Aunt Jennifer. She usually drops us down the road for 
school and sleepovers. Momma’ worked to get out of a world so small 
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and I guess she’s still working. That’s why Madelyn and I had to come 
stay at Ma and Pa’s during the summer. 
(Two small suitcases roll through the fog and rest beside RICHARD and 
MADELYN.)

JAMES
Why the long face, Maddie? We’re gonna’ have a blast! Just like last 
summer, right Phi?

RICHARD
(to the audience) Phi? That’s a foreign name. He might recognize it.
(A younger boy, about eleven, charges in from Stage Right with a smile. 
RICHARD walks quietly around the younger boy as his spot is taken 
Down Stage Center.)

YOUNG RICHARD
(hugging James) It always is when it’s the three of us!

JAMES
(bringing MADELYN into the hug) Well come on! Ma’s been cookin’ 
all morning and Pa said he’d take us out huntin’ tomorrow morning if 
it ain’t raining or nothin’. Wouldn’t that be something, Rich? Pa took 
me for the first time last week, and you wouldn’t believe the size of the 
buck I got—
(As JAMES talks the fog begins dissipating and the lights start to 
brighten up the stage. Behind the characters is an old looking house, 
transparent to the audience. Inside, there are three rooms visible to the 
audience. The Stage Left room is a small kitchen awash in sunlight. 
A portly older woman checks on something baking in the oven. The 
middle room is a sitting room straight from the 1970’s, covered in old 
photographs and complete with little fold up eating tables. A miniscule 
T.V. sits in the corner. The final room is dim and only contains a large 
bed. Down Stage Right sits a very old, rusted truck with chipped red 
paint, on Stage Left there are several large pine trees creating a path 
Off-Stage. A lovely flower garden is planted in front of the small house. 
An older man enters from between the pines, carrying the carcass of a 
deer on his back. RICHARD leans against the truck watching.)
Pa! Jesus Pa, that buck is big as the house—

PA
Sure is! You jealous, boy? Course’ I bet you been tellin’ Maddie and Phi all 
about the deer you got yesterday, ha ha ha.
(PA walks past the children and hoists the carcass a top of the bed of the 
truck Stage Right. PA turns around and starts lighting a cigarette.)
When you kids get in, huh? 

YOUNG RICHARD
Just now.

PA
So, you wanna’ stay at Ma and Pa’s for the summer, do you?
(PA sort of laughs to himself and smokes his cigarette.)

MADELYN
(meekly) Well uh, Momma’ has to work, you see, and so we have to stay 
here again, Pa…

PA
Ya’ll know I can’t hear nothin’ when you mumble like that! Speak up now. 
Since Vietnam, all I can hear on this side of me is the rush of napalm.
(The swing door to the kitchen opens and MA calls outside.)

MA
Gene, get in here! Stove’s broke again—

PA
Don’t holler at me, woman! I ain’t the one who broke it, now hold your 
horses!

MA
Maddie and Richard are going to be here soon! I’m makin’ em’ breakfast—
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PA
They already here, and they can wait!
(back to his grandchildren.)
What’d you say, Maddie? Speak up now, girl!

YOUNG RICHARD
She said that Momma’ has to work and we need somewhere to go!

PA
What about your daddy, huh? Can’t he watch you?

YOUNG RICHARD
No, he—

PA
No sir is what you meant.

RICHARD
Yes sir.

YOUNG RICHARD
No-No sir, he’s got to find work, a-and he ain’t our daddy either!

PA
Oh that’s—a—right, your daddy run off, didn’t he?
(YOUNG RICHARD and MADELYN are silent.)

JAMES
Pa!

PA
Shut up, James. It’s alright, mine did too. Well, if you’re gonna’ stay 
here you gonna’ get worked. You know it? We can barely afford to keep 
James as it is—not like he does any work anyways.

YOUNG RICHARD
Worked? Whadaya’ mean, uh, sir?

PA
Yeah, I guess you ain’t ever done any work have you? Growing up in a city 
like that, I bet you never got your hands dirty with nothin’. That’s about 
the worst thing Jennifer ever did—takin’ ya’ll up there! Ma’ll put Maddie 
to work real good, but you gonna’ help me and James out around here. 
Always something to do around here.

YOUNG RICHARD and RICHARD
(YOUNG RICHARD says the line eagerly, while RICHARD speaks only 
with bitterness.)
Yeah, like what?

PA
You going to help me clean this buck. I’d ask James to do it, but I know 
what he does at the sight of blood!
(PA starts laughing.)
Oh lord, I ain’t ever seen a boy get so sick, ha ha ha.

JAMES
Oh Pa, stop it!

PA
Almost wish I hadn’t taken you out huntin’ in the first place, boy. After, 
Jamesy here shot that deer last week he lost his lunch, ha ha ha. Ain’t ever 
see somebody cry for their dinner like that James! 

JAMES
C’mon Maddie, let’s go inside!
(JAMES grabs MADELYN’s hand and they run inside with the small suit-
cases.)

PA
Yeah, you best go inside, boy! That’s where you belong, in there with the 
women!
(laughing.)
Ha ha ha, go ahead and bring me out a glass of lemonade later won’t ya?
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YOUNG RICHARD
I-I can handle blood, Pa—

RICHARD
No, I can’t. I sure like approval though.

YOUNG RICHARD
(continuing.) I dissected a rat in school and did the best in the whole 
class on that lab!

PA
You better be able to. Don’t need another sissy workin’ for me like 
James! Well, come on over here boy, this is all the school you need.
(YOUNG RICHARD hurries over to the truck a PA puts out his 
cigarette. PA draws his knife and the pair lean over the carcass together 
just as the lights begin to dim. RICHARD crosses to Center Stage and 
the lights focus on him. RICHARD and PA speak together.)

RICHARD and PA
You smell that? You won’t smell that up north where you from. That’s 
the smell of country livin’. A smell you can’t get rid of, boy. That’s the 
smell of the pines.

(Blackout.)

Scene 2:
(The scene opens with PA sitting in the driver’s seat of the old truck. 
YOUNG RICHARD and JAMES sit in the cab beside him. PA is 
smoking a cigarette.)

PA
Go run them groceries inside boys! C’mon, get!
(YOUNG RICHARD and JAMES get out of the truck carrying a carton 
of eggs and a carton of milk. YOUNG RICHARD is carrying a candy 
bar.)

JAMES
(to YOUNG RICHARD) You going to give me a bite of that candy bar?

PA
He best not! RICHARD earned that James, that boy has been workin’ 
hard, now. You outta’ take after him and maybe you’ll earn one someday 
now.

JAMES
(resentfully) Yeah, yeah—

PA and YOUNG RICHARD
(correcting) Yes, sir.
(PA and YOUNG RICHARD laugh.)

PA
Alright, enough! Get inside and bring Ma her milk and eggs! I gotta’ have 
a smoke.
(The two boys exit inside the Upstage house, but the Upstage lights are dim. 
After the boys are gone PA pulls a brown bag of liquor from the driver’s 
side of the cab. PA sits on the hood and begins drinking. After some time, a 
mangy dog emerges from the pines Stage Left. Holding the end of its leash 
is RICHARD. PA notices the dog and watches as it meanders about.)

RICHARD
Pa never knew I watched this. Guess he didn’t care to look. 
(The dog meanders back to RICHARD, and RICHARD kneels next to it 
and pets it before removing its leash.)
Here I come now.
(The swing door opens a bit and YOUNG RICHARD can be seen. He looks 
like he’s about to call out before he sees the dog and PA watching it intently. 
PA reaches into the cab slowly and pulls out a rifle.)
I never told him I saw it. Not even at the end.
(PA sets down his liquor and walks a little closer to the dog. The dog sees 
him and wagging its tail, begins to walk over. PA kneels and takes out what 
looks to be a chunk of jerky from his pocket.)



Page 76 Page 77

PA
(PA whistles, and speaks softly) Here boy! C’mon over here. I don’t 
bite, now. 
(PA tosses the jerky on the ground between them and the dog 
desperately attacks the meat. The next two lines are spoken
 simultaneously.)

RICHARD
Close your eyes, Richard.

PA
You’re a good boy—
(PA shoots the dog and it collapses. Dead. At the sound of the gunshot 
MA yells out.)

MA
Gene! What’s going on out there? What’re you shootin’ at?
(MA bustles out the doorway with JAMES and MADELYN right 
behind her. They see the gruesome scene.)
Oh-Oh, that’s awful.

PA
Damned thing had rabies. Came right at me! I had to do it, or I’d be 
foaming at the mouth!
(JAMES and MADELYN shy away. MA notices.)

MA
Why don’t you kids go inside? We gonna’ have to bury it. Poor thing.
(JAMES and MADELYN exit back inside.)

PA
(calling out.) Richard! Rich? Get out here!
(YOUNG RICHARD enters from the house. He is unreadable.)

YOUNG RICHARD
Yes sir?

PA
Grab the shovel from the truck. We gotta’ bury it.

MA
My goodness. Well, you men hurry up and get it done, and I’ll have dinner 
ready when you come back in.
(MA pats PA’s arm before exiting back inside. YOUNG RICHARD and PA 
wordlessly get to work, digging a small grave in front of the flower garden. 
They pause for a break, and PA lights a cigarette.)

PA
You had a smoke yet. Huh?

YOUNG RICHARD
N-n-no sir.

PA
Speak up!

YOUNG RICHARD
No sir, I ain’t ever had a cigarette!

PA
Here.
(PA hands YOUNG RICHARD the cigarette.)
Inhale good. Really breathe it in boy.

YOUNG RICHARD
W-we learned in school that, the-the doctors say cigarettes give you lung 
cancer—

PA
Them doctors ain’t nothin’, but just like the politicians. They just innit’ 
for themselves, you hear? The only thing you can count on after a day of 
workin’ is a cigarette. You smoke that.
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YOUNG RICHARD
Yes sir.
(RICHARD smokes, before breaking out in a sputtering cough. PA 
laughs.)

PA
You listen good, Richard. You ain’t like Maddie and James. They 
soft—and I know soft. Your sister’s so bashful and she’s never got her 
head out of a book long enough to watch the skillet. And James, well, 
he ain’t goin’ nowhere I guess. But you, well you a worker’. You keep 
workin’, you hear me?

YOUNG RICHARD
(holding in a cough.) Y-yes sir. I hear you.

PA
You come back here every summer and keep workin’, alright? I’ll give 
you my truck. Maddie and James, well they ain’t goin’ to last. But you, 
you is gonna’ last. You like the smell out here. Just like me.
(PA takes the cigarette and has the last draft before putting it out on 
the ground.)
Let’s go in.
(PA kicks the corpse into the grave and the pair exit into the house.)

(Blackout.)

Scene 3:
(The lights come up on RICHARD sitting alone in the truck, Stage 
Right.)

RICHARD
He did what he said, you know? Kept his word. I kept coming back 
and the truck was mine after a while. That was, uh, three summers 
ago. It doesn’t run as good as it used to, but it’ll run.
(RICHARD exits the truck. He’s holding a brown bag and a pack of 
cigarettes.)
They didn’t last neither. Just like he said. Madelyn, well, I guess those 
books paid off for somethin’ cause’ she’s in college. Who knows about 
James. He ran off a long time ago and met a girl. Guess he’s married 

married now. And Ma…
(RICHARD has walked up to the screen door, the inside of the house is still 
dark.)
Well, she’s buried right next to where we buried that dog. And me? Well, I 
got a pack of cigarettes, don’t I?
(RICHARD enters the house and the lights come up showing an absolutely 
filthy house. The sink is stacked with dirty dishes and the kitchen filled 
with old takeout containers. The living room is practically overturned 
and the bedroom in disarray. Sitting in an armchair facing the T.V. is PA. 
FOX News is on. There is a walker next to the chair and he is hooked up to 
oxygen, with tubes running under his nose.)
Pa, I’m back!

PA
You get my cigarettes, huh?

RICHARD
Yes sir, but you know the doctor—

PA
To hell with the doctor! Look what he’s done to me. See? Can barely stand 
up and take a leak now that he’s got me hooked up to all these damn 
machines…
(RICHARD has cleared off a spot on the couch and has opened up a book.)
What’re you doin’ boy? Huh, shouldn’t you be workin’?

RICHARD
Madelyn gave it to me, it’s uh, Emily Dickinson.

PA
Emily, who? Some woman? You datin’ her or somethin’?

RICHARD
Oh no, pardon me, I meant uh…Emile Dickinson.

PA
What??
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RICHARD
Oh, nothin’.

PA
You say Maddie gave it to you? What’d she do that for? You’re too busy 
for-for Emile, or Emily or whoever! Where’s my cigarettes? Gimme’ 
my cigarettes, I paid for em’!

RICHARD
Yes sir.
(RICHARD hands PA the cigarettes.)

PA
Well I can’t smoke em’ in here, damnit!
(PA struggles to get out of his recliner.)
Help me up, boy.
(RICHARD helps PA struggle to his feet. PA picks up his big oxygen 
tank.)

RICHARD
You know, uh, it’s kinda’ funny. Madelyn was tellin’ me I outta’ try 
enrolling at this community college in town. Just, something to do, I 
guess—

PA
Why’s she telling you that, huh? That is funny, ha ha ha. If you bored, 
there’s plenty to do around here. Help me get outside, I gotta’ get out 
of here damnit…
(RICHARD helps PA get outside. PA leans against the house and 
fumbles to light a cigarette. RICHARD steps in and lights in. They 
stand, staring out at the tall pine trees. PA breathes in deeply, or at least 
as best as he can.)

RICHARD
Pa, I, well I bring it up because—

PA
Because why? Just shut up, alright! Just shut up for once! I came out here 
to breathe damnit. What’d I tell you, boy—
(As Pa talks RICHARD steps away from the house and starts towards the 
truck.)
Where you goin’ huh? I told you there’s nothin’ like country livin’. Real 
country livin’! You get back here, Phi! GET BACK HERE! That’s my truck, 
boy!
(vicious coughs begin to wrack PA’s body.)
You can’t get rid of it! Breathe it in! You can’t leave!
(RICHARD gets in the truck as PA keeps coughing.)
Get back here! You ain’t ever be rid of it! EVER! You can’t leave me…
(The truck starts.)
No, no, no, no! You smell it, I know you do! Don’t leave me, son…

END OF PLAY
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Café Scene at the Whitney Biennial, New York City
Hannah Samuel

The Land That Used to Belong to Ursa Major
Hannah Diggs

Somehow I am here—leaf crunch—
Back here again more or less. I
thought I lost it, these woods, these
words; they were mine. Now:

I found a mole sprawled out dead in 
the center of the path, a baby. I Googled
to make sure it was a mole. I forgot
they were so small. A crunch with an e c h o !

I spiral into fight or flight—leap over log—
I’m twenty! Land in the bog and I’m

Seven—pine needles braided into my
golden hair, stick straight, a beam of sun 
holds hostage my amber eyes as they widen—
Wesley, come on! It’s gaining on us—We run,
legs twisting and turning with ease, me seven
and he ten—who let us cross the threshold
of my woods alone? we trekked to the cabin
my dad built after reading Walden in college,
splish splash over shining waters with no
sirens to lead us astray—rusty tractor that 
tilled the garden, gently used snuff bottles, uncle william’s 
racecar fast Model T, Wesley and me, we forgot
what we were running from, we tried to chase the
west wind but found Thoreau instead. At the cabin,
sun grew weary—the moon grew antsy—our
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small minds transitioned from chatter to yawn.
Wes thought he saw a bear print earlier,
we look at the stars, spot the big dipper.
we rifled through dad’s books—read about
Callisto, goddess of hunting, protector of girls. 
she forgot me often, but I know she gave
Wesley to me—he built me a fire. Ambient glow
casting shadows on his warm face, the first 
(and maybe only) boy I ever loved (did I?)—
not yet though. Our parents, who’d had our wedding 
planned
since I was three, they’d be looking for us soon,
so small we were, he reaches for my hand, Inhale,
my whole world goes up in flames.

Now: I find my footing. Walk back past 
the rusty tractor that used to run, snuff
bottles atop the former family dump, uncle william’s
stationary Model T. Phantom memory’s
of the boy that used to play with me. He’s gone
now. I sputter as I take a whiff
of smoke from my neighbor’s bonfire. A crunch
with an e c h o ! birds twittering in  
brush, they mock my solitary self.
they’re glad it’s spring.

ferris wheel
Anonymous

i. seat 
i wait for you  long for you  your absence is the cold winter 
wind infiltrating my coat and 
freezing my flesh, chilling my bones  unresponsive  grasping at 
my own skin with my hands 
that night pleading for words to fall from your lips onto my head  
to seep into my crooked spine and revive my greying organs 

ii. ascent 
bright love blinding and purifying  feast after famine, drink after 
drought     overflowing with what blooms inside  turning our 
tongues into turmoil trying to speak every thought we have for the oth-
er    vying for love and affection even though we radiate with it     mind 
filled with nothing 
but your words ricocheting in my brain       naked souls bared for the 
other to see all the pain and hurt  to fix it with soft whispers and 
gentle love 

iii. peak 
slowly halting  a final, golden moment before doubt of the descent 
sets in  i am not prepared for more heartache and pain  please 
do not hurt me again 
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iv. descent 
eyes squeezed shut as we fall from the top of the world      
i pray we don’t break our bones at the bottom    no safety 
net to catch our fragile bodies all risk no reward     i do 
not know if we will survive  i only feel myself falling 
falling falling are you even still beside me    no screams 
just silence as the force of gravity numbs us  god please 
save us 

v. ground level 
slowly settling on grass   dust floating away into the eter-
nal sky    soft puffs of breath near my ear announcing our 
life    slowly we stand and walk with the dust    hands en-
twining      love seeping into my cracked skin    wounds 
slowly healing    we bask in each other’s light    no other 
mortal to steal precious moments    tender love no one 
else shares   no witnesses to this love and passion only 
our eyes can perceive each other’s truth

“wowza”—Ty Jaeger




