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Hey there! Thanks for picking up our little magazine. This 
is the part where we tell you more about it, but we promise 
to be quick.

We started the City Quill out of a mutual love of writing, 
reading, and meeting cool people from different walks of 
life. Our goal is to act as a stepping-stone for new writers 
and to give them an initial platform for their creative voices 
to be heard. We hope to encourage budding authors by 
giving them the opportunity to see their works in print.

Oh, and a heads up—the following pages probably (defi-
nitely) contain some curse words and sexy stuff. The works 
presented in this magazine are little pieces of the people 
who wrote them, and it’s not our place to censor anyone.

We’d like to thank everyone who contributed to this issue, 
all the lovely people who had a hand in its production, and 
indeed, everyone who’s reading it now. Hope you enjoy.

From the Editors

Signed,

KT Babb, Chief Editor
Georgia Hertz, Poetry Editor
Taylor Johnson, Fiction Editor

Arianna Santos, Nonfiction Editor
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Dream in which my Feet Became a Wooden Arc: The 
Rain in Sobibor, 1943

Anne Adragna

October and it is too cold
for bare feet, your red balloon toes
could belong to a corpse, so numb
you wouldn’t know the difference. 

Thursday morning and the rain 
whistles between your ears
like trains, soaking through your skin,
stubborn as a headache, your bones
slippery like wet rocks.

Sunday afternoon and your legs 
are phantoms, folded like paper
against your chest, grass swimming
against your cheek while you watch
Frenzel’s boot swing back and forth,

colliding with your ribs, 
persistent as the rain, 
until water covers your ears
and your body,
finally,
is quiet. 
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Magnesium
Anne Adragna

When the world was on fire
we (eyes) were oceans,
saltless tears flowing green
as the Sea of Azov where my father
taught me to swim. 

Nazism sparked a fire.
I learned I was not the sea
but a boat, holding my breath
to avoid going under. 
I have come to know
there is a certain grace in buoyancy.

It was a dangerous energy,
tearing, consuming, insatiable.
It engulfed mountains
of books, disintegrating the pages
of All Quiet on the Western Front,
the top right corner of the cover
curling inward. They learned 
bodies burn faster than books. 
Contempt reflected in their flame-licked
irises, young Germans possessed
by a constant, relentless, compulsive
force, the kind too fiery to extinguish
until it consumes itself.

(My feet) the hull 
crumpled from a new heat,
flames radiating from my gut,
secretly, inwardly, gnawing,
heavy like an ocean,
until my feet were wet
and my lungs filled
with water (salt).
The salt worked its way to my hands, 
singing the calloused skin. My eyes 
closed; the edges of my skin curled
 inward as they peeled, the gauzy light
 filtering through this safe darkness,
 my world gray with water, like a moment
of mercy.
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Porch Light Salvation
Meagan Lucas

“Mason pushed me,” the little girl said, tucking a dark curl behind her ear.
 “Are you okay?” her mother asked, stirring the steaming pot and watching the 
minute hand sweep the face of the clock. Her toes tapped on the worn linoleum.
 “I scraped my knee... and I ripped my pants. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to.” She 
was staring at her hands.
 The mother tried not to show her annoyance. More demands on her limited re-
sources, the need to try to fix the pants, the inevitable need to ask him for money to buy 
new ones. She could feel his fingertips pressing into the tender flesh on the back of her 
arm as he asked why she needed more money. Ten years of running circles to keep him 
happy had worn her thin.
 “We’ll look at your knee in the tub. Please put away your crayons, wash your 
hands, and set the table.”
 The little girl carefully collected her crayons and carried her picture to the 
fridge.
 “Can you get me the crab magnet, Mama? It’s too high.”
 The mother leaned over the sink and peered out the window into the darkness 
that hid the driveway before going over to help. Seeing the crab holding another piece 
of crayon art, she rearranged the magnets to free the crab and placed it in her daughter’s 
tiny hand, her own shaking as she did. 
 “I always want the crab one, don’t I?” the little one said, dropping it on the 
floor, and stooping quickly to pick it back up and affix her picture to the fridge. Stepping 
back, she appraised her work and pushed her picture higher, knocking papers and 
magnets to the floor in her attempt. Scrambling to pick up the papers, her eyes wide and 
breathing erratic, she only made the mess larger.
 The crash pulled the mother’s attention from the twenty other things she was 
trying to do in preparation for his arrival. 
 “Emma, baby, you need to set the table.”
 “I’m sorry, Mama.” Tears welled in her large green eyes. 
 The mother dropped to her knees and gathered the scattered papers and the 
tiny girl into her arms. The mother could feel her pulse in her temple. She really didn’t 
need this right now. “ Set the table, now. He’ll be home soon.” 
 The girl skipped to the utensil drawer. Tucking the pile of fallen bills and past 
due notices away, her mother thought it was better to hide them anyway. She didn’t 
want to him remind him of their debt.
 The mother returned to the stove and added some more garlic powder, more 
salt and pepper. No matter what she did, he would hate it, but she had to try. Peering 
out the window again, snowflakes were starting to fall. A cold front moved in that after-
noon, making the drafty house colder than usual. 
 The stew was finished. The clock said ten after six. She’d made it with five 
minutes to spare. Finishing with a flourish Emma said “Tah dah!” smiling at her mother, 
gaps where her front teeth used to be.  Her eyes widened. “Oh no! I forgot to wash my 
hands!”
 “I won’t tell if you won’t. Go wash them now, and then get to the table to wait 
for Daddy.”    
 The mother heard the thump, thump of tiny heels trotting down the hall, 
followed by the sound of running water and Emma singing her ABC’s. Straightening the 
table setting, she looked out the window again. The night was black, the snow clouds 
blocking the moon. The porch light had been broken for days but he hadn’t taken the 
time to fix it. He liked that it trapped her inside. Up on this mountain, with no neighbors 
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and no streetlights. Dinner was ready, the table was set,  she’d open his beer when she 
saw headlights, but not before. 
 “What’s for dinner, Mama?” she asked, sitting down. Ankles crossed, hands in 
her lap, like always.
 “Beef stew, baby.”
 “With onions?”
 “Yes, of course with onions. Your Daddy likes ‘em,” the mother watched her 
small daughter’s mouth turn down. “I’ll try not to give you any. But you have to clean 
your plate.”
 “I know, Mama. There are children in Africa… I know.”
 The mother kept her eyes on the window and an ear on her daughter’s ani-
mated conversation about the class guinea pig.  She wiped the counter again. Minutes 
passed. The house was spotless. She was in her best house dress, not fancy enough that 
he would think she’d had company, but nice enough that he’d like what he saw. She’d 
done her hair, leaving it down how he preferred. She didn’t often wear it loose, having 
learned quickly that it hurt less when he yanked it if it was in a braid. 
 More minutes passed. She sat kiddy corner to Emma. It felt weird to be sitting, 
but he was late. Late meant one of two things, his supervisor held him back and he’d be 
pissed and charge in like a bull after a red cape. He would flail and rage, and she and 
Emma would need to stay out of the way. Or he was drinking with his friends, and he’d 
be happy and loud, but simmering just beneath the surface was a well of suspicion and 
cruelty. Drunk was scarier because they couldn’t run. Their avoidance made him meaner.    
 “I’m hungry, Mama.”
 The little girl’s words startled her awake. She hadn’t slept at all the night be-
fore and had fallen asleep at the table. Afraid, her eyes darted to the clock. He was over 
an hour late.
 “I’m so hungry.”
 The mother looked at the pot on the stove. There was no need for Emma to eat 
it if he wasn’t going to be there. He would ask her if Emma ate the stew for dinner too, 
and  screw it, she would look into his eyes and say yes.
 She grabbed a plate to make a cheese sandwich. She watched as the plate 
shook in her trembling hands and she knew he would know. He could always tell when 
she was lying to him. He would wonder why Emma hadn’t eaten the stew. He would 
ask why she was different, and why she got a special meal while he ate the slop. He 
would ask her if she thought he was a pig, and that was why she fed him the seconds. 
She imagined him throwing the scalding pot of stew at her, her head smashing against 
the floor.
 Looking at her daughter, she put the plate on the counter and collected the 
bread and cheese. She cut the sandwich into four tiny triangles. Emma squealed before 
she stuffed it in her face. 
 “Okay, baby, get your jammies on.” 
 “But it’s bath night.”
 “Not tonight, love. I can’t bathe you and wait for Daddy to come home.”
 “But my knee!”  
 “Go get a nightie on, I’ll get the first-aid kit and meet you in your bedroom.”
 She tidied the already spotless kitchen in case he came home while she was 
putting Emma to bed. The stew was simmering, she had a few minutes.
 She found Emma in her pajamas sitting on the edge of her bed. Her bare knee 
red and raw. 
 “Where are your pants?”
 Emma wouldn’t meet her eyes. She got up and looked in the back of the girl’s 
closet, where she often found things the little one didn’t want her to see. Tiny pink 
leggings with a ripped and bloodied knee were wadded on the floor. She cleaned and 
bandaged the girl’s leg, and then wrapped Emma in her arms. 
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 “What happened with Mason?”
 “We were playing tag and he pushed me onto the ground.”
 “On purpose? Did he apologize?”
 “He didn’t. He just called me a baby and ran away.”
 “Well, that’s silly. You’re not a baby.”
 “Addie says that he’s only mean to me because he likes me. That’s what boys 
do if they want to be your boyfriend.”
 She stroked the girl’s soft tendrils and remembered the day the doctor pulled 
the baby screaming from between her legs. The happiest day of her life. 
 “If people, boys included, like you, they don’t hurt you. They try to save you 
from pain. They’ll do anything to protect you.”
 “But Daddy hurts you sometimes.”
   The mother kissed the girl and pulled her closer before she could see the wet-
ness on her mother’s face.
 “Go to sleep, sweetheart. Remember if you hear yelling, stay in here,” she 
whispered, unable to fill her lungs.  
 “I know, but Mama, we need to say prayers!”
 She allowed the little girl to lead her in the Lord’s prayer with the addition of 
a couple of extra verses about stuffed animals and candy. Her nerves wound tighter with 
every minute that passed.
 “Mommy, you didn’t ask me what I’m supposed to do if I ever find you sleep-
ing and you won’t wake up?”
 “Oh, right...” the mother said, distracted, listening for his truck in the drive-
way.
 “I  remember it! I go to the phone and press 9-1-1 and tell them to come to 
35 Windy Way. That’s where we live. Then I go to the front window and watch for the 
lights.”
 “Smart girl! Just try to sleep, okay? I love you. I love you, so, so much.” 
 The daughter’s breathing became slow and even. Her mother longed to stay 
in that warm safe bed. But she knew what would happen if he found her there, and his 
dinner not on the table. She left the room, peering as long as she dared through the slit 
between the door and the jamb. Treasuring every moment of her daughter’s peace. This 
was it, he would be home soon.
 She quickly washed her face, checked again that the house was perfect, stirred 
the stew and waited. Shortly after midnight headlights shone through the window. 
He parked crooked across the driveway, almost losing the front tires in the ditch. He 
was drunk. She ran to close Emma’s bedroom door. Grabbing a beer from the fridge 
she opened it and braced herself.  Ten years of fear had turned her into a caged animal. 
Always waiting for the next blow, physical senses sharp for self-preservation. Emotions 
dulled for the same reason.
 It took a long time for the truck to turn off, and even longer to hear the driv-
er’s door shut.  She waited, breath rigid in her chest. The bottom porch step creaked with 
the pressure of his two hundred plus pounds,  and then a house-shaking boom filled the 
night before a profound silence rippled across. 
 She was wound so tight that it took more than a moment to realize what had 
happened.
 He’d slipped on the step in the dark. 
 The porch light!  
 Her head felt like a balloon whose knot had come loose. Her thoughts bounced 
and flapped all over, unable to stop, unable to rest, frantic, until finally they settled, 
spent and lifeless.
 He would be angry. 
 She waited in fear but nothing happened. One breathless minute turned into 
five. She couldn’t see out the window and didn’t dare open the door. 
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 Paralyzed in front of the door, she watched the thermometer dip lower. It was 
freezing out there. He was probably very hurt, but he could still hurt her. He might even 
be unconscious. This would somehow be all her fault. No one could survive the night 
outside in this weather. 
 She put her fingers on the doorknob, but then saw the hand shaped bruise 
around her wrist, and thought of the all of the others under her dress, of the cigarette 
burns on her inner thighs, and the bruise she found on Emma’s arm yesterday that was a 
perfect match for her own.  That angry purple mark on that tiny perfect arm screamed at 
her to stop. Wait. Listen. 
 Still nothing.
 The thermometer showed well below freezing. Plug in your truck weather. 
The snow fell faster, white drifts filling the mullions of the windows. She could save him 
if she wanted to. Did she want to? When was the last time she did something because 
she wanted to? She was a terrible person for even considering this. She could open the 
door and drag him inside. She could call the ambulance and keep him warm while they 
navigated the snowy roads. Her heart banged against the inside of her ribs. She fisted 
her shaking hands, she knew what she wanted. 
 His favorite remark was to tell her how lazy she was. Dinner was disgusting, 
the bathroom was dirty, his clothes were laundered, mended or pressed incorrectly, she 
was ugly or fat or frigid, all because she was lazy. Their daughter’s grades were bad not 
because she lived in fear, but because she was learning her mother’s laziness. Didn’t she 
know anything? Didn’t she have respect for herself? Didn’t she care that their house was 
a pig sty? Why was she so lazy? 
 Sinking to the floor, her back to the door, she told herself that her legs 
wouldn’t carry, but they could. She was good at lying to herself. This was her chance. A 
smile crept across her lips as she realized that this time, she would be lazy. 
 Hours passed with no noise but the sound of blood rushing in her ears. She 
expected to feel terrible, but each moment of snowy silence settled her. Coming to the 
realization that he wasn’t coming home, ever, the fear evaporated. She didn’t have to 
wait on eggshells. She was done. She could go to bed. Before she could sleep, she had to 
know. 
 She stood and opened the door. Peering out into the night, the light from the 
hallway shone past her, down the steps and onto his snow-covered face. A breath that 
she didn’t know she was holding burst through her lips. In bare feet, she stepped out 
into the snow. Creeping as near as she dared, she held her fingers in front of his mouth, 
feeling nothing, she pressed them to his neck. His skin was clammy and cold.  Dashing 
back into the house, she closed the door and caught herself on the wall. 
 This couldn’t be real. She was dreaming, she’d fallen asleep at the table again. 
She pinched herself on the bicep, hard. Nothing but pain. Looking out through the win-
dow in the door she could see fat flakes of snow reflecting in the light from the hall and 
nothing but black beyond. But he was out there, and he was dead. 
 Slowly, wobbling like a sailor aboard his first ship, she went back to the kitch-
en. She turned off the stove and the lights. She opened the drawer and threw the bills on 
the floor. She stood in front of the open fridge and drank a beer straight from the bottle. 
This was her kitchen now. Dizzy with relief, she stumbled to Emma’s room and crawled 
into bed, fully clothed. She shivered as she cuddled against her daughter, toes tingling, 
but her body light.
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In the days of rose rocks and cow skulls,
When two hours in the car was twenty,
We headed south through:
Chickasha
Anadarko
And the Burden of Verden.

Through a rusty gate and down a dusty road
There was a place where boys glimpsed God’s plan
In piles of deer pellets and cow paddies
And rubbed hands with history across a tongued-smooth salt lick
While the tallgrass whispered its song
Waving like wheat in the harmonic wind.

Earth met sky in a Sweet Gum tree overlooking a sloping yard
Where moles dug holes to hide from the cocklebur dog.
Life met death in the woodpile behind an old tractor
Where the barn cat buried her secrets in shallow mouse graves.
The barbed-wire blackboard, the red cliff desktop,
The land an open book, grandparents our teachers.

Model T mysteries behind the door to Grandpa’s shop
Cased in drops of morning dew on the web of a great green orb weaver
Who spun his thread with no less love than Grandma
Wove her quilts; the kind that would quell winter’s chill
For as many years as there were pins in her pincushion
Or years notched in pencil marks, feet and inches, on the wall.

Grandpa is there, cap perched high on his head, reclining in his favorite chair,
Next to the place where brothers held baby cousins for the first time.
Grandma is there, deftly dishing fried chicken onto a paper plate,
Next to the place where brothers ate stolen pie under the dining table at 
dawn.
We are all there, in that place
Where family met and ate and stayed and laughed
In those red dirt days.

Red Dirt Days 

W. Bryan Thompson
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Ripening
Ellen Butler

Browning blackberries, figs,
the scarlet-cracking of cherries, 
wet, sickly sweet.

Each relic of the season’s waning,
a slow release like the show
of light through afternoons 
flanking close infinities.

First, a thickening, rot, then
the torn cloaking 
casts its careful enclosure,
an intercession, now
beginning.

Aubade in Retrograde
Ellen Butler

Radio voices issue from a passing car 
saying something about miracles, maybe 
preaching, and for a moment the trafficked 
street seems to sustain the zealous drawl, 
and it’s gone. I think of the morning

when the sunlight draped itself across 
my body, folding in through the open window 
where the lingering moon hung slumped, 
a pearl-bone crescent purpled in the dawn and
heavy. I think of your lids and how they rose and

faltered under purple-creased petals 
of flesh until the blue blossom 
of an iris caught, and hauled up
its ancient hope like the sun 
was not a greater miracle.
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Privy

 This is the bathroom. Everyone always looks in the mirror first, right? I 
wouldn’t say I have jowls yet, although technically the jowling process has begun. For 
now maybe it’s just a small soft sagging. Which strikes me as frowny. How unfortunate. 
It can only get frownier from here, I suppose, even if I make a point of smiling more. 
Stretching, even in the right direction, will not reverse the sag. Any facial movement at 
this point contributes to a lack of elasticity, ironically. Thus, the Botox phenomenon. No 
wrinkles, no smiles, no worry lines. No way, I haven’t lived in California for twenty-five 
years.

 So yeah, the wrinkles.  I’ve never minded the crows’ feet; they’re fine. They 
can keep deepening all they want. I forget about the dimples unless someone says some-
thing, which they haven’t for some time. Which tells me something about how often I’m 
smiling.
 
 Never good to mess with the eyebrows. Luckily I grew up in the time of 
Brooke Shields, who came to prominence in Calvin Klein Jeans television ads in the 
’80s. She declared, lying on the floor with her best sultry teenage attitude that nothing 
came between her and her Calvins. And we all could see that no tweezers came near 
her eyebrows.  My older sisters had trimmed a bit too aggressively in the ’70s, and their 
eyebrows lost their ability to grow back in. So any inclination I might have had to tweeze 
away was stifled. I can drive my right eyebrow straight up just like Mr. Spock. I taught 
myself on the school bus. A few inches above it there’s a dent I got from climbing up the 
dresser as a toddler. This blends into the receding part of the grayest of the gray sections. 
But gray is fine, it’s fine.

 The retinol stuff, now that’s a dilemma. The milder gel does the trick but the 
big guns are to be found in prescription strength cream, which takes a little bit of the 
top layer of skin right off and if you’re not careful there’s New York Giants coach Tom 
Coughlin looking back at you after he’s had a long cold day of bad game. Google him, 
you’ll see. Poor guy.
 
 So the rest of the bathroom. I used to think there was a wood floor in here, 
and imagined us pulling up the blue linoleum to free it, refinishing it for a “marine” 
style bathroom. This was back when I still read shelter mags, as if I really was going to 
do some “Re-envisioning!” A few years went by before I mentioned my idea, and my 
husband said, “No, it’s probably just a plywood subfloor.” So we didn’t pry any of the 
linoleum up to investigate.

 There’s no compulsion to clean. For either of us. It’s almost a point of pride. 
Why bother. From time to time you need to unscrew the drain cover and get the glop of 
hair out, but that’s plenty. The shower curtain forced me to learn how to pronounce toile.  
I don’t change out the liners as much as others likely do, especially those still hoping to 
Re-envision! But I do wash them; I’ve even washed the curtain itself a handful of times. 
And not every week, but I wash the towels fairly regularly. But you know we’re really 
good about doing the initial drape over the shower rod to dry them out more fully be-
fore moving them to the hooks, where the damp folds hold the smell. Not that we smell. 
I mean we do bathe, obviously, or the towels wouldn’t get wet. Of course.
 
 Who were we kidding with the ripping out of the tub and the installation of 

Mary Molloy Beaulieu
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the walk-in shower? Did we really think we’d do that? Young optimists. Nobody cares 
anymore. Nobody has the energy to dream about it, let alone get some tools out and 
make trips to the hardware store and then do it.
 
 Under the sink is some lost hope. Maybe I’ll use that eyeliner someday, not 
sure when mascara goes bad. That pomade stuff doesn’t work now that there are so 
many grays, it just muddies things up. His hair clippers, initially bought for the dog, 
which should be funnier but isn’t. In any case, it’s always bagged up nicely, floating on 
the wreckage of I might still do that.

Crown of Holly 

Dylan Gilbert
My life stacking stones on a hill; interrupted by a feather falling further 
from the belly of a cardinal. 

A small swarm of bees, three or four helping each other, place a crown of holly on my head. 

My body lifts upwards towards something; I think I know what to do. 
In the soil where I offered my honey, a blackberry patch grew. 
Sprawling forever, sprawling.

A small swarm of bees, three or four helping each other, place a crown of holly on my head. 

Then a forest rose all around me, I thought it couldn’t be true.  
Spiraling streamers before me: every color and hue.  

Sprawling forever, sprawling. Sprawling forever, sprawling.
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Mona Lisa and A Dorian Gray Area 
Bones Hamilton

I thought we made a pact but it turns out we just got packed. 
We filled our bags to travel with sexual frustration and a t-shirt or two and carried the 
weight of a
dozen bricks in our hands. 
We learned the art of masonry to build an ideal home but ended up leaving behind two 
separate walls.
We stroked each other’s insecurities and fucked each other’s hearts to fill all the holes for a 
moment

Maybe I stared at the sun too long
Maybe my eyes burned out and my expression turned blank

A faceless name with a broken phone and two nickels in my pocket

Maybe we were just pouring water on winter roads and using the salt for our wounds 
instead
Maybe we were cutting off the lights but the switches were on our arms
Maybe I didn’t ask much but gave in excess to compensate
Either way, at this point, “maybe” just seems like an attempt to rationalize “what ifs”

We were blurry and we were sated
We were the orchestrators of a silent choir
We were suicide pilots looking for a soft landing
We were the artists of a painting that I don’t think even we could find meaning      behind

But it was something to look at and wonder where the emotion is or what’s going on 
behind empty
eyes

Mona Lisa you’ve really done a number on me
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Brown
Kaleb Eisele

Brown is death and brown is life.

Earth and dirt, my father’s skin in the summer
Brown is pebbles and burlap, wood and stain, rust
Boots and bread, all the cereals I’m allowed to eat
Brown is bark, wood, dust
A child’s play

And cows and dogs and the best kind of sugar
Coffee when it’s just right
The mark of hard work
The foundation for life, signal of death-
Brown remains.

Brown is safety, lifeless safety
A simple protector of seeds
The color of my hair and her hair and his hair and our hair
The eyes of nations.
Brown is strength without rage
Brown is diligence without praise
Brown cannot win or lose or lie
Look to the past- it’s brown!
Look to the future- also brown!
The anchor that holds down the world.
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 Rain is falling in New York City. Rain has been falling for so many days, no 
one can remember how the sun feels. It started romantically, as rain in New York City 
will do, giving no indication of how long it planned to stay. Several downpours and sev-
eral weeks later, the romance gone, New Yorkers grow weary of releasing their umbrellas 
to unkind skies. 
 Halpert Perry sees rain and blurry faces from behind the protective windshield 
of his yellow New York taxicab. Hal grips the worn, leather steering wheel. His rough 
hands find their places at three and nine, in depressions deepening every day. He fiddles 
with the radio, switching the stations in search of sad songs with forgotten lyrics. He 
forgets most songs, but never stops searching, forgets most faces, too, but never stops 
looking. 
 “It’s my duty as a taxicab driver,” Hal will sometimes say, “to never stop look-
ing for people.” 
 In the rain, he doesn’t need to look far. People run to him, desperate for the 
protection of a faithful yellow taxicab. At a standstill, Hal watches a girl almost lose her 
umbrella to the wind. She clings to it like water in a drought until the gust passes like a 
receding wave on its way back to sea. Her headphones falling from her ears, face drip-
ping defeat, she runs to Hal’s taxicab. 
 “Good afternoon, young lady. How are you?”
 His voice is deep and powerful. It fills rooms, fills people, even. Hal has the 
kind of voice that sounds like it tastes of thick honey, slow and deliberate, dripping, 
dripping, dripping. 
 “Fine,” the girl says. She does not ask how Hal is doing. 
 “Where can I take you today?” 
 “East Village,” she replies, eyes buried in her phone. 
 Hal waits a few minutes before asking his next question. The girl stares out the 
window, still and quiet, contemplating something important, or not. Hal waits for this 
perfect moment many times in a day. For a moment in the backseat of his taxicab, a busy 
New Yorker looks from behind the glass window into the world passing by. In stillness, 
there is clarity. There is vulnerability. There are not many times where one sits still like 
this, reflecting. It’s like smoking a cigarette with only the stars for company. Sitting still 
in the back of a taxicab, suspended between here and there, time is frozen. There is only 
the present. And for someone living in New York, the present is an enigmatic illusion 
seen only in muddy skyscraper reflections lining concrete sidewalks. 
 Hal spots the moment, and he asks the girl in his voice dripping with honey, 
“Are you happy today, young lady?”   
 “Excuse me?” she says.  
 “Are you happy?” 
 The girl meets his eyes in the rearview mirror. She does not look away, not at 
first, then turns her head back to the window. Hal wonders if she will respond. Some-
times, they do not. 
 “I guess so,” the girl starts. “Pretty stressed. That’s nothing new.” 
 She laughs, but not in a warm way. She knows nothing is funny. Hal nods his 
head. 
 “If only we could be rich in time,” he offers. 
 The girl laughs again. 
 “You, my dear, have the weight of the world on your shoulders,” he says. 
 He pulls to a curb in the East Village. The girl pays, thanks him, and leaves. 
Hal watches her put her headphones in, fidget with her umbrella and walk toward an 

Are You Happy? 
Kate Power
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apartment building, the weight of the world sitting on her fragile shoulders. 
 The next passenger sits up front with Hal. He likes this—it makes him feel 
human. 
 “How are you?” Hal asks.
 The man has wiry gray hair sticking out in all directions from his head. His 
hands move in his lap like he’s wringing out a washcloth. There are two gaps where his 
two front teeth should be. His shaking legs move the whole taxi. 
 “Good good good,” the man sputters, like a broken record. “Things are good. 
Real good. Can’t complain.” 
 He isn’t as old as the stories told by the craters on his face. The man has no 
belongings. His jeans are worn, his jacket much too thin to offer protection from the cold 
rain. He has no umbrella.
 “Where are you going today, sir? Somewhere dry, I hope.” 
 “Errr...can you just...can you just drive around for a bit? Just drive me around a 
bit, man, if you could.” 
 He shakes. 
 “Sure, man. Sure.” 
 Hal drives through the city, his yellow taxicab lost in a sea of other yellow 
taxicabs carrying other people other places. Eyes on the road, eyes all around, he watches 
people bleeding out of buildings touching the sky. Underneath umbrellas they all look 
the same, heads down, feet forward, place to place to place. Hal looks at his passenger. 
The man’s arms are wrapped around his frail torso like a hug he’s never had. Or a hug 
he lost. He’s looking out the window and Hal knows it’s time.
 “Are you happy today?” 
 The man’s shaking legs pick up their speed. Hal thinks he might jump out 
of the moving taxi. His hands are moving so quickly he loses control of one and like a 
spring, it shoots up to smack the man in his own face. He doesn’t say anything. Hal pulls 
the taxicab to a stop in front of Giano, an Italian place he once had dinner. He remembers 
having the gnocchi. He doesn’t remember who he ate with that night. Another lost face. 
Distracted briefly by this blur of a memory, he then remembers the man. Diamond tears 
are falling from his bloodshot eyes, moistening the now shining craters in his cheeks. 
His wringing hands play a broken guitar. Hal watches silently as the man runs from the 
taxicab like it is on fire, not bothering to ask for money in return for his driving. The rain 
pounds the man while he runs away, wringing, wringing, wringing. 
 Hal positions his hands at three and nine and he drives away, leaving the man 
and leaving the restaurant where he ate with someone whose face he can’t remember. 
 A tall woman with two teenage children waves from the sidewalk. Seeing 
them and cutting across traffic, igniting an orchestra of honks, Hal maneuvers to the curb 
in front of the family. The teenagers wear cheap ponchos from a corner store, the kind 
of ponchos people are forced to purchase when they leave town without their raincoats. 
Clear ponchos that Hal sees through to wet clothing clinging to wet skin and matted hair. 
There is a boy and a girl. The boy looks younger than the girl, maybe twelve or thirteen. 
The girl appears to be on the cusp of adulthood. Hal guesses sixteen. Their mother is cap-
tivating. Her green eyes glisten even through the rain streaked window. She looks alive 
and exhausted at the same time, protected by a long, dark green raincoat. Her children 
push past her to get into the taxi first. 
 “Hey kids,” Hal greets them.
 The woman follows after them, sliding gracefully in next to her son, who is 
ripping his poncho off. 
 “Jack,” the woman starts, “we’re about to get right back in this rain. Keep your 
damn poncho on.”
 “It’s sticking to my skin,” the boy protests, pulling the poncho over his head 
in one final and complete motion, sending a bony elbow into his sister’s side. She says 
nothing but radiates anger as she forces her body closer into the door, farther from the 
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boy. The woman closes her own door to the rain. 
 Hal looks at the three of them in his mirror, their eyes on everything but each 
other. 
 “Where can I take y’all?” Hal asks, meeting gazes with the woman for the first 
time. 
 “The Empire State Building,” she says. 
 There is a firmness to the way she says it. Her children groan in unison, filling 
the taxi with palpable irritation. Hal feels the tension; they have been arguing about this, 
he guesses. The children don’t want to go. 
 “We’re going,” the woman says, as if she heard Hal’s thoughts. “We planned 
this trip. We planned to go to the Empire State Building. We’re going to the goddamn 
Empire State Building.” 
 Hal notices a meanness in her he didn’t see before.
 The children sit silently now. It’s quiet enough in the taxi Hal can hear every-
one breathing. He thinks he hears his heart beating, but it is only the rain falling. The 
drops look bigger now. Hal waits for one of them to break the silence, but when no one 
does, he speaks. 
 “Where are y’all visiting from?”
 “North Carolina,” says the woman, “right off the coast.”
 “What part of right off the coast?” Hal asks. “North Carolina’s got a lot of 
coast.”
 “The Outer Banks,” the boy chimes in. “You probably haven’t been there.” 
 Hal laughs. 
 “Can’t say I have,” he says. “Can’t say I have, but I know a thing or two. I 
know about Orville and Wilbur, know they flew the first plane down there. Ain’t that 
right?”
 Hal is from Tallahassee, Florida. He moved to New York when he was 22. That 
was 35 years ago. He learned about the Wright Brothers in a fifth grade history class. 
 “I go to high school right across from the Wright Brother’s Memorial,” the boy 
says.
Hal sees a little bit of light come to his eyes and notices both the boy and his sister have 
striking blue eyes, bright like their mother’s green. He thinks their father must have blue 
eyes.
 “Is that right? And how do you like it?”
 “I hate it,” says the boy. “I fucking hate school.”
 “What the fuck is wrong with you?” his sister shrieks. 
 The shrillness of her voice sends chills down Hal’s spine. The woman buries 
her face in her hands. Her nails are too long, acrylics painted a disconcerting shade of 
red. When Hal looks back through the mirror, he sees tears running down the woman’s 
blushing cheeks; her eyes are emerald pools. 
 “I’m so sorry,” she says.
 “Don’t apologize for me,” snaps the boy.
 They ride in silence to the Empire State Building. Hal does not ask if they are 
happy. He sees his answers on each of their faces. The girl is embarrassed, ashamed. The 
boy, lost, misguided. And their mother, beautiful and cold. He wonders where the father 
is, why he isn’t climbing the Empire State Building with his children in the rain.
 Hal watches the family walk away. There is no line today to climb the build-
ing. The rain will look beautiful from above the clouds, blanketing the city in shades 
of gray. Hal wishes he could help them, the woman, the boy, the girl, but he knows he 
can’t, so he drives away, leaving them to climb toward somewhere better than here. 
 Hal is exhausted. The rain isn’t letting up and the first signs of nighttime 
are emerging from their day’s rest. Weary and defeated, Hal plans to go home to his 
one-bedroom apartment, empty save a bed, one table, a writer’s desk, two chairs and 
a rug he found at a flea market in Chinatown. Hal lives alone in Queens. A faithful 
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tenant—he hasn’t lived anywhere else in sixteen years. He doesn’t know why people 
need so many places and things.
 But he can’t make it home without stopping to rescue another traveler. A man 
dressed in all black, carrying a sopping wet portfolio, singing and skipping through the 
traffic, is trying every taxi door. Hal sticks his huge head out the window and yells to the 
man. 
 “You can ride with me,” he projects through the rain. 
 The man runs toward him and climbs quickly into the front seat, taking off his 
hat and soaking the interior of Hal’s taxicab. He wears no raincoat, has no umbrella, just 
his portfolio. A sopping wet portfolio bursting with pages and pages of soggy artwork. 
The colors run onto the man’s lap in vivid streams - green - yellow - blue - an explosion 
of violent colors, colliding and sliding, wet paint turning the man’s hands into mas-
terpieces, his black pants a canvas of red yellow orange, reminding Hal of a California 
forest fire. But the man is smiling a big smile. 
 “Take me to Queens,” he says. “I’m in love.”
 “Happy to hear it. Who’s the lucky girl?”
 “Esmerellllllda,” the man coos. “Not sure how lucky she is, but I sure am 
making out well with this one. I tell ya.” 
 “How long has it been?”
 “Met her this morning.” 
 “You already know?”
 “Oh yeah, man. When you know, you know.”
 “They say never trust a man in love.”
 “Who’s they?”
 “Who knows?”
 The man is looking out the window now, touching scarred hands to his cheek, 
spreading color along his jawline. 
 “Are you happy?” Hal asks, almost to Queens. 
 “Am I happy? Hell yes I’m happy. Look at me! I’m a walking masterpiece. 
Color is dripping down my chin. Hey, can you drop me off right up here?”
 The taxi slows. The man grabs his portfolio, tips his hat on. 
 “Are you happy, man?” he asks Hal before slamming the door. 
 The question hurts Hal’s chest. He turns off the taxi, unable to breathe for a 
few moments under the crushing weight of his own self. Thirty-three years ago there 
was a barbershop and a small market in the adjacent strip where he is stopped. Both are 
gone now. 
 Thirty-three years ago. Hal had been in the city for two years, trying to make 
ends meet as a performer. No one wanted to hire a black man on Broadway. He had two 
choices—go home or find work. He became a taxicab driver, woke up to his miserable 
life every day and shuffled other miserable New Yorkers around a city teeming with 
beauty and pain. Cities can do that, be so beautiful that the people don’t look as broken. 
He didn’t talk to his passengers, if he could help it. He didn’t care. He was twenty-five, 
driving a yellow taxicab around a city he wanted to sing to. 

 It is thirty-three years ago. Hal picks up a boy, maybe eighteen, maybe nine-
teen, wearing jeans and a white t-shirt. The boy has dirty blonde hair, soft brown eyes, a 

voice that feels like home. 
 “Are you happy?” he asks Hal.
 Before Hal can formulate some cynical reply, something such as, “Do I look 
happy to you?” or, “Is this what happy people do? Drive yellow taxicabs?” the boy 
removes a small, metal handgun from his front pocket. He looks into Hal’s eyes. His skin 
is the color of blushing youth on oceanfront boardwalks. He puts the gun into his mouth 
and he shoots himself, leaving Hal in his yellow taxicab, covered in the young boy with 
blushing skin and a voice that feels like home. 
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 The strangest thing is, in his last few seconds, the boy looks happy.

What I’ve Been Thinking In The Shower 
Haley Moglia

Dad, I’ve been thinking,
As I stand here
Watching each crystal –
Clear pellet smack down
On my bruises.

Your arm, 
Is it splattered with
92 blue and black splotches?
Like those paintings
Mom used to do,
Before she left me here, 
To be your canvas instead?

And your back,
Does it mirror a t-shirt
Dyed purple like mine?
That pinky of yours,
How did you smash it?

Rocky, Joe Louis, Ali
They could have hands like you.
Each could be mangled or

Wrapped up like
Mom’s arm used to be.
They punch for a living,
Get paid for each hit.

As the steam fogs up farther,
I’m thinking.
Why do you have hands like 
you?

Your right hand,
Like an apple left out for 
days.
Like the ones wasted
The fall before last.
Remember them sitting up
On the sill?

One more water droplet
Hits one more bruise
I wonder, 
Your hands and my bruises,
Why do they fit?
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I’ve Learned Without Asking
Haley Moglia

I’ve learned about stream of consciousness.
How thoughts flood
Without ceasing.
Like cars crash
Without asking.

I’ve learned about your woes,
I’ve learned to hold them in
This sponge by the sink.
Tried to release them,
Like you would,
 A tightly clasped bra.

I’ve learned shh shh, fine lady
Too many times.
I’ve learned keep them in and wear your 
pearls.

I’ve learned I Am a Rock from Papa.
Leave the house,
Not without your armor.

I’ve learned from her that rocks erode.
I’ve learned this:
Build a window in your heart.
I’ve learned to let eyes peer in
And palms reach over.

I’ve learned to give you
Lace brassieres and
Smog-ridden buildings.
I’ve learned cities and balls,
I’ve learned jazz from old Gatsby.

I’ve learned about a boy
With dough-colored hair -
That pouting tobacco.
I’ve learned to decline
His yellow petals
With big brown eye-like centers.
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Together
Michael J. Hetzler

For S.

I want to swim the night in your irises
I want to lock you away in a place you love and never let you out
I want you to let me let you know the way you are is perfect

And in between words, sandwiched in silence, you nibble my ear, say
“How did we find this light?”
In cowardice, my reply: “You tell me.” 

Souvenirs 
Lindsay Dike

 “Okay, Lauren, I'm just going to keep driving, tell me when I should turn.”
 “Um, make a left here.”
 “Okay! I'm making a left…”

 I would watch her face in the rearview mirror as she made the turn, pretend-
ing to be as serious as possible.

 “Okay, what next? Lindsay?” It was my turn now.
 “Maaaaake… a right on… Taylor Lane?”
 “Okay, I'm going to make a right!” she nodded once with enthusiasm.

 My sister and I really weren't sure if we were right until our car slowly ap-
proached the street on which we lived. Once I saw our neighbors 's white house on the 
corner of the street, I knew we were one left turn away from home.

 "I think this is it…”
 "Yeah, this is it! This is it! Turn here!" we chirped from the back seat.

 This was a game my mother would play with my sister and me sometimes 
when she picked us up from elementary school. She'd ask us to tell her how to get home. 
We lived in a development that was about a mile long with many side streets and as a 
child, I often felt like everything in the world was too complicated for me. Seeing that 
I actually knew things that mattered—like how to direct someone to where we lived—
made me feel like I mattered too. Like I was real. It was a flicker of empowerment and 
victory to know that I could answer one question: “Where do we live?”
 My mother was a grade school teacher with a remarkable ability to make 
learning fun. I remember being in her classroom for Bring Your Daughter to Work 
Day. At the time, she was teaching first grade students and I marveled at the way she 
charmed her class. She made her students laugh, made their eyes grow wide. They 
would thrust their tiny hands up in the air, so eager to answer her questions and be 
involved in the lesson of the day. She gave her students awards and got them out of their 
seats. There were never any dull moments.
 Initially it appeared counterintuitive, but she often singled her students out. 
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There was one particular award she gave that required the recipient to parade around 
the classroom wearing a cape over her shoulders as she loudly clapped and sang the 
melody to the “Rocky” theme song. It was embarrassing, ridiculous, adorable and hilari-
ous.
 It was also beautiful to see how everyone in the class came together to cele-
brate a fellow student. Every one of them joined in on the clapping and singing. One 
student’s moment became a moment for them all. As I watched her and the students in 
action, I had the chance to relive the enchantment through her students’ eyes. Relive that 
feeling of being unable to get enough of someone, or something. It was magic.
 At home, as we all sat at the table for dinner, she would tell stories about 
funny things her students had said or done. Sometimes she would talk about students 
whose behavior made her feel concerned or upset. None of us really minded that she 
was basically just thinking aloud.  She would twirl one of the curls in her hair and stare 
at something no one else could see. I knew where her mind was. She loved being a 
teacher so much. I discovered, through that faraway look in her eyes, that my mother’s 
world was much bigger than this family. That she was more than just my Mom. There 
was always this small, unintentional part of me that was intrigued by how she could 
have her own happiness while being totally, hopelessly responsible for mine. I admired 
her, really.
 But I lacked the ability to express that admiration. As it turned out, I was actu-
ally a miserable teenager. Not every moment of the day, but mostly. I didn’t like myself. I 
was at least six inches taller than everyone I went to school with. My face was covered in 
aggressive acne and I distinctly remember not being able to look at myself in the mirror 
for too long, or at pictures for that matter.
It wasn’t just my appearance that bothered me. I often felt alone and disappointed by the 
world. For whatever reason, I took these feelings out exclusively on my mother. 
 I successfully managed a distant relationship with my father and brother. My 
father often worked long hours, and my brother was usually busy with extracurricular 
school activities before he eventually went away to college. My sister, who was my 
fraternal twin and the best friend I had, never seemed to bother me. She had a busy, 
practical mind. She never made me feel bad for being a stranger person than she was. 
Maybe she simply had bigger fish to fry. She was also delightfully wild and entertaining. 
She would spontaneously break out into song and dance and had an infectious laughter 
that instantly threw me off my own track. I enjoyed the distraction.
 As for my mother, it seemed as though all she had to do was be in the same 
room as me to ignite my irritability. Every question she asked me was this enormous 
tax on my soul. I just wanted her to leave me alone. She would always ask me what 
was wrong, say nice things to me, and tell me she loved me. Everything felt like a weird 
sensation that I needed to shake away. Maybe I just couldn’t accept the love she had for 
me, as if it were too strong. Maybe I couldn’t accept that I was worthy of it. 
 It was so long ago that I don’t remember all the details. But I remember the 
feeling of being trapped in my own ugliness, both internal and external. I don’ t think I 
ever spoke the words “I hate you” to her, but unfortunately I expressed them all too well 
through my actions and inactions, through both the things I said and the things I didn’t 
say. 
 After my grandmother died, I saw my mother suddenly start to cry over the 
kitchen sink as she washed dishes. My sister and I were both sitting at the table. Lauren 
walked over to her, held her shoulders and said, “It’s okay, Mom.” I stayed there in my 
seat, frozen. I was looking into a snow globe. How I wish I had been able to comfort her 
in that moment. 
 Thankfully, the passing of time makes things better in this miraculous way. 
Going away to college was life altering. I felt free, excited by the chance to reinvent 
myself. Nobody really knew or particularly cared about my past. There were too many 
things going on. Cute boys not only saw me, but thought I was cute as well. I met girls 
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from all over the country who were just so different from me; it was fascinating.  It was 
like being in some sort of museum. I lost myself in the best way possible. 
 Throughout college and the years that followed, my mother and I gradually 
became friends. We shared our feelings with each other, enjoyed one another’s sense of 
humor, and I finally learned how to respect her.  She gave me advice when I asked for 
it, but patiently listened without judgment when she knew that was all I was seeking. 
There were still moments when things were imperfect. I still got filled with rage every 
time I called her and she couldn’t quite figure out how to speak into her cell phone, but 
I learned to manage those feelings and move on. I don’ t think I ever got that warm and 
fuzzy fondness back that I had for as a child. There was a distance between us. But it was 
close enough. 
 When I was 28 years old, my mother was diagnosed with breast cancer.  It was 
only through retrospect that I realized how much I was in denial of the seriousness of the 
situation. I thought she would go through chemotherapy, have a few doctors’ appoint-
ments, and then everything would go back to normal.
 It never went back to normal. From the time she was diagnosed, she survived 
for 14 more months, and then passed away. She spent the last days of her life in a hospice 
room. So many strange things happened during that time. I couldn’t stop holding her 
hand. I loved her so much I could have devoured her during those days. As she was dy-
ing, her face changed. I couldn’t stop noticing how beautiful she was. She looked like she 
was turning into an angel. I watched my father, the toughest man I ever knew, crumble 
into pieces like a small, weeping child. I kept telling him to sit down when he paced the 
floor with his hands over his head, whining, “Oh, Valerie!” 
One night he, my sister, my brother and I slept in her hospice room with her. We curled 
up in chairs and wondered which breath would be her last. That night I was in so much 
emotional pain that I begged God to make it stop. The next day, in the evening, it did.
 Now that I am a 31-year-old, motherless daughter, I often can’t believe I ever 
had a mother. I can’t believe I was so nauseatingly lucky.  All those years I pushed her 
love away, all those times I let her phone call go to voicemail because I just didn’t feel 
like talking. To just have that. A mother. Who made me. Who loved me because I was a 
part of her. 
 She loved so many people. She had three children, a husband, and dozens of 
friends and relatives. I knew I was special to her, but not the only special one. She, how-
ever, was categorically special in my life. The only mother I will ever have. 
 Last year, on the days leading up to Mother’s Day, I was overcome with grief.  
It was the second Mother’s Day since she passed. I think the year before I was still in 
shock of her death. But last year, on the night before Mother’s Day I had this incredible 
dream. I was in a huge train station filled with people. It could have been Grand Central 
Station in New York City. Off in the distance, I saw my mother; her back turned to 
me. Her hands were casually tucked in the pockets of a tan trench coat, the same one I 
remember she constantly wore when I was a child. Her hair was a dark curly brown, the 
way it was before her chemotherapy. I called out to her and ran towards her as fast as I 
could. I was frantic. As if she might go away if I didn’t get there fast enough. 
 She turned around and smiled at me. It was this peaceful smile, as if she had 
been waiting for me to arrive. “Lindsay,” she said. I ran into her arms and hugged her. 
I felt her arms wrap around my back. When I let go, we said some things to each other. 
Nothing important, we just said things. I can’t remember what we said.
But that was the first dream where I ever touched my mother. I woke up in tears, but 
happy tears. We finally got that “warm and fuzzy” back.
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Working Outdoors 
Luke R. Roney

 Carl trudged up the hill, cursing under his breath each time his work boots 
slipped on the still-moist, ankle-high grass that covered the hillside. The heat of the sun 
intensified as morning turned to noon, and Carl was beginning to sweat. He pushed up 
the sleeves of his khaki work shirt and slicked back his sweaty, gray hair with his hand. 
 At the top of the hill, Carl walked over to a tree. He slowly lowered himself to 
the soft grass and let out a long sigh, leaned his back against the tree. Carl sat against the 
tree for a while with his eyes closed, rubbing his right shoulder and growing drowsy as 
he listened to the steady sound of traffic on the highway in the distance. 
 He was startled out of his half-sleep by a kick to his boot. Carl opened his eyes 
and saw Talbot standing above him holding a water jug.
 “Need some water, Carl,” Talbot asked. 
 Carl reached up and accepted the jug from Talbot. While Carl guzzled the 
water, Talbot sat down next to him against the tree. Carl passed the jug back.
 “Thanks for the drink,” he said, “It’s getting damn hot, and this grass is a bitch 
to work in.”
 “Ah, it’s not all that hot” Talbot said, “And I enjoy the outdoors. Most people 
are cooped up in office buildings all day.” Talbot took a sip from the water jug. “If a man 
has to work, he may as well be happy to work out in nature — look at those wildflow-
ers.” 
 Talbot pointed to a cluster of red flowers growing up from the grass. 
 “And,” he added, “we’re really doing important work. We’re helping the com-
munity.”  
 “A man has to work,” Carl said thoughtfully to the air. 
 He grabbed a pack of cigarettes from his shirt pocket; he pulled a smoke from 
the pack and lit it. 
 “Yes,” he said, “I think you’re right. It’s not so bad. I’m just tired, I guess.” 
Carl drew on his cigarette. “I haven’t been sleeping well. And just look at the size of that 
ditch.” Carl pointed down the hill to their worksite. “We dug it, and now we have to fill 
the whole thing today, you know.  And we’re not even a quarter of the way there. Where 
do they all come from?”
 “We can fill it,” Talbot said.
 “Yeah, we will, alright. But I tell you, my shoulder is already sore as any-
thing,” Carl said.
 “That’s why we’re taking a break,” Talbot said, “Just relax a minute. Take an 
aspirin.”
 “You’re right, I’ll work through it … Can’t let a sore shoulder get in the way 
of food for the table and a dress for the wife, not to mention my boy’s tuition. He’s an 
honor student down at Freedom University.” Carl smiled at the thought of his son. “I’m 
sure proud of that boy,” he said.
 “Now that’s a good attitude,” Talbot said. “Just remember you’re working for 
the good of your family.”
 “Yeah,” Carl said, sounding a little proud. “I do it all for them. I started with 
the Civil Service when Lorna got pregnant with my boy and I needed to find some, what 
she called, honest work. Before that I played in a band. 
 “Back when I started with the service I just drove a truck to all the government 
parks and emptied the trash cans. That was a lot easier than this … most of the time I 
was sitting down, driving. Now I’m on my old feet all day.”
 Talbot scoffed.
 “Driving around and emptying trash cans may have been easy, but our work 
here is more important. We should be proud of that,” he said.
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 “I’m proud of my service,” Carl said, “Just tired, I guess.” Carl took the final 
drag from his cigarette, snubbed it out on an exposed root of the tree and tossed it into 
the grass a few feet away. Talbot seemed suddenly annoyed.
 “Carl, please, don’t do that,” he said. “We don’t want to dirty up the nature we 
have left with cigarette butts.” Talbot walked over and picked up the butt and put it in 
the pocket of his khaki pants. Then he stood there for a few moments, looking at Carl.
 “Yeah,” Carl said finally, “time to get back to it.” Carl struggled up from his 
sitting position. “Back to work,” he said in a sigh.
 Carl and Talbot walked down the hillside to the long, deep ditch that was their 
worksite. Carl took his regular position at the far end of the ditch. And Talbot walked 
down to the long truck and trailer that was parked on the gravel road at the head of the 
ditch. 
 When Talbot reached the trailer he waved at Carl. Carl waved back and shout-
ed, “Alright, let’s get it filled and let’s get home.” 
 Talbot unlocked the tail door of the trailer and let it roll up. Carl could see 
them in the trailer. When the door had rolled up they all tried to press deeper into the 
trailer. They always tried to get deeper into the trailer. But they were always packed so 
tight that they couldn’t get very deep. 
 Talbot jumped into the trailer with his club and cracked a few of them. Finally, 
they began to come out, walking clumsily because of the plastic hobbles around their 
ankles. They walked toward Carl, and he gestured that they were to line up abreast of 
each other on the edge of the ditch with their backs to him. About 30 of them were lined 
up on the edge of the ditch. Carl waved to Talbot. Talbot rolled down the trailer door and 
locked it. 
 Carl picked up the rifle that was in the grass at his feet. He slid open the bolt, 
letting a bullet rise into the chamber. He looked at the thing in front of him. This one was 
female with matted hair down to the waist. 
 All this trash, he thought, a bit angry. He grimaced a little when he pressed the 
butt of the rifle against his sore shoulder. But then he thought of his faithful wife and his 
scholar son. 
 Talbot was right. This was important. 
 Carl took aim at her back and tugged the trigger. She fell right into the ditch 
on top of the others. Carl heard Talbot ’s shot at the other end of the ditch. Carl rubbed 
his shoulder and slicked back his hair with his hand. Then he moved on and continued 
his honest work. 

i.
in her name
I lost my own. calling, always calling out
I learned to lay my head before the throne:
bowed before the bower of the hugeness of what is
the nest of all that births, takes flight,
stretches spread wings. dreams big.
every day i awe in what it took to make me. 
all sinew and pulse and hot breath glee. 
no lock no key 
no on/off switch 

untitled (in her name)
Samuel Julius Barnes
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no, none of that at all. 
I watched my brand new neighbor stand. wobble. fall.
the magic is in the getting up. every time again.
and there’s nothing to distract me from the witness’ will to win
as every whim is felt.

ii.
in her name
I moan soft whispers, little songs
in the vespers of a wintry dawn
that come from whence I cannot fathom,
words that emerge from a depth without name.
Though I would pay a handsome ransom to tap that
lovers’ mine, in truth I just respond in kind, time after time.
every sweet night’s alike:
special in its preference 
(gentle, rough; cooing, gruff)
circumstance
(though rarely am I drunk on anything but her)
each new time I toast to utter reverence
and to the mystery and swell inside her eyes.
they glisten.

iii.
in her name, yet again,
I arrive. out of forests and dales
over sandspit glaring canyons with red gold dust between my toes
aching towards the ocean from whence all earthy things emerged
my travels are instinctive. like bees i’m buzzing towards the nectar
tasting sweeter flowers every spring
learning to stand up straight, to rap, to sing
to play the mrdunga under a howling fool moon
with friends looking like angels and laughing like loons
all loping towards the surf and diving in blushed.
Too purposed to amble and too present to rush,
we come home again each day
and see that the even stars
big as they claim they are
are never here to stay.
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Wave Disturbances in the Vomitorium 
Joshua Tree

Wave disturbances in the vomitorium,
These homoecstatic vibratory interruptions,
Excited Ben but oh so in a bad way.
Flooding gamma rays gush into flesh,
Like lead bullets penetrating Styrofoam,
Causing massive die offs,
In a beleaguered biotrap.

Every fifteen thousand years or thereabouts,
Earth passes through a rough spot,
A bad intergalactic neighborhood,
Cluttered with cosmic trash.
Trust me on this.

Flash bang big broad infrared saturation,
Triggers spikes of mutations,
In the human genome.
Not uniformly.
Depends on where the death rays strike.
Greater still is the enormous spike,
In the subtle machinations of the human spirit.

Every fifteen thousand years or thereabouts,
Earth passes through a rough spot.
When she emerges from the toxic clouds,
The entire institutional memory of the human race . . .
All but forgotten.

The records will be obliterated,
By dust clouds the size of Saturn.
Even the steles and the obelisks,
Even Ozymandias himself,
Will not be remembered in this way,
By uprooted travellers,
From antique lands.
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Shadow Boy 
Ashley Marie Lettice

 I think I remember the first time I saw you. It was at the hostel of course; you 
were sitting across from me on that red couch, hands in your pocket, slouched down, 
legs spread and you were looking the other way. You were wearing that damn brown 
Chullo hat of course, the same one you wore almost every day that I knew you; the same 
one I buried my face in and smelled unabashedly when you were out with Dani and 
Edgar and left me alone in that hostel. It smelled like your head. I liked it. That was the 
same night Edgar tried to bend me over and fuck me doggy style in front of the both of 
you and I was still a little scared of him and you didn't do anything. I remember holding 
your hand while you fell asleep after you asked me if I wanted to have sex. Of course the 
answer was yes, but I was too afraid to fall for you because I already had. 
 I remember watching you strum Sebastian Bach on your guitar. 
 I remember coming out to you and telling you that after Edgar tried to have 
sex with me in the first apartment we shared, he turned off the light and dragged me 
into the bedroom. He changed his mind after I stood there shaken, repeatedly saying 
no. I told you that I felt like I couldn't talk to people my age and you looked me right 
in the eye after taking the headphones off your head and wrapping them around your 
neck, cigarette burning in your hand and said, "We are the same age and we're having a 
conversation right now." 
 It’s the first time that’s ever happened. 
 I remember you watching me in the middle of the night when I tried to fall 
asleep on the couch in the living room of the second apartment we lived in. I could 
almost hear you thinking or asking me why I didn't come to bed with you; why was I 
trying to sleep out there. I don't know why. I wish I had. I remember when you came 
home drunk and said, “Don't worry, we'll just forget ever meeting each other,” and I 
kind of died a little inside.
 I remember the first time we had sex. It was after we all went out and I was so 
drunk I fell down in the middle of the cobblestone streets in the ridiculous heels I was 
wearing. We were still in the living room; everyone else had gone to bed. You sat across 
from me then the next moment, flicked out your cigarette and we somehow started 
kissing. I wanted you to finish inside me. But you didn't. I felt embarrassed and held my 
chest, you told me to go to Dani. So I did. 
 I remember you coming down the hallway and watching me from the door-
way of the bedroom after the client had left. I was on my knees with my head buried into 
the mattress, which was still wet from my cum, and crying because he had asked to have 
unprotected sex and he had a ring on his finger, but the truth was that I was too attracted 
to him and lonely to say no. You just stood there, looked at me, and left.
 I remember drunkenly punching you, screaming for the money that Dani had 
stolen right out of my wallet. Why did you let that happen? Why didn't you tell me how 
to get out? Why didn't we just run away? I remember sucking your dick and looking into 
your eyes and the way your naked body looked on top of me. Your chest hair on your 
pale, lunar skin. You're so beautiful and poetic. Almost ethereal.
 I remember dragging all the suitcases up the crazy staircases and laugh-
ing hysterically and you and Dani talking to the taxi driver about the rugby game. I 
remember you reaching for my hand while I was on top of you, massaging your back. I 
remember your accent, your dead fucking sexy Argentinian accent. Someone said you'd 
be teaching Spanish over the Summer. I would have paid you. I remember how you 
made fun of the way I said Tequila.
 I was scared. Why didn't we leave? 
 I miss you. I feel like we could have been something.



29

 I remember the last night in the fourth apartment we lived in and Dani told 
Edgar there was £200 missing from his wallet, knowing that I was going on an outcall that 
night. We stood eye to eye because I was wearing heels. I was livid that he was accusing me 
of stealing from him and you didn't say anything, but handed me the address of the new 
apartment that you had written down for me.
    I remember watching you teach yourself German by hand at the kitchen table at 
the apartment of Saint Augustine. It was the reason I started learning German on Duolingo. 
Sie ist einen den apfel.
 I remember sitting next to you on the bus and watching everyone’s luggage all 
day in the hostel wondering where we were going to sleep that night. Your eyes, your lips. 
Oh, mi amor. 
 Can we try again? 
 I remember the last time I saw you for a few moments. You walked away and I 
ran into the nearest bar for a shot of whiskey, and then came outside again hoping I would 
run into you. All I could say was that it was nice meeting you. Because it was. 

Dark Matter 
J. Shook

hey,
what i see in you
is the same darkness that cradles our star in its firm hand,
whose transit became a map of the universe,
that keeps us tethered to a long line of galaxies,
each a piece of something bigger, more connected, a system of countless lights
that are also each cradled in the dark, and all together surrounded by the same.
the darkness that inched its way through you after every slap of your foot on the pavement,
every shiver in your breath,
every reverberation from outside
is the same darkness whose gravity keeps us in.
that darkness is tracking a map,
just as it has done before.
through you, it will continue.
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Jarring 
Elizabeth Weibush

I know a firefly; you do too,
Star-gazing on the hillside
As lazy little suns drift up
Out of the grass, into the pitch
Black, oblivious as they 
Poke holes into the oblivion
And I see it all through
Your eyes, fascination and grief
With the photographer’s urge
To capture, to remember, to decide

I know a firefly; you do too,
Flitting around the higher sky
Falling stars on her back
Glow stick miles behind her
Like she’s a million things at once
And isn’t she—the backdrop
To a thousand summers
The dancer to cicada rhythms
And the universe in mason jars—
Isn’t she yours, as you lift the cup

I know a firefly; you do too,
Because I saw you shut the lid
And never open it again
You watched the sunset
And said, “I wish you could hear
Bugs take their last breath.”

I could tell you the sound
Of complete silence—when 
You finally hear the world turning,
The white noise in the aftermath of 
prognosis

But I don’t know a firefly’s dying:
The sound of darkness and
Uncertainty, when mortality
Amounts to capricious gods
With mason jars—it must
Sound like laughter and last
Smiles as you watch the sunrise
Dwarf the fireflies, teeth clenched
Against the morning, oxygen
Dwindling, looking up to your lid

I know a firefly; you do too,
It’s you, laughing light into the dark
And disregarding your jar
Insignificant, beautiful, and short
Small and trapped in a microcosm
Of your own last breaths
And finding your kin as you say
“Bury me next to him,”
And we walk towards the glass 
horizon
Taking in the silence of firefly dying.
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Carnivals, Sewers, and You 
Elizabeth Weibush

Funnel cakes, bundled and glazed
In snowfall sugar, are the intestines
Of a festival, overlapping and
Labyrinthine, a carnival of
Inner-most things, where
Fun house mirrors warp us
Inside out, with your heart
On my sleeve like a bad
Transfusion; only, there’s no
Doctor to sue, and
In a daze of end-day
rays, spilling out raven haze,
Shadows and empty Lays'
Bags, that half-eaten funnel
Cake bores in cornea,
Corona tunnels:  you see
Beauty is skin deep, eye
shallow, tide pool, like you
 
While the carnies clean,
Brushing debris like tumble weed
With about as much purpose,
Just sweeping the surface,
You realize what’s inside
Doesn’t matter—it’s all
Crap in the after, so
 
Flush.
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Sphinx 
Briana Shucart

A slow, sultry smile spread across the Sphinx’s face. She flexed out her wings to bar his 
path, paws padding lightly against the soft dirt road as she paced back and forth in front 
of him.
 “None shall pass, weary traveler, for the road to Thebes is mine and mine 
alone. I warn thee, be gone and bear this trial no further. No mortal man has the scope of 
mind to outwit me.”
 Even as she said those words she knew she would fail. She twitched her 
wings slightly in irritation, careful not to let the emotion flicker over her face, even for a 
second. If only he could hear her words, if only his damned pride would not lead him to 
continue. Perhaps, she thought, perhaps she could save him. For the Sphinx was a godly 
creature, and the gods could see what would come to pass. 
Still she paused in the middle of the road and faced him, resting gently on her haunches 
before his tongue could fully form the words. She knew, after all, exactly what he was 
going to say. 
 “I shall not turn back, Sphinx.” 
 His voice was filled with venom and his sword glinted in the sun as he bran-
dished it before her, cold steel promising a quick death to any that crossed it. It could not 
hurt her; the blade had no effect against her thick hide. Oedipus would not slay her as 
Hercales did her brother. And yet, the sword scared her. It could not hurt her and yet she 
was terrified. His fate was sealed, she had to remind herself, it had been sealed eons ago. 
Before the earth, even before the heavens hung in the sky, Fate had doomed him. And 
the gods were forced to follow her gilded hand, just as the mortals were.
 “Lay down your arms, Prince.” 
 Her soft voice betrayed nothing. It was not time for him to know, not yet, not 
until it was too late, though for her it already was. 
 He eyed her warily, feet spread in preparation to attack, sword still hefted in 
his hand. The sphinx did not move but for a flick of her tail. Her gaze tracked his careful-
ly, face stoic while she waited, for she had nothing more to say. 
 Indecision flashed across his face as he weighed his options but he sheathed 
his weapon after a moment of silence. 
 “Very well, Sphinx, if I may not defeat you with steel, what then shall allow 
me to pass?”
 Don’t ask that, she pleaded in her mind, for I will have to tell you, and you 
shall answer my riddle but your wit shall be your downfall. If she could have, she would 
have said it. If she could have, she would have told him the truth, saved him. But she 
was not destined to say such things.
 She did not know why she felt so compelled to change his fate, a hated crea-
ture such as her. The Sphinx had not known love; all mortal men feared her ruthlessness 
and all immortal grew jealous of her cunning. She paced the roads alone, taking little 
delight in the dull minds across which she came, all failing, tasteless meals of thick flesh. 
And he, the one man who did not fear her, the one man whose craftiness matched hers, 
was the one she wished she could scare away. Her fate, as lonely and desolate as it was, 
could not match against the terror of his.
 “Your trial is not of strength, Prince, but of mind. ‘Tis a simple query requiring 
a simple answer, yet your fellow men have failed.”
 This did not deter him, and she told him the riddle, as she knew she must, 
watching his eyes light up when he understood and answered smugly, confident in his 
intelligence. 
Unexpected rage flooded through her, and she felt her face twist and contort in agony, 
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a piercing shriek emanating from her lips. She had failed, and though the knowledge 
had been present and unchangeable to her before, now it seemed to solidify, resonating 
throughout her body. And she cried for him, for all he would endure, for the pain he 
would suffer. And she cried for his daughters, and for Thebes, which she had strived to 
protect. But most of all, she cried at the smirk on his face, and because she knew, despite 
all that would happen, despite the unearthly sins he would commit, he would enjoy 
them, and that would plague him most of all. 
 She took to the skies then, strong paws jettisoning her off the ground, vast 
wings catching the air, trapping it, pushing it until it moved below her and she above it. 
The wall of Thebes stretched upward behind her but it was too short and she continued 
up and up until Apollo scorched the fur on her back and the hair on her head, until she 
was too blinded by his rays to see. And then she fell, like Icarus, releasing her hold on 
the wings that would save her. She could not be saved. 
Even gods and monsters have to answer to Fate.


