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Delicate Armor

Writing, when you stop to think about it, 
is a miracle (as ordinary things often are).

-Lillie Penley
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We Begin

section 1

each knows her Ɖlace, sure oĨ her ƉurƉose͘ 
aďle to ďe srcŵaďdle and unscraŵďled,
strong enough to stand                           alone, 
Ǉet huŵďle enough to ƉlaǇwithothers͘  
sneakǇ and sƉirited͖ Ĩor Ĩour sounds like Ĩor in addition to two and too͘ 
Ǉou can read and haǀe read and see red, 
ďut onlǇ as long Ǉour head s͛ on straight and Ǉou͛re not in dire straits͘

neǀer ũealous, eǀer Ɖriŵed, 
Ĩor her ǀerǇ nature is that oĨ song͘ 
ŵelodies oĨ soŌ ŵurŵurs and whisƉered conĨessions oĨ loǀe, 
lullaďies oĨ shouts and Ǉells and screaŵs and cries͘

we owe eǀerǇthing to her, 
and she to us͘  
Ĩor without the hand that holds the Ɖen 
and without the ŵouth that sƉeaks the thought, 
she would ďe onlǇ a shaƉe, a soldier in a row oĨ Ϯϲ͘ 

Hockney-inspired photographic collage by Marguerite Trost

Symbiosis
Vivian Herzog

People are like books: some famous, 
some banned, and many undiscovered.

-Katherine Coode

- 6 - - 7 -



Ties that Bind

section 2

Claire Smith
 

then / was liƩle,
/ would ǀisit ŵǇ grandŵother at the red ďrick house on ^ewanee Zoad͘

^he would read ŵe ͞tinnie the Wooh͟ Ĩroŵ her ŵustǇ, dustǇ ďook,
Dake ŵe ďlackͲeǇed Ɖeas and cornďread in her cast iron skillet,

�nd at night she would tuck ŵe under the Ɖink linen sheets and Ňowered Ƌuilt,
thisƉering, ͞/ loǀe Ǉou deeƉer than the deeƉest ocean, 

tider than the widest ǀalleǇ, 
�nd ďigger than the whole wide world͘͟

zesterdaǇ / Ɖicked uƉ ŵǇ grandŵother 
Ĩroŵ the �lakeĨord ^enior >iǀing �oŵŵunitǇ͘
/ helƉed her into ŵǇ car, droǀe her to church,
�scorted her to her ^undaǇ ^chool classrooŵ, 

taiting as she hoďďled uƉ the stairs, 
Wausing aŌer each one͘

,er eǇes ŵeet ŵine,
�isclosing her Ĩeelings oĨ inner ǀeǆation and outward gratitude͘

/ sŵile ďack with a diīerent countenance͘
͞�on͛t worrǇ,͟  ŵǇ eǇes reƉlǇ, 

͞/ loǀe Ǉou ďigger than the whole wide world,
�nd / alwaǇs will͘͟

To Those Who Have
 Been Given Much
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digital photograph (opposite) by Bradford Harrington

Ella McKenzie
 

1. 

Ǉou were alwaǇs ŵǇ ŵadheart ŵusic,
suntossed ďǇ loǀeͲcolored

waǀes and stuŵďling through
the ďlueͲhot sand͘

ǀarious ŵusicalia in ŵǇ ŵind
Ɖounded Ǉou ďrighter and ďrighter

as oǀer hills oĨ ŵǇ Ɖure
ƉsǇche Ǉou

cliŵďed, and when / laǇ
at night under glowing star stickers,

Ǉou were halĨ at hoŵe
and halĨ with ŵe͘

Brief Love-type Poems

1.1.1.

Ǉou were alwaǇs ŵǇ ŵadheart ŵusic,you were always my madheart music,Ǉou were alwaǇs ŵǇ ŵadheart ŵusic,
suntossed ďǇ loǀeͲcoloredsuntossed by love-coloredsuntossed ďǇ loǀeͲcolored

waǀes and stuŵďling throughwaves and stumbling throughwaǀes and stuŵďling through
the ďlueͲhot sand͘the blue-hot sand.the ďlueͲhot sand͘

ǀarious ŵusicalia in ŵǇ ŵindvarious musicalia in my mindǀarious ŵusicalia in ŵǇ ŵind
pounded you brighter and brighterƉounded Ǉou ďrighter and ďrighterpounded you brighter and brighterƉounded Ǉou ďrighter and ďrighter

as over hills of my pureas oǀer hills oĨ ŵǇ Ɖureas over hills of my pureas oǀer hills oĨ ŵǇ Ɖure
psyche youƉsǇche Ǉoupsyche youƉsǇche Ǉou

cliŵďed, and when / laǇclimbed, and when I laycliŵďed, and when / laǇ
at night under glowing star stickers,at night under glowing star stickers,at night under glowing star stickers,

Ǉou were halĨ at hoŵeyou were half at homeǇou were halĨ at hoŵe
and halĨ with ŵe͘and half with me.and halĨ with ŵe͘



2.

dhere was
    atiŵewhen Ǉou

were a liǀinghoŵeͲtoͲŵe
͖ now ;a ƉlanetͿ Ǉou are unreachaďle͘

Wlease liǀe
within the sƉace ďordered ďǇ ŵǇ eǇes͘

zou are
the curǀature oĨ ŵǇ earth͘

ϯ͘

/ aŵ driƉƉing Ĩroŵ the
Ɖool oĨ Ǉou, Ĩroŵ

Ǉour eleƉhantine loǀe;redͿ
criŵson ďleeding ũoǇride heart͘͘͘Ǉou gaǀe and stole,

and / Ĩroŵ Ǉou, Ǉour hand,
and now Ǉou hold a suitcase

and / a Ɖen,

and so goes
the glacier͘

once / told Ǉou that Ǉou held
ŵǇ rustǇ heart

ďetween Ǉour knees
and Ǉou told ŵe

Ǉou could hold on

 ͘ ͘ ͘

monoprint (opposite) by Georgia Slattery
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When I hear the word conflict, 

I remember the hard stairwell where we used to sit, 

always so cold in the winter. 

I remember the sour candied taste on my tongue 

after an argument, 

and then salt faint on my lips, 

always salt. 

But before the salt was iron, 

when I bit my tongue to keep from saying things 

I didn’t mean, 

and it tasted red, 

and I saw red, 

always red with you. 

Just in the way my color is blue and 

hers is that cotton-candy pink, 

yours is red, 

red like the setting sun, 

and red like fire–

Red like conflict. 

I remember the way you made me want to scream and 

throw my sanity across the room 

to shatter the mirror of your façade– 

perhaps I’d add another 

Red
Valerie Sheehan

- 12 -

7 years of bad luck 

to the 16 I’ve already spent, 

or perhaps it would 

break the curse. 

I remember how alive I felt when 

your whispers 

lit the sky in flames and made my veins 

molten lead, 

and I almost miss it. 

But then I remember how it felt 

to tape myself back together after 

your words broke me apart and 

I don’t feel the loss so sharply. 

Now 

I am in love with the world 

instead of with you, 

now I taste clementines 

and feel the rain 

soft and silver on my soul. 

But somehow, still, 

I can’t forget the flaming sky in your eyes. 

I can’t forget the red that

shook me to life.

When I hear the word conflict, 

I remember the hard stairwell where we used to sit, 

always so cold in the winter. 

I remember the sour candied taste on my tongue 

after an argument, 

and then salt faint on my lips, 

always salt. 

But before the salt was iron, 

when I bit my tongue to keep from saying things 

I didn’t mean, 

and it tasted red, 

and I saw red, 

always red with you. 

Just in the way my color is blue and 

hers is that cotton-candy pink, 

yours is red, 

red like the setting sun, 

and red like fire–

Red like conflict. 

I remember the way you made me want to scream and 

throw my sanity across the room 

to shatter the mirror of your façade– 

perhaps I’d add another 

7 years of bad luck 

to the 16 I’ve already spent, 

or perhaps it would 

break the curse. 

I remember how alive I felt when 

your whispers 

lit the sky in flames and made my veins 

molten lead, 

and I almost miss it. 

But then I remember how it felt 

to tape myself back together after 

your words broke me apart and 

I don’t feel the loss so sharply. 

Now 

I am in love with the world 

instead of with you, 

now I taste clementines 

and feel the rain 

soft and silver on my soul. 

But somehow, still, 

I can’t forget the flaming sky in your eyes. 

I can’t forget the red that

shook me to life.
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monoprint by Georgia Slatterymonoprint by Georgia Slattery



Kristen Barrett
 

dhe grandĨather clock struck ŵidnight, and / Ɖoured ŵǇselĨ another glass oĨ 
Dilo s͛ sweet tea͘ ^Ƌuirted a ďit oĨ liŵe in Ĩor soŵe tang͘ �oth kids were in ďedͶtheir 
scaŵƉering had suďsided around ϵ͗ϯϬͶand ^usie was curled uƉ around ŵǇ sliƉƉered 
Ĩeet͘ ,unched oǀer ŵǇ glass, / tried to aǀoid eǇe contact with the haggard Ĩace in the 
ŵirror across the waǇ͘ / ŵassaged ŵǇ tight teŵƉles as the ďeat oĨ the second hand 
reǀerďerated through ŵǇ ŵind͘

�lick͘
,e s͛ hoŵe͘
/ reŵained ŵotionless͘ ,e entered the dark kitchen, saw ŵe, Ɖaused, and sat 

in a chair directlǇ in Ĩront oĨ ŵe͘ KnlǇ a Ĩew Ĩeet oĨ taďle seƉarated us͘ /n the darkness, 
/ could ďarelǇ see the details oĨ his ĨaceͶonlǇ those 'odͲawĨul ďushǇ eǇeďrows / used 
to tweeǌe on ^undaǇ ŵornings͘

^usie ŵeowed͘
dhose ďusǇ eǇeďrows rose and Ĩell with a sigh͘ ,e ŵurŵured soŵething uninͲ

telligiďle and started to reach Ĩor ŵǇ glass͘ / snatched it awaǇ͘ dook a good long drink͘ 
^ŵacked ŵǇ liƉs ǀerǇ audiďlǇ͘ 

,e ŵuŵďled soŵething else͘ seǆed, / glared unaďashedlǇ at the shadow oĨ ŵǇ 
once ďeloǀed husďand͘ 

͞^Ɖeak uƉ,͟  / said͘ ͞/ can͛t understand Ǉou when Ǉou ŵuƩer like that͘͟
dhe eǇeďrows regarded ŵe coollǇ͘ ͞�re the kids asleeƉ͍͟
/ nodded͘ ͞dheǇ needed rest͘ /͛ll haǀe to take theŵ to school earlǇ toŵorrow͘͟
͞/ can take one oĨ theŵ͘͟
͞Eo͘͟  �n agitated ŵoŵent oĨ tension held us closelǇ, so intiŵatelǇ that / stood 

uƉ to turn ŵǇ ďack on hiŵ͘ ͞/ don͛t want that͘ dheǇ͛re not Ǉour concern anǇŵore͘͟
͞/ Ɖroŵised �oďďǇ͘ ,ow can / eǆƉlain͙͟
�laǌing ĨurǇ rose in ŵǇ chest͘ DǇ nails ďegan to dig into the oak chair / leaned 

against͘
͞&ine,͟  / conceded͘ ͞zou take hiŵ͘͟  ^lowlǇ, / turned to Ĩace the shadowǇ ŵan͘ 

͞�nd Ɖlease do trǇ to eǆƉlain this, this ŵess to hiŵ͘ �ecause 'od knows / can͛t͘͟
,e didn͛t answer at Įrst͘ ͞/ didn͛t ŵean Ĩor this to haƉƉen,͟  he ŵustered͘
dhe insulting clichĠ Ɖierced ŵe to the ǀerǇ core͘ ^uddenlǇ, / Ĩelt an incrediďlǇ 

Milo’s Tea strong desire to laugh͘ / did͘ / could sense hiŵ staring at ŵe without eǀen ŵeeting his 
gaǌe͘
 ͞zͲǇou,͟  / ŵanaged through a cackle, ͞�idn͛t ŵean Ĩor this to haƉƉen͍ Kh, 
that s͛ rich͘ dhat s͛ reallǇ rich͘͟
 / sank ďack into ŵǇ chair, Ɖausing to swallow another gulƉ oĨ tea͘
 ͞/ suƉƉose Ǉou͛d saǇ that the colonists didn͛t ŵean to create institutionaliǌed 
racisŵ in �ŵerica through slaǀerǇ or that ,itler didn͛t ŵean to singlehandedlǇ cause 
the deaths oĨ ŵillions oĨ innocent ƉeoƉle͍ dhat ũust all oĨ a suddenͶt,KKW^ͶtheǇ 
ruined generations oĨ liǀes, ďut it ũust haƉƉened͍͍͊͟
 Eothing͘
 / inhaled deeƉlǇ͘ ͞zou got a college girl Ɖregnant, ^eth͘ dhat doesn͛t ũust haƉͲ
ƉenͶ͟
 ͞>eonaͶ͟
 ͞^aǀe it͘͟
 ͞WleaseͶ͟
 �rash͘
 tithout a word, he slowlǇ looked oǀer his shoulder to see where ŵǇ glass oĨ 
Dilo s͛ tea laǇ in shards ďelow a sƉlaƩered wall͘
 ͞'oodnight,͟  / said, disaƉƉearing into our ďedrooŵ with hiŵ locked outside͘

- 15 -

photograph and photographic details (digitally altered) by Taylor Farrington



Identity

section 3

/ will naŵe ŵǇ daughter �cho
^o when / call her naŵe

^he will alwaǇs coŵe ďack to ŵe͘

te will eǆƉlore the alƉhaďet together
Kn her reƉort card

�nd discoǀer the range oĨ rainďow nuŵďers
Kn eleǀator ďuƩons

and / will tell her that no Ňoor  
is too high Ĩor her to reach

;eǆceƉt, ŵaǇďe, the ones she actuallǇ can͛tͿ

/ will ďe the Ɖerson she tells aďout
the cute ďirthdaǇ card  

she ŵade Ĩor her ďest Ĩriend
or the one who receiǀes Ɖinwheels  

in a ďouƋuet like Ňowers
Ĩor ŵine

�nd Ǉou will tell when she is coŵing
ďecause eǀerǇthing will claƩer

and heads will turn
ďecause she will ďe disturďing the Ɖeace

oĨ watching liĨe Ɖass ďǇ
on silent teleǀision

and her keǇchains and ďooks will ďe Ĩalling
like her hair Ĩroŵ her ƉonǇtail holder

and she will ďe laughing͘

If Ice Were a Mother,  
How She Would Burn

Ashley Zhu

- 17 -

�nd ƉeoƉle will shush her
ďecause
she will treat words like sustenance
saǀing thank yous Ĩor dessert
and I love yous Ĩor the last ďite
she will ďe the tǇƉe oĨ Ɖerson 
who does not ƉhotograƉh well
Ĩor she will onlǇ ďe ďeautiĨul when she is
ŵoǀing

�nd when she is older
and no longer claƩers
ďut walks with the grace oĨ a rainstorŵ
^he will call ŵǇ naŵe
and / will alwaǇs coŵe ďack to her͘

Alaina Baird

This Life Chose Me

zou see ŵe Ĩroŵ across the rooŵ
in ŵǇ liƩle ďlack dress͘

zour eǇes Ňickering uƉ, down͖ ďloodshot 
ďecause 

Ǉou͛ǀe ďeen drunk͗
drǇing, Ĩailing to escaƉe

horrors oĨ the world͘
/ can take Ǉou to a land where 

Ǉou won͛t reŵeŵďer 

the ďeĨore͘
�oŵe on, sinnerͶlet ŵe hold Ǉour hand͖
/͛ll giǀe Ǉou a ďit oĨ ďiƩer wine
and soŵe oĨ ŵǇ nightͶ
/t s͛ ũust ŵǇ ũoď,
Eot one desired ďǇ ŵanǇ, ďut
�ǀerǇ daǇ and in the dark / can helƉ Ǉou, 
ďecause /͛ŵ 
a nun͘

photograph (opposite) by Paige Derwenskus; photo detail (above) by Taylor Farrington



Helen Weaver

Shakespeare Shakur

colored pencil with ink (above) and silkscreen (backdrop) by Grace Bradley
charcoal, ink, and chalk (opposite) by Mariama Dodd

Y’Yemaya Boyd

Self

^ŵile and eǇes,
Dan and woŵan ďlended͘

�ŵ / her͍
�ŵ / hiŵ͍

,alĨ and halĨ 
�Ǉes like her,

^ŵile like hiŵ͘

/ don͛t want to ďe 
like hiŵ 

�ut / aŵ͘ 
�lood is ďlood, 

Eo changing ŵǇ ďlend͘

/ ƉraǇ thee, gentle ŵortal, sing again͘
DǇ ear should catch Ǉour ǀoice,

DǇ eǇe, Ǉour eǇe͘
�ut loǀe looks not with the eǇes,

�ut with the ŵind͘
/ suīer loǀe͊

/ loǀe thee against ŵǇ will͘
Kh 'od, helƉ ŵe͘

�onstantlǇ Ǉearning Ϯ ďe acceƉted
dhe walls that were once Įrŵ and tall
Eow cruŵďle Ϯ the ground͘ 
Eo one dares Ϯ ďreathe
/n Ĩear oĨ selĨͲeǆƉression
/n this dorŵant and uncaring societǇ͘
/Ĩ / aŵ Ϯ ďe true, than / ŵust giǀe ŵǇ Ĩragile heart͘
^Ɖare ŵeͶ/Ĩ h Ɖlease͘
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� ŵan
tho reseŵďles a roll

KĨ used wraƉƉing ƉaƉer
�racks

Knto the crosswalk͘

,is sweater stained with
Wills, 

tedding cakes,
^ŵoked cigars, 

'raǇ ŵeat that sŵells like
/s Ňuid,

Deŵories͘

'lasses thick as window Ɖanes,
teathered ears with aŵƉliĮers

durned uƉ to ϭϬ,
&lowers in his 
'raǇ Įngers,

Zadiant Ǉellows and reds,
do highlight the dingǇ,

'raǇ stone
dhat his wiĨe calls

,oŵe͘

hncertain eǇes,
�arting,

&orced ĨootsteƉs shuŋe across
dhe asƉhalt,

diŵe traǀels awaǇ͘

,e reŵinisces
Kn golden daǇs,

then his skin didn͛t sag
/n tuŵďling Ɖetals,

then his strong Įngers

Caroline Daniel

Blind

,eld his wiĨe s͛ Ĩrail hand,
then he could see
dhe traĸc whirring ďǇͶ

then he could
^ee the distracted girl,
dwo hands tǇƉing hello,
dwo eǇes looking in the ŵirror
�t her sƉotless skin,
/nũected, electric liƉs,  
^ŵokǇ eǇes͘

Kne leg on the gas͘
Eo eǇes
Kn the red light͘

^haƩered Ňowers
>ine the street,
�lood coǀers the
duŵďling red Ɖetals͘

�lind ďusinessŵen
^uddenlǇ Įnd their eǇes
KƉened͘
dhe Ǉoung girl cries out a waterĨall,
dears tainting her
^Ɖotless skin͘
�ngines growl and 
^irens roar,
dhe sound oĨ death Ɖierces
dhe crisƉ, autuŵn air͘

WeoƉle rush, Ǉell, crǇ,
�ut it is too lateͶ
,is wiĨe oƉens the door, 
�nd he is hoŵe͘ 
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Caroline Scudder

J. Gatsby

dhe sƉarkling diīerence ďetween hiŵ and other ŵen was incalculaďle͘  
te sƉoke, onlǇ once, and that was all it took͘
DǇ drunken haǌe soŵehow enhanced ŵǇ aďilitǇ to see
dhe ǀerǇ ŵagic that ďlossoŵed
/n his selĨͲcreated ŵind͗ the ineīaďle distance Ĩroŵ realisŵ that
,ad swallowed hiŵ͘
Kn his head was ďestowed the giŌ oĨ deeƉ eǇes 
dhat could Ɖeer Ɖast the Ɖellucid waters
thich so delicatelǇ sŵoothed the ŵountains oĨ tiŵe͘
,is loǀe Ĩor grandiose wealth and his suƉerĮcial tendenciesͶ
tell he was ũust like the rest oĨ us͘
dhere was ŵore to hiŵ than golden Ɖarties Ĩull oĨ tiŵeless ƉeoƉle
Kr the ĨorgoƩen whoosh oĨ glowing sƉorts cars͘
/t was his hoƉe͘ /t was alwaǇs his hoƉe ͙ and his ďelieĨ  
/n Ĩate to create their ineǀitaďle reunion͘
/ knew that a ŵan like that would neǀer ǀenture into the halls oĨ a retired hoŵe oĨ
Wale, Ɖersistent Ɖages
Kr last long enough to reach the riƉe old age that ŵanǇ ŵen take Ĩor granted͘
&ew caŵe to his ďurial that daǇ,
�ut the saĨeͲhouse and nestling oĨ their undestroǇed Ɖast  
tould Ĩoreǀer laǇ aŵongst the woǀen laďǇrinth oĨ his ŵind͘
&or the inner carǀings oĨ ŵankind search endlesslǇ Ĩor the eīerǀescent ďeautǇ
dhat lies aďoǀe and ďelow and ƉerhaƉs ďeneath cloistered Įǆtures
�nd the torn Ɖages oĨ eternitǇ͘  

oil on canvas (details) by Callie Jane Simmons



Keely Hendricks

Catching the Blood Moon

� sŵoking ƉiƉe, cradled ďetween large Įngers,

�nd dark waǀes oĨ hair that curl to the leŌͶ

DĄlaga wine, and red chalk ^Ɖanish sunsets͘

What did I want more than anything? Ǉou asked,

,olding uƉ Ǉour copa, looking at ŵe through 

thuŵďͲsŵudged glass͘

Just a few things, / reƉlied͗ 

To never grow old, 

To travel the Silk Road,  

To catch the blood moon. 

Too easy, Ǉou said, winking,

 taking a siƉ͘

/͛ŵ looking ďack through all oĨ our Ɖictures,

listless on a rainǇ daǇ͘

dhere s͛ soŵe cheaƉ disƉosaďle caŵera shotsͶ

Donks walking in Ĩront oĨ us on a cruŵďling road,

�ǌech ŵusicians siƫng on their heels,

duning their guitars,

�nd a dark criŵson ŵoon, rising aďoǀe our knees͘

/͛d saǇ we got close enough͘

�ut ŵǇ hair is still sƉrouting silǀer steŵs,

�nd Ǉou shuŋe on the carƉet 

then Ǉou get uƉ in the dead oĨ night, Ĩor cough sǇruƉ͘

/͛ǀe sƉent a lot oĨ tiŵe in silent rooŵs

�nd ďeds with Ǉour side turning cold͘ 

zou͛ǀe ŵet a lot oĨ ŵen with lilting accents and shadowǇ eǇeďrows͘

/͛ǀe worn ŵanǇ geŵͲtoned swathes oĨ silk, 

laughing ƉolitelǇ͘

/ hated our rich ƉeoƉle Ɖarties͖

zou worshiƉƉed theŵ͘

�t ϮϬ, Ǉou were dark, ďold, and roŵantic͘

�t ϰϬ, Ǉou were rich, scheŵing, and easilǇ ďored͘

Eow, Ǉou͛re ũust old, regreƞul, and coughing,

^earching Ĩor that ŵedicine, sliƉƉers against carƉet

>ulling ŵe to sleeƉ͘

/ Ɖretend it s͛ the Ɖurring oĨ a ŵoƉed 

�s it takes us

�round dangerous /talian streets,

^earching Ĩor that ŵoonͶ

� doŵe oĨ ďlood on the �arth s͛ Įnger͘
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photograph by Evie Witty; passport courtesy of Jon Rawlinson (Creative Commons)
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Deception

section 4

Ashley Zhu

Subtraction

�ear ^uďtraction,
dhe suŵ oĨ ŵǇ liĨe is to Ɖroǀe loǀe eǆists͘
�o Ǉou reŵeŵďer it at all͍ Zeŵeŵďer us͍ 
/ reŵeŵďer͘
/ reŵeŵďer thinking that ŵaǇďe Ǉou were ŵǇ iŵaginarǇ Ĩriend ďecause Ǉou  

were so wondrouslǇ unreal͘ / reŵeŵďer ũust outside the liďrarǇ where we read realistic  
Įction ďecause that was our Ĩaǀorite ;or was it Ǉours͍Ϳ͘ 

�nd / reŵeŵďer how we ďecaŵe each other s͛ shadows͘ �ut eǀen then / should 
haǀe realiǌed that a shadow doesn͛t deƉend on a Ɖerson͗ it deƉends on the sun͘ te 
were eǀen and we were odd, that dǇsĨunctional Ǉear͘  te didn͛t need anǇone else and / 
guess Ǉou were like a ƉolǇgon with a hundred sidesͶǇou seeŵed so ŵuch like a circle, 
ďut Ǉou weren͛t ͙reallǇ͘ / loǀed the dark ũokes we ŵade aďout how Ǉou were luckǇ Ǉou 
didn͛t haǀe to liǀe that longͶǇou wouldn͛t lose Ǉour goodness the waǇ our Ɖarents did͘ 

�nd / loǀed the waǇ Ǉou alwaǇs wrote Ǉour naŵe in �>> ��W^, as iĨ Ǉour naŵe 
would alwaǇs ďe iŵƉortant and eǀen the standard lowercase leƩers were not enough Ĩor 
it͘ / reŵeŵďer wishing / could liǀe like that͗ a liĨe in �>> ��W^͘ 

zou trulǇ aŵaǌed ŵe͖ / hoƉe Ǉou know that͘ zou aŵaǌed ŵe when / asked Ǉou 
what Ǉou wanted Ĩor Ǉour ďirthdaǇ and Ǉou said Ǉou ũust wanted a Įsh and an aƉƉle tree͘ 
then Ǉou asked ŵe iĨ stars would Ĩeel like clouds iĨ Ǉou touched theŵ or the waǇ Ǉou 
loǀed ͞triangle words͟ like recreational͘ dhe waǇ Ǉou aŵassed strangeness in Ǉour sƉare 
tiŵe and told the worst stories with no Ɖunch line͘

/ should haǀe known when Ǉou told ŵe Ǉou didn͛t ďelieǀe in the word accident͘  
/ should haǀe known the waǇ Ǉou treated ƉeoƉle like ǀariaďles ;reƉlaceaďle and  
deƉendent on ǇouͿ͘ / should haǀe known Ĩroŵ the Ĩact that /͛ŵ a hǇƉochondriac and / 
neǀer Ĩelt sick in Ǉour Ɖresence͘

You told me that cancer was different for everyone when I ignorantly asked 
how you could still live a life in ALL CAPS at stage four. I think you meant love. Love is 
different for everyone: you decided to keep mine instead of giving it back.

Near the end of your life with me, the days were all bad: like the day you told 
me you were going to kill yourself because I didn’t believe in you or the day you said 
you were going to die in four months—yet four years later you are alive and still dead 
to me.

Now I see that calibrating the world according to the color scheme of a love is 
not the best way to go because the one you love can lie. From the day you met me, 
you lied, and in the end even my calibrations could no longer pretend otherwise.

No matter how or where I measure you, your perimeter—the entirety of 
your being will always be defined by an irrational number. You, like all those other 
hurricane humans who hurt without hate—your aftermath blocked the sun; leaving 
no shadows except for mine.

And the day we met when you said, Hi, I will subtract you,
I should have said, Hi 
It’s funny how the word ‘left’ sounds a lot like the word ‘loved.’
It’s funny how you never left me.
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acrylic and gold leaf on canvas by Emily Warrenacrylic and gold leaf on canvas by Emily Warren



Olivia Clair Shephard

A Chaser’s Curse

�s a Ǉoung ladǇ 
/ was Ɖarticular in choosing ŵǇ ŵen,

�ut once / chose theŵ,
dheǇ were as good as ŵine͘

/ Ɖursued and / lured with intent so Įerce,
/t Ɖerǀaded ŵǇ eŵotions,

/t inǀaded ŵǇ ŵind͘
/͛d twirl ŵǇ hair and /͛d ďat ŵǇ eǇes,
/͛d don a Ĩeŵinine gaietǇ in disguise,

/t was onlǇ a ŵaƩer oĨ tiŵeͶ
,is eǇes were oďscure like the ŵoon,

�ut not so Ĩar awaǇ͘

,e sŵelled oĨ Įre, Ɖassion, desire,
/ indulged in the Ĩeǀer oĨ the chase͘
then at last he gaǀe in,
/ was not surƉrised,
,unter ďecaŵe ,unted,
/͛d claiŵed ŵǇ Ɖriǌe,
,e gaǀe ŵe all the loǀe in the worldͶ
DǇ ŵouth watered Ĩor the aƉƉle, 
�ut once tasted it was roƩen͘
/ thought ŵǇselĨ ŵistaken͘
then ,e asked, “Where are you?”
/ realiǌed / was naked͘

silk screen + monoprint by Gracie Pope
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Emily Jenkins
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

� coŵƉassionate grin and
WolitelǇ aǀerted eǇes,

Eeǀer one to eǀoke uneasiness͘
^iŵƉlǇ without Ňaw,

�lessed with a heart oĨ gold and a soul oĨ coŵƉassion͘
'raceĨul and coŵƉosed ďeǇond a skinned knee

�eǇond ũealousǇ, ďeǇond hatred, ďeǇond awkwardness͘

/͛ll neǀer Ĩorget the daǇ
/ walked into the Ɖowder rooŵ

�nd saw her aƉƉlǇing ŵakeuƉ to her Ĩace͘
^he turned, startled, and Ĩor a ďrieĨ ŵoŵent

/ saw her Ĩear͘
&ear oĨ eǆƉosure͘

/ turned awaǇ, ƉolitelǇ aǀerting ŵǇ eǇes,
Eot wanting to eǀoke uneasiness

�t the oďǀious sight
KĨ the ďlue and ďlack discolorations on her cheeks͘ 

Perfect
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Kelsey Kay Herring
 

DǇ daddǇ likes to talk with his hands Ͷ
Wainting a Ɖicture in the air with words that / don͛t Ƌuite understand͘ 

,e tells oĨ sleeƉing ƉeoƉle on taďles Ɖale
thite gauǌe and red ďlood

hnder his Įngernails͘ 
,e usuallǇ washes his hands͘ 

,e tells stories 
Kǀer dinner

KĨ how he has to ďreak ďones
/n order to set theŵ straight͘ 

͞,ealing reƋuires Ɖain, honeǇ͟ 
,e saǇs, his words adding weight

 do the heaǀǇ rooŵ͘  
͞dhat s͛ what ŵakes ŵǇ ũoď great, 

^traightening out the crooked in ƉeoƉle ũust like Ǉou͘͟  
,is hands ŵiŵe the ďreaking 

dhe snaƉƉing͘ 
/ close ŵǇ eǇes to the red hue 

dhe rooŵ has ďecoŵe 
�nd sƋueeǌe ŵǇ hands together to ŵake theŵ stoƉ 

^haking͘ 
�nd while / don͛t ƉraǇ to ŵǇ daddǇ Ͷ 

dhose leƩers are reserǀed Ĩor soŵeone else Ͷ 
/ can͛t helƉ ďut wonder iĨ ŵǇ god held ŵǇ ďroken ďodǇ in his 

�loodǇ hands
�nd said the saŵe thing͘ 

Dr. God

photograph by Paige Derwenskus

- 28 -



Olivia Krueger
 

&riendshiƉ is like a sock͘
/t coŵes in all diīerent Ĩorŵs,
coŵĨorts Ǉou,
and Ɖroǀides Ɖrotection Ĩroŵ harŵ͘

Kne daǇ, Ǉou notice a loose thread͘
�s hard as Ǉou trǇ to ignore it, Ǉou can͛t resist͘
zou Ɖull at it
and create a hole͘
dhe sock s͛ not the saŵe as it used to ďe͘
�Ōer soŵe tiŵe, Ǉou can͛t helƉ ǇourselĨ
and unraǀel ŵore and ŵore͘
Eow, there s͛ no sock,
ũust a Ɖile oĨ thread,
and it s͛ all Ǉour Ĩault͘

Snag

colored pencil drawing (opposite) by Julia Nahley

Georgia Weathers
 

/ reŵeŵďer the Įrst ĨourͲleaĨ cloǀer Ǉou eǀer gaǀe ŵe͘
te were on a walk through ŵǇ neighďorhood

�nd Ǉou crouched down,
�nd / thought soŵething was wrong until

zou stood ďack uƉ holding a cloǀer͘
zou Ɖut it in ŵǇ leŌ hand and held ŵǇ right

�nd we keƉt walking͘
/ can still reŵeŵďer the sun

�nd the heat
�nd the waǇ Ǉou sŵelled right aŌer Ǉou got out oĨ the shower͘

�ut eǀen ĨourͲleaĨ cloǀers die͘
dhat s͛ whǇ / sƉent that night crǇing

�nd Ǉou sƉent that night kissing her͘

I Remember
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dhe ŵoŵent / saw Ǉou
/ wondered iĨ Ǉou would eǀer Ĩeel 

dhe waǇ / did ũust then ;inadeƋuateͿ
�s iĨ

zou had riƉƉed out ŵǇ throat 
�nd Ɖut it in ŵǇ heart 

^o it would sing

/ liked how when night caŵe
the stars rose in Ǉour eǇes

and Ǉou ďecaŵe awake 

/ liked how the onlǇ ďruises Ǉou get 
were Ĩroŵ ringing hand ďells

Kr accidental uŵďrellas

/ liked how Ǉou were the tǇƉe oĨ Ɖerson 
dhat the word lilac Įts

�ut not the color
:ust its gentleness

�nd / liked how Ǉou got Įshing gear 
Ĩor �hristŵas one Ǉear
:ust so Ǉou could go Įshing in the air
and clouds

�ut ŵost iŵƉortantlǇ 
/ liked
how Ǉou gaǀe ŵe a dictionarǇ
with the words
sadness
and 
incapable
crossed out
so / would neǀer haǀe theŵ
in ŵǇ ǀocaďularǇ

ďut Ǉou should haǀe also crossed out 
the word truth 
ďecause Ǉou didn͛t haǀe that word
in Ǉours͘ 

Ashley Zhu

Dictionary

then / ŵet her that daǇ in the northwest corner oĨ the church garden neǆt to 

the roseďush, / didn͛t notice her naŵe or her Ĩace, ďut / was drawn to her ǀelǀetǇ ǀoice͘

,er ǀoice was indigo streaks across a dusk skǇ͘ �eeƉ and Ňeeting͘ / neǀer wanted 

her words to cease, Ǉet she͛d look at ŵe so eǆƉectantlǇ, waiting Ĩor a reƉlǇ͘ / would sŵile 

or laugh lightlǇ͘ / couldn͛t ŵatch the color oĨ her ǀoice͘ thile her words stirred riǀers in 

ŵe, ŵine Ĩell Ňat as a slaď oĨ slate, cold to the touch͘ � sŵall gesture was all / could oīer, 

a short interŵission ďeĨore she unleashed ŵore wondrous ŵusic Ĩroŵ her soul͘

that / didn͛t hear that daǇ or aŌer was the anger lǇing underneath her words͘ 

/ was too ďusǇ adŵiring those indigo streaks to notice the ďloodͲred Ɖooling around 

theŵ͘ dhe signs were all there͘ / should haǀe heard the aching criŵson in her ǀoice͘ 

Kr the scarlet tears driƉƉing Ĩroŵ her words͘ �ll oĨ her was seething with red ͘͘͘ and / 

ŵissed it͘

Eow / will neǀer again hear those indigo streaks across the dusk skǇ͘ KnlǇ echoes 

oĨ red͘ �s / ǀisit that saŵe roseďush, / reŵeŵďer the girl who daǌǌled ŵe with sǇllaďles, 

who couldn͛t ďe saǀed Ĩroŵ herselĨ͘
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Kristen Barrett

The Girl Next to the Roses
Kristen Barrett

photographic detail (above) by Paige Derwenskus
photograph (opposite) by Taylor Farrington



Snapshots

section 5

Keely Hendricks
 

/t s͛ Doscow in ϭϵϴϵ͗
zou͛re standing on a large ďalconǇ, 

� throng oĨ ďustling Zussians ďlurred in the ďackground
 

1989
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zou͛re Ϯϵ Ǉears old, no ŵakeͲuƉ
/n an oǀersiǌed ďrown leather ũacket and ďangs͘

zou͛ǀe ďeen traǀeling the world Ĩor Įǀe Ǉears,
�nd / knowͶalthough Ǉou didn͛t at the tiŵeͶ

dhat Ǉou͛ll ďe traǀeling Ĩor Įǀe ŵore͘
�lwaǇs wandering, 

�rightͲĨaced and ďenign, unaĨraid
KĨ rude ŵen, Ĩoreign ŵaƉs, and loneliness͘

�re Ǉou aĨraid now that / haǀe ŵade the saŵe choice͍
�Ĩraid oĨ the ƉeoƉle / ŵaǇ encounter,

KĨ the wrong turns / ŵaǇ take,
KĨ the stiŇing Ƌuietness that /͛ll leaǀe ďehind͍

zou Ĩorget how ŵuch oĨ Ǉou is in ŵe͘ zou Ĩorget Ǉour own strength oĨ will͘ 

dhe straƉs oĨ ŵǇ ďackƉack Ɖinch ŵǇ hiƉs͘
/ reek oĨ �eet and ŵoǆie͘

zou keeƉ touching ŵǇ cheeks, reŵinding ŵe oĨ all the dangers͗
dhe drug cartels, the carniǀorous Ɖlants,

:ungles that onlǇ sƉit uƉ the ďones͘

zou snaƉ a Ɖicture ďeĨore / ďoard the Ɖlane,
then /͛ŵ not reallǇ looking,

�nd / wonder
/Ĩ Ǉou see ǇourselĨ, instead͗

�londe and aŵďitious, 
Zash and uncoiled,

^tuƉidlǇ Ǉoung͘

/ wonder iĨ Ǉou are ũust now realiǌing
,ow ŵuch Ǉou ďroke Ǉour ŵother s͛ heart͘

colored pencil on paper (opposite) by Sadie Paczosa
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zou wanted to haǀe a good tiŵe
�lothes tight, hair ďack

�areĨoot ^aturdaǇ in the suŵŵer
thoeǀer wanted to Ɖick Ǉou uƉ

/t didn͛t ŵaƩer
�s long as theǇ took Ǉou soŵewhere else

there the grass was green 
and soŌ ďeneath Ǉour toes

Innocence in the 
Summertime

�nd a gliƩerǇ sŵoke Įlled the air
�louding all the things that scared Ǉou
/n that ŵoŵent
then the heat stuck to Ǉou like sǇruƉ
�nd Ǉour sŵile chaƩered on 
�ďout haƉƉǇ nothings
/t wasn͛t naŢǀe to ďelieǀe in strawďerrǇ Įelds
�nd good tiŵes

Murray Hannon

Space

colored pencil drawing 
by Helen Riley Lazenby

�riǀing down our Ĩaǀorite street at night
,is hands taƉƉing the steering wheel  

do the ďeat oĨ a song
DǇ head out the window
Kther headlights going ďǇ  

/n a ceaseless streaŵ oĨ light
�ach glowing like a star 

�nd / reŵeŵďer whǇ  
/ wanted to ďe an astronaut

ϲ Ǉears old,  
>aǇing on the side 

KĨ a Eorth �arolina ŵountain
^Ɖrawled out and griƉƉing the grass
�Ĩraid that / would Ĩall into sƉace  
/Ĩ / didn͛t hold on
dhe stars called ŵǇ naŵe
�nd / could hear it  
>ike a Ɖounding in ŵǇ chest
dhousands oĨ ŵiles awaǇ,  
�ut the ǀoice still rung unshaken Ͷ
There is always something more to do
And somewhere else to go

Murray Hannon



/t was ĨourͲthirtǇ a͘ŵ͘ and the skǇ was a Ɖearl when / was driǀing through  

�oston͘ �riǀing through the ďeating, Ɖulsing heart oĨ the citǇ͘ �ǀen so earlǇ, it 

throďďed͘ DǇ Ɖulse echoed͘ 

dhe soaring ďuildings were ũust oƉening their glowing eǇes, while ŵine were 

ďegging to shut͘ Kur ǀehicle s͛ wheels tiƉtoed down a road that was ũust a string in this 

ďallͲoĨͲǇarn citǇ, and it would unraǀel at Eanna s͛ aƉartŵent͗ where / would glide uƉ 

the eleǀator and go ďack to sleeƉ͘ �ut Ĩor now / was conĮned to a car͘  � car with soŌ 

seats and ďig windows͘ / looked outside, and Ĩor the Įrst tiŵe, / saw͘ 

dhe aǀenues Ǉawned and stretched, and the streetlights ďlinked a Ĩew tiŵes, 

sƉilling their honeǇͲcolored light͘ / knew that soon the sun would ďe shot, ďooŵ, like a 

gun͘ /t would shaƩer the Ƌuiet, shaƩer the cloudǇ, silǀer dawn͘ ,and in hand with the 

Dear Boston
Bianca Sass

b&w photograph by Ifeanyi Da Silva; Boston skyline courtesy of Rick Berk (Creative Commons)
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daǇ, the night Įres the Ɖistol then scurries awaǇ͘ Dorning takes oī running͘ ^uďwaǇs 

chugging, ďlinds snaƉƉing uƉ, constellations rolling out oĨ ďed͘ �ut Ĩor now, eǀerǇthing 

was ũust starting to stir͘  � runner Ňiƫng Ɖast, a ŵan with a ďrieĨcase ďustling ďǇ͘ 

^uddenlǇ the car stoƉƉed, screeched, slaŵŵed to a stoƉ, and we were at the 

aƉartŵent, and / was inside, ďut / didn͛t want to ďe͘ /nside and ďack to realitǇ͘ /nside 

and sŵall͘ /nside and shuƫng the door in ŵǇ Ĩuture s͛ Ĩace͘ ^huƫng the door on the 

citǇ͘ Kutside, the citǇ͘ /t ďeckoned͘ �nd, 'od, / wanted to staǇ to see what a liĨe oĨ ŵǇ 

own could look like͘ 

that an awĨul tiŵe Ĩor a Ňight, Eanna cooed͘ / nodded, nodded, nodded͘ 

WeoƉle loǀe when Ǉou do that͘

�ut soŵething wasn͛t right͘ � grandŵother s͛ cashŵere hug is warŵ, and sŵile 

that loǀes Ǉou is nice, ďut a leather Ɖassenger s͛ seat is deŵeaning͘ �nd a citǇ waiting 

Ĩor Ǉou to dance with it, hand in hand, ŵakes Ǉou want grow uƉ͘ hƉ like a skǇscraƉer͘  

hƉ to touch the ŵoon͘ / need to reŵeŵďer that stars are Ĩorŵed in swirling neďulae 

oĨ coŵƉlete and uƩer entroƉǇ͘  

/ nod at ŵǇ grandŵother͘  zes, Eanna͘ /͛ŵ tired͘ �ut / wanted to screaŵ that 

liĨe outside was ũust starting͘ ^tarting Ĩor those waking uƉ to another daǇ liǀing soŵeͲ

where aliǀe͘ 

�lthough, Ǉes, it s͛ true͘ / aŵ tired͘ dired oĨ tired͘ dired oĨ steƉƉing ďack into  

a Ɖlace / used to call hoŵe, then / realiǌe /͛ǀe grown or ŵaǇďe theǇ͛ǀe shrunk͘ Kr  

waking uƉ in a Ɖlace unĨaŵiliar and realiǌing right now /͛ŵ too sŵall or theǇ͛re too ďig, 

ďut one daǇ we͛ll ďoth ďe readǇ, and ŵaǇďe we͛ll eǀen eǆƉlode͘ /͛ll eǆƉlode͘ �ut these 

Ĩeelings dance hand in hand, intertwined͘ Kne cannot coŵe without the other͘  �an͛t 

want to ďe ďig unless Ǉou Ĩeel sŵall͘ �ecause ŵaƩer cannot ďe created nor destroǇed, 

eǀerǇthing is ũust ďecoŵing what it was going to ďe all along͘ 

,ow is school going͍ �nǇ news on what Ǉou want to ďe͍ Eanna asks, asks, 

asks, like grandŵothers do͘ 

,ow can / eǆƉlain that all / want to ďe is ŵǇselĨ soŵewhere that can handle 

ŵe, soŵewhere that has no choreograƉhǇ͘ :ust ŵoǀeŵent͘ Doǀeŵent all the tiŵe͘ ^o 

/ don͛t͘ / ũust Ɖroŵise �oston that /͛ll coŵe ďack, one daǇ, when /͛ŵ readǇ͘ ZeadǇ to call 

that whole skǇline ŵǇ house͘ / Ɖroŵise /͛ll ďe ďack͘
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tinter ďreak

Ϯ weeks oĨ hints 

Kne stiī ŵoǀie 

�ll hoƉe is lost 

Chances and Rounds
Y’Yemaya Boyd

photograph by KK Savage
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Daking ŵǇ waǇ through the herd
do ŵeet ŵǇ Ɖotential Ĩuture͘

 
�s the ƉearlǇ gates oĨ the

'Ǉŵ swing oƉen, / aŵ on the Ɖrowl͘
 

dhe ďooths set uƉ
>ike Ɖroŵ nightͶ

daďles Ĩor sŵart girls,
daďles Ĩor athletes,

daďles that no one will notice͘
 

/ see ŵǇ Ĩuture
�ecorated

/n orange and ďlue͗
 

dhe hniǀersitǇ͘ DǇ Ɖroŵised >and͘
� Ɖlace where education is ǀalued,

^chool sƉirit is liŵitless,
�nd ŵales outnuŵďer Ĩeŵales͘

 
/ see ŵǇ Doses Ĩroŵ aĨar

tho will lead ŵe  
dhrough the college Ɖrocess, 

�nd saĨelǇ, 
>ike the /sraelites,

do the land oĨ ŵilk and honeǇ͘
 

dhe closer / get,
dhe ŵore / notice͘

,e is not what / saw
ϮϬ Ĩeet ďack͘

 
durtle ŵan greets ŵe tiŵidlǇ

>ike a turtle would͘
then / start to ask

Kne oĨ ŵǇ Ƌuestions
durtle ŵan snaƉs͗
What is your GPA
And your best 
ACT score?

/ adŵit to hiŵ
DǇ nuŵďers͘
,e eǆtends
,is eǀerlasting neck͗
 
Well …
;dhe Ɖause oĨ a liĨetiŵeͿ
... That would’ve gotten you in last year …
;�nother  ƉauseͿ
... but … things have changed since.
 
durtle ŵan shrinks
�ack into his shell,
^ignaling the end
KĨ our conǀersation͘
 
/ neǀer get the chance
do Ɖick uƉ a
͞'K dK KhZ ^�,KK>͟  Ɖacket͘
Kr a
͞>�d h^ ^W�D zKh t/d, �D�/>^͟ card͘
 
dhe herd
^huŋes ŵe oī
Knto other schools that
^eeŵ less oĨ a Ɖroŵised land͘
^o / leaǀe͘
 
�ack to sƋuare one͘
Zeũected͘ 

College Fair
Kelly Short



tater crashes through the stern,
�oǆswain calls slice the air

�atch, send
�atch, send͘

/cǇ rain stings skin͖
Wush ďack hard through the wind,

,eartďeat aching Ĩor the win͘
�atch, send

�atch, send͘

,ands griƉ tight, 
Wull to the chest͘

>ungs and legs ďegging Ĩor rest͘

photograph by Janet Ann Horner

Swing
Anna Grace Cole

�lood screaŵing in the earsͶ
�atch, send
�atch, send͘

Dind grows clear,
Doǀeŵent sŵooth͘
tind stoƉs howling,
�oǆswain calŵ͘ 
Kne ŵotion, 
Kne ďodǇ͖
Doǀing one ďoat͘ 
͞dhat͛s it, girls,
�atch together͘  
zou͛ǀe got the swing͘͟

,e sits in a suit
�oŵƉlete with coat and tie

,is hair ĮnelǇ gelled
^hoes Ɖolished to a shine

Deanwhile, / aŵ dressed in ũeans
>eather ũacket and sneakers to ďoot

DǇ hair wet and waǀǇ
DǇ oďserǀations acute

dhe old ŵan siƉs his coīee
/ siƉ ŵine

dhe Ɖancakes arriǀe
te each ďegin to dine

/ watch hiŵ read
� rustling newsƉaƉer, the Eew zork diŵes

dhen turn to ŵǇ own coƉǇ
thich is online

oil painting by Sadie Petraitis

The Generations
Stella Vujic

,e sƋuints at the ďlackͲandͲwhite Ɖrint
/ sƋuint at the ďright screen
dhis is the gaƉ, the two generations
dhe tiŵe unseen

that seƉarates us,
dhis ŵan and /͍
/s it the adǀanceŵent oĨ technologǇ
Kr the nature oĨ our ŵinds͍

te ďoth sit silentlǇ 
ZeŇecting uƉon the words
/ take a ďite oĨ ŵǇ Ɖancakes
�nd there͛s one thing oĨ which /͛ŵ sure

dhere is no curtain, no wall
Eo insurŵountaďle diǀide
Eothing ďetween the generations
�ǆceƉt a liƩle ďit oĨ tiŵe 
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Winter Formal
Marimac McRae

/͛ŵ on a couch that sŵells like soŵeone else s͛ house͘ /t s͛ a good sŵell, hoŵeǇ 
and Ĩresh at the saŵe tiŵe͘ / slide into the corner seat with aƉƉrehension, and ŵǇ 
nerǀousness Ĩorŵs weights ŵǇ ankles and wrists, ŵaniĨesting itselĨ in the awkward 
Ɖlaceŵent oĨ ŵǇ hands͘ / can͛t get coŵĨortaďle here Ƌuite Ǉet, eǀen though the seat 
suƉƉorts ŵe ƉerĨectlǇ͘ / can͛t get too relaǆed Ƌuite Ǉet͘ dhe canǀas rolls out, and / Ĩeel 
another ŵeŵorǇ Ĩorŵing in the atŵosƉhere oĨ the diŵlǇ lit liǀing rooŵ as stronglǇ as 
iĨ there were a teŵƉerature change͘

�leǀen girls laǇ on the Ňoor neǆt to ŵe in a ƉerĨect row͘ dhe diŵ light cannot 
stick to our skin with anǇthing stronger than a suďtle orange glow͘ DǇ eǇes trace oǀer 
the girls like a Ɖiano ƉlaǇer would trace the keǇs oĨ the Ɖiano͖ we ďoth know the harͲ
ŵonǇ oĨ this unseen ďut understood order͘  dheǇ are all incrediďlǇ iŵŵoďile, ďut their 
arŵs and legs are sƉrawled out in diīerent directions, iŵƉlicating a kind oĨ ŵotion 
that restlesslǇ holds the ŵoŵent still͘ 

dhrough the air siŌs siǀian͛s ǀoice reading to us͘ �ags laǇ eŵƉtǇ, and we laǇ 
with theŵ either lost to or claiŵed ďǇ the night͘ �ŵƉtǇ and cruŵƉled in the corner, / 
Ĩeel shadows Ĩroŵ the deeƉ creases in the deŇated Ĩaďric under our eǇes ďlooŵing like 
sunŇowers͘ dhrough the shadows that ďlooŵ in the earlǇ hours oĨ todaǇ, siǀian Ĩound 
her coƉǇ oĨ the ϯrd ,arrǇ WoƩer ďook͘ /t is ŵissing ďoth coǀers, and the Ɖage corners 

are soŌened ďǇ ĨreƋuent turns͘ siǀian reads without her glasses, ďut she reads withͲ
out ŵissing a word͘ dhe girls laǇ still in their actiǀe Ɖoses on the couch, like a Ɖiano 
holding out a note at the end oĨ the song͘ siǀian͛s storǇ takes us to another world͗ a 
world ďeǇond the ƉartǇ, a world that runs to its own ŵusic͘ / lose the lǇrics that ƉlaǇ 
in looƉs in ŵǇ head in Ĩaǀor oĨ Ĩalling into the waking dreaŵ oĨ the ƉostͲƉartǇ ďedtiŵe 
storǇ that Įlls the air͘  

DadeͲuƉ stories are caught in ďooks, in lines that run straight on ƉaƉer, in lines 
regulated ďǇ rules and ŵanaged ďǇ Ĩonts͘ / want to catch this one, right now, soŵeͲ
how͘ dhe ũuǆtaƉosition oĨ these stories, the atŵosƉhere s͛ Ɖower to transƉort us, and 
how ŵotion is held Ɖrisoner ďǇ sleeƉ and soŵe soŌened Ɖages͘ dhe Ɖiano keǇs so aliǀe 
haǀe ĮnallǇ Ĩallen silent, and onlǇ an echo oĨ us reŵains lingering in the solidiĨǇing air͘  
dhrough the gaƉs, the storǇ oĨ our generation reaches all oĨ us indiǀiduallǇ, / think͘ / 
don͛t know iĨ anǇone else is awake and hearing this too͘ / don͛t know iĨ anǇone enũoǇs 
this as ŵuch as siǀian and / do͘ �ut / do know that ŵǇ wrists Ĩeel unďound, and / sink 
into the couch with a kind oĨ ďelonging that / would not haǀe Ĩelt otherwise͘

�ut ũust when / think / aŵ alone, one oĨ the girls rings out with a sŵile at one oĨ 
the storǇ s͛ ũokes͘ dhen, another one rings out in harŵonǇ͖ she is sŵiling too͘ 

/ don͛t reallǇ know what this all ŵeans͘ dhese ŵature girls haǀe let this storǇ 
take theŵ as its own͘ dheir conĮdence ũust hours ďeĨore coŵes ďeaŵing ďack to ŵe in 
the unsƉoken tongue oĨ ŵeŵorǇ, and / wonder iĨ this is the side oĨ the girls that / will 
see when we wake uƉ͘ till we ďe docile or dauntless in the daǇlight͍ 

/ inhale the sŵell oĨ a house unĨaŵiliar that has ďecoŵe Ĩaŵiliar͘  / know that 
ŵǇ last ĨootsteƉ oĨ the night has ďecoŵe one oĨ ŵǇ Ĩaǀorites͘ / sŵile as ŵǇ sleeƉ 
starǀed eǇes close, and the notes oĨ ,arrǇ WoƩer cloud ŵǇ head and Ɖut ŵe to sleeƉ 
like theǇ alwaǇs did when / was Ǉounger͘  

dhe ĨootsteƉs / leŌ coŵe ďack to ŵe, shouting in the unsƉoken tongue oĨ ŵeŵͲ
orǇ͘ &ootsteƉs in ƉaƩerns like howͲtoͲdance Ňoors coŵe ďack to ŵake uƉ ŵǇ ŵeŵorǇ͘ 
dheǇ ďecoŵe taƉestries oĨ the night, reŵinding ŵe oĨ what haƉƉened through their 
ďrush strokes ŵade with the reŵnants oĨ ŵotion͘ Deŵories that resonate with ŵe Ĩall 
to ŵǇ ĮngertiƉs, Įnding their Ɖlace in an eternallǇ eǆƉanding dataďase hidden ďehind 
ŵǇ locks oĨ thick, tousled hair͘  ^oŵewhere ďetween an aŌer ƉartǇ and ,arrǇ WoƩer, / 
discoǀer that / aŵ ǀerǇ glad to ďe in the corner͘   
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The Edge of Reality

But, life still forces me to think,
“What if you had been caught in the universe’s spilled ink?”

-Emily Beach

And so here we make our choice.
Push ourselves to swim, climb, reach for the light of the surface!

Or cease our struggle and gently fall back in the waiting nothing.

-Emily Warren

photographic details (above and opposite) by Taylor Farrington

section 6

�nd let WruĨrock ďe aĨraid

at the aƉƉroach oĨ the �ternal &ootŵan, ďut let ŵe ďe
what / was when / Ĩelt his hand, when / saw his �Ǉe, which was ƉurelǇ tired͘

tired like the sea at twilight͘  ͬͬ no, not eǀen tiredlike anǇthing �eautiĨul,,, i was
tired like old egg ŵcŵuĸn wraƉƉers seƩled aƩheďoƩoŵ oĨ the hudson riǀer,

eǆhausted

as the �iscarded wing oĨ a ŇǇ

siƫng on a dustǇ windowsill͘

Ella McKenzie

Approach
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mixed media on paper 
by Alex Scott

^oŵe ƉeoƉle are sƋueaŵish around ďones, ďlood
thǇ would Ǉour inĨrastructure giǀe Ǉou Ƌualŵs͍
thǇ shǇ awaǇ Ĩroŵ the ǀerǇ rawest Ɖarts oĨ Ǉou͍ 

do ďe reŵinded Ǉou are onlǇ ďones, ďlood
is unseƩling͘ 

zet regardless oĨ how it Ĩeels, Ǉour ďodǇ is not an ultiŵatuŵ͘

Zeŵeŵďer, ďlood runs in riǀers right ďelow Ǉour skin
/ can alŵost hear it rushing when / hug Ǉou, under Ǉour soŌ and worn

ďlue coƩon shirt͘

�nd reŵeŵďer, the wrinkles on Ǉour grandŵother s͛ Ĩace scrawl like streaŵs on a ŵaƉ͘ 
�nd it is ďeautiĨul,

the Ĩossils oĨ graǀitǇ tugging, 
and her neǀer giǀing in͘ 

�on͛t Ǉou want to Ĩace into the wind until it tears right through Ǉou͍
�on͛t Ǉou want to stand Ǉour ground 

until the world wears Ǉou to the ďone͍
�ones, ďlood͘

/ aŵ the closet and / aŵ the skeleton inside͘

/sn͛t it craǌǇ to think soŵething tangiďle is holding Ǉou together͍
/sn͛t it horrid to think soŵe would snaƉ those ligaŵents like a wishďone͍

/sn͛t it terriĨǇing Ǉou can Ĩeel Ǉour ŵortalitǇ surrounding Ǉour ŵind like a cage͍ 

�ut / know what it s͛ like 
to Ĩeel sŵall on the inside so Ǉou ďaƩle to shrink Ǉour outside͘

�nd / know what it s͛ like 
to steer straight, eager into eǆciteŵent and 

Ĩorget to roll uƉ Ǉour windows when eǀerǇthing coŵes crashing down͘ 
/ aŵ Įnding out what it s͛ like to get ďack uƉ

and Ɖut ǇourselĨ together like a ũigsaw Ɖuǌǌle͘ 

/ aŵ the closet and / aŵ the skeleton inside͘ 

I Am the Closet and I Am
the Skeleton Inside

Bianca Sass

- 49 -



dhe lawn is ŵowed,

�ǀerǇ last ďlade triŵŵed ƉerĨectlǇ to the ŵilliŵeter͘

dheǇ added another hedge to our collection oĨ isolation͘

�ll the hard work Ɖut into the Ǉard is not ours,

�ut oĨ other ŵen͘

 

^oŵe ŵornings when / Ɖeer through the winding stair case windows,

/ can reŵeŵďer what it was like 

dhe Įrst tiŵe the house s͛ diǀinitǇ struck ŵe like crǇstal͘

�s / sailed down each grandiose steƉ, / was highlǇ unaware oĨ the securitǇ 

dhat an anchored shiƉ harďors͘

Kthers were reaching, running, and rushing Ĩor what / had͘

DǇ house, ŵǇ Ǉard, ŵǇ two golden retrieǀer dogs ͙

 

DǇ naŵe is >auren Diller and to theŵ, ͞enough͟ is not enough͘ 

�nough is a word deǀoid oĨ all ŵeaning ďecause in the wake oĨ the �ŵerican �reaŵ, 

�octors with ŵoneǇ Ňowing Ĩroŵ their Ɖockets or wellͲdressed ďusiness ŵen 

;and woŵen, ďut how oŌen do Ǉou hear aďout theŵͿ are as rich as the ŵan on the 

^ide oĨ the road with a sign that reads ͞Eo ŵoneǇ͘ Eo hoŵe͘͟   

dhe ͞enough͟ ƉeoƉle are looking Ĩor is not Ĩound in their ũoďs 

Kr their luǆurious heated ďathrooŵ tile Ňoor͘  

͞�nough͟ is not tucked into anǇ oĨ these things͙ 

�ut ŵǇ Ĩather ũust ďought another car͘

I Am Not a Miller
Caroline Scudder

oil on canvas (opposite) by Sadie Petraitis
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Conflict—Inside and Out

section 7
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oil on canvas (opposite) by Georgia Slattery

/t s͛ not soŵething Ǉou desire
�ut soŵething Ǉou receiǀe͘

/t s͛ not a glance ďut a
^tare͘

/t s͛ not a grin ďut an
�ǆclaŵation͘

/t s͛ scarlet rather than red,
�orƉse Ňower rather than caŵellia,

�rsenal rather than ďullet,
deŵƉest rather than driǌǌle͘

dhe ƉeoƉle chased us, 
/nŇicted their own Ɖains on our

/nnocence,
ZeƉriŵanded us Ĩor their own

^inĨulness͘

/t s͛ not soŵething we asked Ĩor,
�ut soŵething we receiǀed͘

Kur ŵothers and Ĩathers read
�ll that s͛ leŌ oĨ our naŵes

&roŵ our cenotaƉhs
�nd ďurǇ their ũoǇ
:ust like their ũoǇs

�uried us͘

Prematurely
Helen Riley Lazenby



1190 CE, Jerusalem

theneǀer / walked through ŵǇ sŵall town, / snorted at the desert wasteland 
around ŵe and Ǉanked ĨuriouslǇ at ŵǇ liŵƉ, dustǇ locks oĨ hair͘  dhis was the soͲcalled 
͞,olǇ >and͘͟  that was it aďout this Ɖlace that ŵade us want to go to war Ĩor it͍ do ďe 
stranded in an alien world, �hristians aŵong Dusliŵs͍ 

dheǇ said the WoƉe was giǀing uƉ on the ,olǇ tar͘  Kur �hristian seƩleŵents 
were all ďeing aďandoned͘ ^oŵetiŵes /͛d hear ŵǇ ŵother ďegging ŵǇ Ĩather to leaǀe, 
go ďack to /talǇ͘ �ut ŵǇ Ĩather had alwaǇs ďeen Ĩar too religious͘ Zeligious enough to 
cart ŵe, a tinǇ girl, across all oĨ �uroƉe to reach the holiest Ɖlace on earth͘

/ was Įǀe, ďut / reŵeŵďered it so well͘ DaǇďe that s͛ whǇ, eǀen now, / ũuŵƉed 
at Ňickering shadows cast ďǇ diŵ candlelight or caǀed into ŵǇselĨ wheneǀer soŵeone 
Ɖassed ŵe͘ Kn that ũourneǇ, /͛d ďegged Ĩor ŵǇ ŵother to carrǇ ŵe, ďut eǀentuallǇ her 
arŵs drooƉed downwards͘ DǇ Ĩather neǀer deigned to helƉͶhe͛d wanted a son, and 
/ was ũust a ďurden͘ �sƉeciallǇ since ŵǇ eǇes were diīerent colors, green and ďlue͘ do 
hiŵ that was a curse, soŵehow͘ Deanwhile, the ďlisters rose and ƉoƉƉed on ŵǇ Ĩeet͘ 

Always War-Torn
Maya Misra

DǇ Ĩace turned red and raw to the touch͘ tith shaking Įngers, / could trace lines down 
the ďones that ũuƩed like ŵountains Ĩroŵ ŵǇ skin͘
 &inallǇ we arriǀed͙at a warͲďeaten desert͘ / could see where ŵagniĮcent teŵͲ
Ɖles had once risen͘ � last shadow oĨ the ,olǇ >and͘ Eow theǇ were torn down in 'od s͛ 
naŵe͘ / don͛t know iĨ 'od would haǀe liked to see soŵething that ďeautiĨul destroǇed͘ 
 &or a decade, /͛d slowlǇ seƩled into this new world͘ /͛d carried water ďack and 
Ĩorth Ĩroŵ the wells and swiƉed the house clean oĨ the oŵniƉresent dust͘ dhe ŵonotonǇ 
oĨ liĨe had worn in͘ dhen the Dusliŵs started to Įght ďack against our conƋuest͘ �nd 
win͘ ^uddenlǇ eǀerǇone around us was leaǀing͘ 
 zet ŵǇ Ĩather insisted we staǇ͗ 'od would Ɖrotect us͘ �ut then / heard the sound 
oĨ soldiers ŵarching oī to ďaƩle͘ / tasted the ŵetallic tang oĨ wearǇ ďlood on the air 
when theǇ caŵe ďack, their swords drooƉing in their hands͘ �nd / wondered iĨ his assurͲ
ances were reallǇ true͘ / didn͛t dare saǇ it, though͘ &ather would slaƉ ŵe Ĩor it͘ &or that, 
and Ĩor his Ɖride͘ ,e caŵe here wanting to ŵake a new liĨe, and he wouldn͛t let hiŵselĨ 
giǀe uƉ on it͘ 
 ^o / would staǇ here, in this warͲtorn land, and ƉraǇ to a 'od that didn͛t loǀe ŵe͘ 

2015, Greece

 / reŵeŵďered ^Ǉria͘ /t was the onlǇ thing /͛d think oĨ when / curled into a ďall at 
night͘ then / tried to Ĩorget the rest oĨ the world͘ zes, it was strange, ďeing a �hristian 
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girl aŵong Dusliŵs͘ ^till, /͛d had Dusliŵ Ĩriends͘ �nd Ɖlans Ĩor college, a liĨe͘ 
hntil the ciǀil war and /^/^͘ dhe ŵinute theǇ started inǀading ^Ǉria, ƉeoƉle Ňed͘ 

�ut ŵǇ Ɖarents, ŵǇ Ĩather esƉeciallǇ, were adaŵant͘ te were staǇing͘ /t was ƉroďaďlǇ 
ũust a sŵall uƉrising, theǇ argued͘ Eo need to ũust leaǀe͘ zou haǀe college coŵing uƉ͘ 
dhink aďout that͘ 

�ut / couldn͛t͘ / sat huddled in ŵǇ house, daǇ aŌer daǇ, ƉraǇing that the ŵiliͲ
tants wouldn͛t get us͘ �t Įrst, / was sure 'od had listened͘ �Ōer /͛d ďroken down with 
anǆietǇ, ŵǇ ŵother conǀinced ŵǇ Ĩather to leaǀe Ĩor �uroƉe͘ tithin a week, ŵǇ hoŵe 
was ŵiles ďehind ŵe͘ / thought / was saĨe͘ 

�ut now, /͛ǀe learned that 'od has a twisted sense oĨ huŵor͘  te were saĨe 
Ĩroŵ war, ďut / was stuck on a tinǇ 'reek island, craŵŵed aŵong thousands oĨ other 
ƉeoƉle͘ / hǇƉerǀentilated wheneǀer / thought oĨ the ŵoďͲlike crush ũust outside the 
tent ŇaƉs͘ 

/ suƉƉosed the greatest ironǇ was that / couldn͛t get ďack into �uroƉe͘ �ack 
into the Ɖlace where / traced ŵǇ historǇ͘ DǇ ĨaŵilǇ had coŵe Ĩroŵ /talǇ, ŵigrating durͲ
ing the crusades͘ / adŵired ŵǇ ancestors, ďecause theǇ͛d stuck to the hoŵe theǇ loǀed 
Ĩor Ǉears͘ dheǇ were diīerent and Ɖersecuted, ďut theǇ staǇed͘ / wished / could͛ǀe 
done that͘ 

/nstead, eǀerǇ daǇ ŵǇ nose wrinkled as / Ɖassed countless tents in the reĨugee 
caŵƉ, searching Ĩor a single whiī oĨ Ĩresh air͘  dhis was nothing like ^Ǉria, where / could 
go uƉ to the rooĨ, and the hot, drǇ wind would caress ŵǇ hair͘  ,ere, / couldn͛t escaƉe 
the scent oĨ roƫng Ĩood, sewage, and the Ɖress oĨ ƉeoƉle͘ / was liǀing like / was Ĩroŵ 
a ^Ǉrian sluŵ, not a wellͲoī district͘ DǇ eǇesͶone green, one ďlueͶďurned ũust 
thinking aďout it͘

Eow, / understood that ŵǇ hoŵe had alwaǇs ďeen a war ǌone͘ �nd alwaǇs 
would ďe͘ &roŵ the dawn oĨ ŵankind, ƉeoƉle had ďeen Ɖushed around, and / was onlǇ 
the latest in a long line oĨ the disƉlaced͘ 

DǇ Ɖarents wanted to return to the ďirthƉlace oĨ ŵǇ ancestors͗ /talǇ͘ �ut /talǇ 
wouldn͛t take us ďack͘ WerhaƉs 'od was Ɖunishing us Ĩor leaǀing the ,olǇ >and, ďut 
wouldn͛t ,e ũust want us to ďe saĨe͍ / wasn͛t sure, and / was aĨraid to think aďout it 
too ŵuch͘ �ecause iĨ / started thinking, /͛d neǀer stoƉ͘ 

^o / staǇed here, in a caŵƉ oĨ warͲtorn ƉeoƉle, and ƉraǇed to a 'od that didn͛t 
loǀe ŵe͘
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dhe skǇ is wider than /͛ǀe eǀer seen it, ŵountains oĨ clouds and dark trees in the 
distance and the skǇ is ďlue, ďluer than the scarǀes we leŌ at hoŵe͘ dhe rains haǀe let 
uƉ Ĩor the ŵoŵent, and /͛ŵ allowed to see the skǇ, Ĩor once͘ /͛ŵ standing, high aďoǀe 
the Ňat ďrown Ɖlains and ŵiles oĨ tents, ďecause it s͛ the onlǇ waǇ / can Ĩeel aďoǀe anǇͲ
thing, aďoǀe the ďrown water that Ɖools on the ground, aďoǀe the endless white Ĩaďric 
that s͛ called hoŵeͶďut it s͛ not, not now, not eǀer͘  �nd / let ŵǇselĨ ďreathe, although 
the sŵoke in ŵǇ lungs ũust won͛t dissiƉate, and / let ŵǇ eǇes oƉen, although the clouds 
in theŵ ũust won͛t ďe ďrushed awaǇ͘ DǇ Įngers are stiī and stinging, shoǀed into ŵǇ 
coat Ɖockets ďecause otherwise theǇ͛d turn red, red like the seƫng sun͘ dhe wind is 
wild, uƉ aďoǀe anǇ shelter, whiƉƉing around corners and tugging at the Ĩolds oĨ ŵǇ coat͘ 
/t whisƉers in ŵǇ ear, coŵe with ŵe, and /͛ŵ teŵƉted to Ĩall into the Ɖroŵise͘ DǇ Ĩace 
is tingling, so cold it ďurns, not Ƌuite warŵͶ/ can alŵost reŵeŵďer what warŵ Ĩeels 
like, like hoŵe͘ DǇ liŵďs haǀe ĨorgoƩen what it Ĩeels like to not ďe stiī, Ĩroǌen in Ɖlace 
ďǇ the hard ground and Ĩrost͘ dhere s͛ hunger gnawing at ŵǇ Ɖit oĨ a stoŵach, though 
/͛ŵ not sure iĨ it s͛ hunger Ĩor Ĩood or hunger to ďe Ĩree, ďut either waǇ / Ĩeel eŵƉtǇ, so 
eŵƉtǇ, eŵƉtǇ as the wide oƉen skǇ that leans down and ŵurŵurs words oĨ courage, 
ďe ďraǀe͘ / aŵ alone͘ / aŵ alone with the clouds and the ďlue and the ďrown water 
Ɖooled on the ground ďut at least / can see, and eǀerǇthing is ŵore golden and less 
greǇ ďut still / stand and still / do not know how ŵuch hoƉe / should allow ŵǇselĨ to Ĩeel͘ 

Alone
Valerie Sheehan

oil on canvas (opposite) by Sadie Petraitis



Anonymous

we’ll watch the ceiling.
no cracks, no
spinning fans like daisies, no
paint or dust
or fingerprints, but we’ll
watch the industrial lights,
alarms, trapdoors,
the medicinal white-beige,
how we can stare and read it
like a sad story
for children; we’ll watch the ceiling
as we fade into
it, as it becomes us
and our memory is jumbled
with the book of the top,
the lightless bulbs, the brown
evident sans-color,
the tree outside, and the sky,
but this, our ceiling,
is our sky.  This bulb is our sun.

Ceiling
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lithograph crayon on paper 
(opposite) by Priya Patel

Kaili Wang

siǀid striƉes that are iŵƉrinted on ŵǇ eǇelids, an aĨteriŵage that neǀer 
leaǀes ŵe alone as / sleeƉ͘ ,ow could it͍ �ig striƉes, ďut are theǇ reallǇ striƉes͍ 
EoͶpuntos actuallǇ, within the scheŵe oĨ lines͘ �ots and linesͶis that not how 
gringos descriďe Dorse͍ /, too, aŵ ŵerelǇ a dot in a conǀersation, a consƉiracǇ, in 
a language / do not eǀen understand ŵǇselĨ͖ an ignorant ƉarticiƉant͘ �t least there 
are no striƉes on ŵǇ own ďodǇ͖ ŵǇ ďrother Dateo is not as Ĩortunate͘ ,e is striƉed, 
lockedͲuƉ ďehind ŵore striƉes͘ dwoͲdiŵensional striƉes

Stripes

the goǀernŵ
ent likes striƉes,

doesn͛t he͍ ^triƉes eǀerǇw
here,

stalking ŵ
Ǉ tracks͘ dhe striƉes oĨ

coīee ďeans on ŵ
Ǉ Ĩathers͛ taďle, 

striƉes oĨ rusting train tracks 

stained red, striƉes oĨ ranunculi 

that / sorelǇ snatch daǇ ďǇ daǇ to 

giǀe to strangers instead oĨ ŵ
Ǉ 

ow
n w

iĨe, and striƉes oĨ the ƉerĨect

lines oĨ these tǇƉed w
ords͘ �ut

then, there are the striƉes oĨ the

ƉerƉendicular to threeͲdiŵ
ensional striƉes͖

reason disaƉƉoints ŵe͘ Kh, to ďe a kid again, when / could Ɖaint striƉes on ŵǇ Ĩace with 
ũust the ďright colors, and duŵƉ out the uglǇ hues͊ Eow, / aŵ knowing, and aĨraid to 
know ŵore͘ / staǇ Ĩar awaǇ Ĩroŵ ŵirrors, in Ĩear oĨ what colors / ŵaǇ Įnd there todaǇ͘

  rainďow high aďoǀe the ďlinding delicates oĨ the Į eld, a diī erent shaƉe than anǇ oĨ

    the other striƉes. These are the stri
Ɖes I w

ant to

 se
iǌe

 an
d 

ho
ld

 cl
os

er
 to

 ŵ
Ǉ

ďeati ng heart t
han ŵ

Ǉ Ɖ

hǇsi
ca
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Ǉ w
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e͖
 Ǉ
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Kn the Įrst daǇ,
�aŵe a headache

thich rendered ŵe useless
do ŵǇ Ĩriends who stood outside

/n a circle holding hands

Kn the third daǇ
�aŵe the Ĩeǀer, 

� Įre soŵeone had started
&roŵ deeƉ within ŵǇ ďodǇ

dhat leŌ ŵe unaďle
do ũoin the singing oĨ ŵǇ Ĩriends

tho stood in a circle holding hands

Kn the ĮŌh daǇ,
�aŵe the retching

DǇ ďlood Ɖouring out
/n ďlack dots across ŵǇ white sheets

>eaǀing ŵǇ stoŵach eŵƉtǇ
�ŵƉtǇ

thile ŵǇ Ĩriends now stood outside ŵǇ ďedrooŵ door
/n a circle holding hands

Kn the seǀenth daǇ
�aŵe the deliriuŵ

&roŵ the Ɖain oĨ the ďuďo
� roƩen aƉƉle

^welling, hardening, turning ďlack
�nd ŵǇ Ĩriends standing in circle around ŵǇ ďed

^inging, ͞Zing around the Zosie͙͟
&all down,

^till in a circle holding hands

The Odd Days of the Plague
Mariama Dodd

intaglio print (opposite) by Sadie Paczosa
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Ella McKenzie
 

eǀerǇthing is still͘
eǀen the liƩle tree,

whose Įngers Ƌuiǀer with the slightest draŌ,
is ŵotionless͘

it is so still that / wonder iĨ it can Ĩeel 

its own heartďeat͘

the ũars are still and the chair is still 
and the eǆistence oĨ tiŵe

is hinted onlǇ ďǇ tick oĨ a clock
and the changing notes on the Ɖiano downstairs͘

the wood Ňoor, the ďed,
the light, ŵǇ ďreath, the guitars in the corner,

theǇ sit as though theǇ are oǀer,
as though theǇ need rest, to ďecoŵe a crater, to ďecoŵe a ŵuseuŵ͘

theǇ look like theǇ are waiting Ĩor soŵething to coŵe along
and oƉen their skin and ŵake theŵ ďleed like theǇ should͘

the cold is coǀering soŵe oĨ the things like a ŵildew Ĩrost,
like a coŵƉlete stillness, like this instant has ďeen ƉhotograƉhed

and ŵade to look as though it eǆists

in the third diŵ        ension͘

Bleeding
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micron pen
ink drawing 

by Ashley Zhu
colored pencil drawing 
(opposite) by Jordyn Lesh

is
waiting in ďed

Ĩor hiŵ to coŵe talk to Ǉou
not knowing he s͛ alreadǇ

whisƉering in Ǉour other ear
ďut Ǉou ũust didn͛t hear

sadness

is 
wondering what a ďird does

when its wings are ďroken

sadness

is 
a liĨetiŵe oĨ inadeƋuacǇ

and Įnding sǇnonǇŵs Ĩor the word ͚ďeƩer͛

sadness 

Sadness

is 
sŵiling as iĨ he is not allowed to
and ďeing tiredͶ
the kind oĨ tired sleeƉ doesn͛t Įǆ

sadness

is 
how the night should haǀe goneͶ 
a ďirthdaǇ ƉartǇͶ
instead oĨ a triƉ to the hosƉital
ďut

ŵadness

is
that out oĨ all the things one could choose to 
ďeͶ

he chose to not͘

Ashley Zhu
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te scratch leƩers in the ground͘
/n the dark, we Ɖull our dirtǇ nails across the dirt

trite, mother, God, bread, hello.
dhis is not our sin͖ this is how we ďecoŵe Ĩree͘

dwo Ǉears / haǀe not read,
�ut eǀerǇ daǇ, / write, / writheͶ

^ee the weight oĨ leƩers͍

then ďoŵďs shake us, ďodies shake us͖ 
te scratch the ground͘

'riƫng teeth, we ŵake A, we ŵake B, 
hntil we cannot see͘

then theǇ ask, Who shall go today?
DǇ dirtǇ nails claw the skǇ͗ me, meͶ

DǇ ticking treasure sits heaǀǇ on ŵǇ head, unheard,
/n ŵǇ scarǀes͘

/ starǀe
^o / go, heaǀǇ head, heaǀǇ heartͶ

WraǇ Ĩor a soldier, soŵeone who will see
One of them! theǇ will crǇ, and / will saǇ without Ĩear,

I am Chibok, do you remember me?
that Ǉou see is not ŵǇ sin, / swear͘

dhis is how / will go Ĩree͘

Western Education
Keely Hendricks

This piece is in response to the status of the nearly three-hundred Nigerian girls who were abducted 
from their school by Boko Haram in 2014. Many continue to be enslaved as “wives” of jihadist militants 
and suffer from abuse at the hands of their captors and, ironically, anti-terrorist bombings, which do not  
discriminate the innocent from the guilty. A new trend is emerging in which young abducted girls volunteer 
to be suicide bombers, in hopes that their few moments of freedom will afford them a chance to escape.

monoprint (opposite) by Sadie Petraitis
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