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DUE TO THE COVID-19 PANDEMIC, WE EXPEREINCED A
HISTORICAL ABRUPT SHIFT BEFORE THE
SEMESTER ENDED.
COURSES WERE MOVED ONLINE AND THE CAMPUS
CLOSED FOR STUDENTS.
THIS SITUATION WAS UNFORTUNATE BUT WE STILL HAD
THE DRIVE TO CONTINUE SHOWCASING THE WORK OF
UNCG CREATIVES, AS IT HAS FOR OVER 120 YEARS.
THIS ISSUE IS DEDICATED TO ALL STUDENTS, ARTISTS,
AND THOSE WHO WERE NEGATIVELY AFFECTED BY THE
PANDEMIC. STAY SAFE. KEEP GOING.
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CORADDI IS NOT DEAD
CHANGE IS POSITIVE.
YOUR ARTISTIC CONTRIBUTIONS AND SUPPORT ARE
WHAT KEEP THE PUBLICATION ALIVE, NOT MONEY.
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Daniel 10:19

CONCEPT ART:
GRIM AND PROPER
POSTER

Acrylic on canvas

Digital illustration

Aylin Pitt
4

Mark Boone
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GORDAN
CATHCART
Tribute to Bashō
Alone in the city
Only my body still walks
amidst fallen blooms

untitled poem 3
Pregnant with cold dread
She’s three hours outside Frankfurt
lifetimes left unsaid

untitled poem 4
Máte here at sunset
Light holds in the trees
I whisper nothing softly
Into the swirling leaves
On moving to another new home
Porch-ridden and yawning
The brickwork curves the wind
As light blares through the awning
With morning rolling in

untitled poem 1

An empty feeder swinging
Behind the dogwood blooms
No cardinals are singing
Maybe I’ll fix that soon

Censoring the sunrise
and haloed gold with greed
no wonder you took root here
bold and boyish tree

The road is wide and close at hand
It’s most of what I see
Besides the gaping skyline gaps
From cable lines through trees.

IF I’M DWELLING
LaParia Speight
6

Acrylic on canvas
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TWO HALVES
OF THE SAME WHOLE
Ailyn Pitt
Acrylic on wood
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ttold him to fuck himself. He took the hint.
“Ya took a wrong turn.” He groaned; slicking back his mohawk with his claws.

GLAMOUR
TOWN
Albany Shaul

A gal never can tell what’s going
down in the loony bin that a toon uses
for a noggin. Give ‘em half a second, and
their either your bestest pal forever, or
their hopping around telling’ everyone in
the joint to sticky stick ‘em up. Timothy
“Squeak” Furffoot though? Well, let’s just
say I was surprised toons could moonlight
as drug dealers. His gig had washed up
and he’d been spending the last some odd
years skulking around this part of Glamour
Town. Squeaker’s Den, they called it; no
relation to Squeak himself. Tonight was
supposed to be his last night turning drugs
in service of my new employer. Trish Turnover had hired me as the human muscle
to ruff up the guy and get him to give her
what he owed. “It’s an easy gig.” She’d
said. “He wants out anyway.” She’d said.
Man alive, if anything in this town was actually as easy as all that, that’d be the day.
Wouldn’t it?
Squeak himself was an annoying
little shit. The little douche was a literal rat
about four feet tall with a mohawk. Dude
was already lit as hell with bloodshot eyes
and I could smell it on his greasy leather
jacket as he stood with his back against an
apartment made out of cardboard cutouts.
“Aww, if it isn’t a widdle lost human here
in the den. What’s the matter, lady? Get
lost on the way to your sugar daddy?” He
blew a puff of smoke into my face from
his drug of the day; Cuban cigar it would
seem.
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I coughed and the punk grabbed
my waist with his grimy pink tail. “Or you
here because you got a toon kink and wanna keep it hush?” He asked with a smirk. I

I didn’t say much past that. Just
started doing my job. Grabbed him by
the legs and threw ‘em from out under
him. Toon’s are light, so it was easy to flip
him over and shake him. Yeah, I know, a
shake down in Glamour Town is a literal
shake down. Who’d of thought? Copious
amounts of television remotes and coke
fell out of his pockets. There was some
money, but not enough to satisfy Turnover. I focused on the remotes. Those
things were like heroin for a toon. “Channel surfers pay extra.” He whispered as I
shook him some more. His pants fell down,
revealing heart boxers. The rat winked.
I dropped him headfirst to the ground.
“Trish doesn’t like this stuff on the streets.
Rat. Bad for business.” I explained as I
collected his fallen supply. Well, you could
consider it more of a repo; something to at
least pay back part of the money he owed
Trish.
Something in that tiny toon brain of
his must have finally clicked when he saw
me picking up the loot. He bopped into a
standing position with the accompaniment
of a cartoon ‘boing’ sound. “Trish sent a
human?!” He rubbed his long snout in a
show of exasperation. “Well, it’s all there.
That’s all I got for the night. Yeah? Beat
it.” He spat his cigar into his digits and
rubbed the brunt of it into my v-neck to
put it out. “No can do. Boss wants to see
you.” I didn’t give him the satisfaction of a
pained look . “That’s so?” He asked.

old nearby building. “Hah!” I could hear
Squeek just as I almost tripped over the
damn cans. It didn’t slow me down too
much, I was still riding his ass by the time I
was out of the alley myself.
I found myself in Claymation Corner
now. A clay figure of a woman in a purple bikini propositioned me. I offered her
a buck to give up the goose on rat boy.
Soon as she had the goods, she pointed
down to a rabbit hole on the other side of
the road.
By rabbit hole, I mean an actual
rabbit hole. It was a rabbit’s warren where
a little family of claymation rabbits were
trying to enjoy some carrots at their dinner table. “Ya seen a rat fly past here?” I
asked the pop of the rabbits as I peeped
my head in through the entrance .“Rat?
Hmm?” The pop thumped his foot and
scratched his ears. “I saw one a few minutes ago. He was heading down towards
Squeaker’s Den, I think.” That little creep
was running me in circles?!
Fuck it. I took my time heading
back. Sure enough, the damn rodent
didn’t even bother getting up from chowing down on another cuban cigar. “Hey,
if it isn’t the lil’ human playing at bein’
a gopher gal. Wassup?” He asked as he
wrapped his arms around me and nuzzled
my cheek. I shoved him off and grabbed
him by the shoulder. “Boss wants to see
you.” I repeated for the second time that
night. He didn’t run this time.

Not a second later, he was off like a
light down the road, pixelated dust clouding up behind him. “It should be easy,”
rang through my head as I chased that
little shit stain through Squeaker’s Den.
He shot down an alleyway with some soft
clay flooring, making sure to knock over a
few cans of paint left over to restore the
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TRAFFIC PATTERNS I
Jo Williams
Tape

TRAFFIC PATTERNS II
Jo Williams
Cones, tape

CONCEPT ART:
MAYHEM AND MAGIC
ORIGINAL IDEA POSTER
Mark Boone
Digital illustration
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UNEASE
Nick Vetrone

Dip my
Fingers
		In my
			Eyes
Pull out
Everyone
		I’ve ever
			Seen

C NO EVL

Timothy C. Boardman
Screenprint
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PORTAL OF YOUR DREAMS
Quinn Norman
Digital Photography

16

•

• •• •••

17

••

•••

18

19

WHAT
CODY DID
Arél Doy

I always worry that we gave him a
bad life, that something about his upbringing left a bitter taste in his mouth.
I’ve worried countless times that I never
tried my hardest to listen or that, maybe,
he heard us fighting. I’ve worried that
maybe he didn’t breastfeed long enough
or that I should have bought him more
toys, enrolled him in soccer camp, fed
him more vegetables, or asked him about
his sexuality. I’ve researched all of this.
I’ve researched every possible explanation, fell down every rabbit hole, looked
around every corner. But his life was normal, and I can’t pinpoint where exactly
on the timeline it stopped being normal
for him.
Cody was born on a normal day
in mid-April. I recall it being unusually
sunny after a rainy spell that seemed to
have lasted the entirety of the new year.
I remember the white hospital room,
nothing special about it, but it didn’t
smell like the wings of the hospital I had
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been in before. It didn’t smell like death or

for hours, trying to get him to say “frog.”

soup, but clean and sweet. I sniffed Cody’s

“Fwag!” he would yell, until we would

head after we brought him home, and he

be too exhausted to help him any longer.

smelled like that hospital room too. He

Then we would just give him an apple-

was such a good baby. I know all moms say

sauce and cry a little in the pantry. My

that, but he truly was. He started sleeping

husband was so patient with him, and he

through the night right away and never

could always understand him. They tell

minded being away from me. He smiled so

you in parenting classes that moms have

often, and only cried when he was hungry.

a special connection with their babies,

As Cody grew, he continued to be

that they can understand them when no

an angel. Of course, he would get into

one else can, and that’s bologna. I had

trouble, as little boys always do. I remem-

to work my behind off to be able to have

ber that he used to chase this little girl

that connection with Cody, and now I

around his pre-school, constantly trying to

wonder if I really even had it. If I could go

kiss her. I thought it was cute at the time,

back to being the mother of that toddler,

and the girl’s mom even thought it was

I would give up all of the flashcards and I

sweet. It was Cody’s father, my husband,

would give him more applesauce.

Anthony, who wasn’t okay with it, and told

After Cody’s developmentally chal-

Cody that it isn’t polite to chase little girls,

lenging phase, he became quite the little

or anyone for that matter. Cody listened to

genius. I’m not insinuating that he did

that, he always listened to his dad, even at

well in school, because that wasn’t always

such a young age.

the case. In fact, he was always in the

Though Cody was a wonderful

middle of the road, as far as grades go.

toddler, and so full of sunshine, he was

At parent teacher conferences though,

developmentally delayed. Our speech

they always raved about Cody. I’m sure

pathologist thought maybe Cody was au-

teachers do that for every student, it

tistic. He wasn’t, but that didn’t stop our

would be rude not to, but they suggest-

anxiety. We would go over alphabet flash-

ed that we place him in the gifted pro-

cards, and practice colors. We would sit

gram. Anthony and I decided that that

with Cody and his first picture dictionary

wouldn’t be appropriate, seeing as he
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wasn’t particularly disciplined. We thought

tion. I drove him to that fast food restau-

goes like that. I’ve always believed that

there isn’t any precursor event, that some-

it would be like rewarding him for not

rant that’s on every corner and got him

the important people in our lives come

times there aren’t any signs. The media

doing his best. Now I know better. I know

lunch. We stopped in front of a park near

when we least expect them. McKenna

doesn’t tell you that this happens to nor-

that he may have performed better with

our house to eat. After Cody had finished

became immensely important to Cody,

mal families who love their children be-

the assistance of that program because

eating, he started to cry. “Are you mad?”

and when I least expected it, she became

yond all comprehension. And they certain-

it would have challenged and engaged

he asked.

important to me too. She still babysits

ly never tell you that it will be your son.

him, but I can’t change that now. Cody did

“I’m not mad, Cody, I’m just…”

our daughter for us on occasion. Cody fell

much better later in school anyway.

“Disappointed?”

head-over-heals for McKenna after the

I knew that he was with McKenna and that

“I never expected this from you.”

suspension incident. He had always had a

they had each other’s back. Mckenna was

“Mom,” he said. “I couldn’t let him

crush on her from afar, and after he stood

blissfully unaware of what was going on

up to McKenna’s bully, she saw him – real-

in Cody’s head, but now that ignorance

I feel like a bad mother sometimes

ly saw him. In fact, the two of them were

is pain. Years from now, McKenna will be

that all the boys had then, and eyes more

for not knowing how to handle situations

hardly ever apart. She became like a sec-

married to a kind man – she wouldn’t have

beautiful than a sunset on the Savanah.

like these. I didn’t know if I should contin-

ond daughter to me and I became close

it any other way – and she will have babies

Girls liked him, of course, but he was never

ue scolding him or if I should encourage

with her mother too. When Cody finally

of her own, yet she will still ponder what

particularly popular. He was too kind to be

him for standing up to someone like that. If

asked McKenna to be his girlfriend, it was

happened. She will wonder why she nev-

popular; he would never bully anyone or

I had a redo button, I would say something

at a weekend barbeque with both of our

er saw it coming. She will fume with her

play mean jokes. He never got in trouble

like: “That is so brave of you for standing

families in attendance. In the past, I’ve al-

undeniable inability to grasp why Cody did

either. Well, that’s not entirely true. One

up to a bully. Not many kids are coura-

ways called high school relationships “pup-

this. Worst of all, she will blame herself for

Tuesday I got a call from the vice princi-

geous enough to do that, but you need

py love,” and while I can’t exactly put my

what Cody did.

ple, who explained that Cody had been

to remember that violence is never the

finger on how this was different, I know in

in a fight. I was stunned. I never imagined

answer. Violence will never solve anything

my heart that it was.

that I would end up being in this situation.

and will only bring more pain and sad-

Cody was anything but violent. I drove to

ness.” I didn’t tell him that though. Instead

we never saw any signs. The media never

gone to a department store to pick out

the school, planning the upcoming conver-

I told him I was proud of him, but that I

portrays people like him as having friends,

gifts for McKenna. He really didn’t need

sation, to pick him up – they had suspend-

would still have to tell his dad. His dad

especially not girlfriends. The media nev-

my help, as he had a predetermined list of

ed him for three days – and when Cody

didn’t do much better than I did.

er tells you that it doesn’t matter if they

goodies in mind. I can recite that list from

seem happy, it doesn’t matter if they’re

heart still. He got her a heart-shaped box

Cody grew up fine. Everybody said
he would grow up to be such a lady killer.
They were right; Cody was exceedingly
tall by seventh grade, with the hair cut

got in the car, I couldn’t remember what
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bully McKenna any more.”

McKenna and Cody had known each

I suppose that’s the reason why

I never worried about Cody, because

Cody brought me flowers on Valentine’s Day, I’m sure McKenna expected the
same. Earlier in the week, Cody and I had

to say to him. I thought maybe it would be

other since pre-school. She was the girl

loving, kind, compassionate, smart. The

of chocolates, a bag of sour candy, a post-

better to allow him to start the conversa-

that he chased around. Funny, how life

media doesn’t tell you that sometimes

er of her favorite singer, a book she had
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wanted, a teddy-bear holding a heart that

shattering on the floor. I remember how

ow of that with blood on its hands. “Are

and clean and perfect – but tart, rancid

said “I love you,” and – the most expen-

time ceased to exist. An eternity went by

you mad?” he asked. What could I say? It

maybe. I prayed to god that I could open

sive of Cody’s chosen gifts – a necklace

in a second, as I met a million little reflec-

was too late for a bandage in the form of

my eyes and be in that hospital room

with one small diamond. I suspect that he

tions of my shock in the scattered glass on

words.

again. I would have traded everything to

knew then. In fact, I’m certain that Cody

the floor. I didn’t know then that Cody was

went all out for their third Valentine’s Day

the villain, only that he was there, at that

because he knew that it would be their

high school. That was his high school on

“I don’t know what to do.”

through the door and storming up the

last. I helped Cody pick out these charm-

the news, not one on the opposite side of

“Why don’t you change out of those

stairs. He cried out to me, as the police

ing gifts for McKenna and yet, I was so

the country. I don’t recall the headline, just

clothes? Take a hot shower. I’ll make you

took him away. He cried out that he loved

surprised when he showed me that he had

the sound that the tv makes when there’s

some hot cocoa, and we’ll figure this out.”

me, and I love him too, but I couldn’t say

put the same thought into his gift for me.

breaking news and the words that made

I filled a glass vase with the Queen Anne’s

my whole life fall apart: “…on lockdown.

through all the motions, like a puppet on

waking up on a cold summer morning, with

Lace, red roses, and Baby’s Breath – my

There is a school shooter on the loose.”

a string, void of being. I had no plan, no

pajamas designed for a warm one. I’ve

favorite flower because the name was so

I often wish that my innocence and my

solution. I had always told my friends that

described it as reaching your hands too

sweet – that Cody had picked out for me.

fear could have lasted forever. I wish that

I would “hide a body for my son,” but

close to the fire and recoiling because it

Cody had left for school a little over two

I could have sat on my couch, with a hand

there was no way to keep this a secret. I

burns without quite being burnt. I’ve tried

hours prior, but I hadn’t had time to ar-

over my mouth until the end of time. I am

thought about going out the backdoor,

to put some kind of literary spin on it, but

range the flowers in a vase because I had

guilty too, for wishing that my fear was

moving us to a third world country, send-

what it really was, what it truly felt like,

to take my daughter to her middle school

correct – that Cody was dead.

ing for my daughter and husband later. I

was this: My child, who was no longer my

thought about turning him in. I thought

child, but wasn’t not my child either, was

and run a quick errand. I had the news on

I ask? It was too late to comfort him.

I made the hot cocoa then. I went

be Cody’s mother again.
The police came then, breaking

it. Since, I’ve described this moment as

in the background, to keep me company

toed into the living room and put a hand

about killing him, only momentarily, but it

not ripped, but not quite given, from my

in our empty house. I remember the news

on my shoulder as I wept. I was startled to

was like having an intruder in my house at

hands into the arms of uniformed men that

article before: “Miracle Baby Survives Af-

see him. I was even more startled to see

that moment. I heard the shower turn on. I

would take him to his not quite final, yet

ter Five Heart Transplants.” I was so happy

the blood on his shirt. I quickly held him

made my decision. I heard the shower turn

somehow permanent, home, a cell, where

for that mama, and for the full life that her

fast in my arms. I kissed my ghost on the

off. I walked up the stairs. I knocked on

he would die. Yet, I, a hysterical semblance

baby would get to live. I didn’t imagine, I

head. I knew then. I realized. It was like

his door. He let me in. He sat on the bed. I

of a woman who still cannot determine

couldn’t imagine in that moment, the lives

the ending of a really fantastic book that

gave him the mug. I sat down next to him.

whether I cried harder then or when I was

that my baby would take.

you never could have written yourself.

He drank his hot chocolate. I held him. I

later told that he killed himself, could only

Cody was no longer my sweet, handsome,

kissed his head, and suddenly I smelled it.

watch.

kind, intelligent young man, but a shad-

He smelled like that hospital room – sweet

I remember the vase slipped from
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But Cody came home. My ghost tip-

“Are you okay?” I asked. What could

my hands. I remember the sound of it

I will never know why Cody did this.
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Anthony tries to tell me that Cody was

cause I can’t get up high enough to reach

that she is not like Cody. I pretend as

sick in the mind. But it’s so hard to accept

them.

though I don’t notice that my friends never

that. The Cody that I knew, my son, walked

But I will say this. When Cody was

come to our house now, only us to theirs.

out the door that morning and a blood-

three, almost four, we made snow angels

I google every thought that runs through

stained stranger returned in his place. If

in the garden. The snow was so white that

my head in regards to Cody’s upbringing.

only he had been there, my husband, I’ve

day, something I can so vividly see now

I make love to my husband as though I

thought to myself, then he would know.

though the snow outside is stained brown.

am still fertile, as though I do not have a

My husband doesn’t blame me – what a

The sky was just beginning to bloom

blackhole where I once carried my babies.

good man – and unlike other relationships,

purple, the end of a wonderful blizzard.

I smile at the other mothers who cross

the loss of our baby has only made our

I loved snow days with Cody, when his

the street to stay away from my cursed

love stronger. The sadness between us is

father was at work and the preschool was

body. Everyone thinks that it’s my fault,

a comfortable fire that burns as we hold

closed. Cody was in his precious little snow

and sometimes I think that it’s my fault as

each other at night. Yet still, I think, if only

suit, the colors all meld together now, and

well – that somehow I should have known

he had been there, perhaps he would have

his cheeks were as rosy as ever. Cody was

in that hospital room. But the truth is, and

found some answer that I cannot.

sweet, he never cried, and he couldn’t say

often this still haunts me, I was the one

the word “frog.” But he turned to me, and

who turned him in.

Mckenna, again, is an angel. She is
a gift from the god that I now doubt the

in his broken baby babble, the happiest

existence of. Every time I see her, it’s like

smile on his face he said: “you’re the best

being Cody’s mom again. When she enters

mom in the world and I’m your angel.” It

the room, it is as though Cody is wrapping

was just silly then; I called my mom that

his arms around both of us. It’s almost as if

night and told her how much I loved be-

my son is saying, “you may have lost me,

ing a mother, and she told me that that

but you gained a daughter.” It’s almost as

wouldn’t always be the case. It was just sil-

if he knows. I am not angry. Sometimes, I

ly then, yet now it’s the dream that I wake

find myself disappointed, but more than

up from at 3 am, only to find my son’s bed-

that, I am lost. There are words I will nev-

room empty. I sit in that empty room and I

er be able to say to Cody, to Mckenna, to

know that I am not that mother.

my husband, or to my daughter who must
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It’s like my womb is sour now. I

grow up an only child. There are words

watch my daughter in her room, loving her

that I will never be able to write down, be-

life, and I pray to whatever is out there
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KEROSENE
Whitney Lane
You are not
human.
You were born from
lighting,
Bloody and screaming,
A torch held in your hand
Wielding your light.
Your veins do not hold
Blood.
Your heart pumps
Fire,
Explosive and blazing,
Pure detriment for anyone
Who dares to come close.
You are magnificent,
So why do you let them
Rip the torch from your hands?
Why do you let them
Flush water through your veins?
Take back what is yours.
Drizzle kerosene on their
Thieving hands;
Open your body
Catch them in your flames.
Find out how pretty the sky looks when you burn this fucker down.

FAINT CURLS OF
SMOKE
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Timothy C. Boardman
Screenprint
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THE LIE

By Albany Shaul
Father asked me to kill a beastA threat to town.
To make him proud, I claimed I had
Father rejoiced.
With the ease I said it to him;
I was aghast.
With my silver tongued approach;
The lies amassed.
Ah, but then he heard the creatureAlive and well!
It came whiffling over to me,
And burbled aloud.
It greeted me like an old friend would
With a big grinIt uttered a quiet “Hello”
It spoke again.
It croaked my name next to father
And hissed aloud
Then the beast bit off my tongue
With teeth endowed.
It was worse for my poor father.
He saw my foe
And stood frozen as I bled nearby,
Then cried for me.
Years later, I still don’t talk.
I say naught things
And, with my old tongue attached,
The creature sings.
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THE BOG
Austin Garner
Digital Photography
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Reyanne Wilkie
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SOMEONE ELSE
Nick Vetrone

Use someone else’s hands
To hold
Someone else’s face
Sleep in someone else’s room
Rest on someone else’s
Pillowcase
Brush someone else’s teeth
With
Someone else’s toothpaste
See with someone else’s eyes
But never with
Someone else’s mind

INNER MACHINATIONS
Timothy C. Boardman
36

Woodcut print
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DEAR JANE, MISS AUSTEN
Whitney Lane
Romance novels
Always make it seem
So fucking easy.
Dear Jane,
Miss Austen,
Why did you set my standards
So high?
Why did you put into my naive thoughts,
The idea that men,
Men,
Could put aside their pride,
For me?
Dear Jane,
Miss Austen,
Why did you paint pictures
In my dreams
Of pink lace and cinched waists,
Soft hand touches and dancing,
The food of love?
Why did you let me imagine,
Let me dream,
That a man,
A man,
In an expensive poet shirt,
Would dance with me
Even if it was
His most hated task?

Dear Jane,
Miss Austen,
How could you let me go on believing,
That if I were to walk to an empty field,
Drizzled with dew,
Before the dawn even broke,
I would find the man of my dreams?
How could you let me go on believing,
That a man,
A man,
Would tell me I have bewitched him,
Body and soul, and that he
Love,
Love,
Loves me, and
Never wishes to be parted from me from this day on?
Dear Jane,
Miss Austen,
You make romance,
True love,
Becoming completely,
Perfectly,
And incandescently happy,
Seem so fucking easy.
Dear Jane,
Miss Austen,
Why isn’t it
So easy?

Dear Jane,
Miss Austen,
Why did you let me believe I was just like your heroine?
Obstinate, headstrong girl.
Why did you give me the inkling idea,
That men,
Men,
Would tell me that they love me,
Most ardently,
And against their better judgement,
While being saturated by rain?
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DAY 7

Nick Vetrone
Baby blue tears
On your crimson cheeks
We’ve been stuck inside for weeks
Not that
That’s irregular.
We take drags from the same cigarette
And rest our eyes on
The same hardwood floor,
That’s all we do
Anymore.
You made me watch Grease and The Golden Girls
But I still find it hard to get out of
Your eyes
Even if
We aren’t allowed outside.

COLOR TV
LaParia Speight
Acrylic on canvas
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FINITE

Jo Williams

Acrylic plexiglass, glue

OREO

Quinn Norman
42

Acrylic on canvas
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SET ME
ON FIRE
Whitney Lane
And you will never know
No matter what I do
No matter how hard I try
God damnit
You’ll never know
You could break me
Tear me to shreds and
Set me on fire
I’ll still long for your touch
I’ll still beg to hear your voice
I’ll still dream about
The way you made me feel
That night
When we were
Long gone
From this world
Your head buried in my neck
I’ll still remember the way
Your hair curled around my fingers
And your soft breath
Ghosting over my chest

And you’ll never know
God damnit
You’ll never know because
You’re too fucking busy
Taking on the world
To notice
A girl
Who spends every
11:11 wish
And fallen eyelash
To maybe once again
Feel your
Kiss
And you’ll never know
Fuck
You’ll never know
I would do anything
For you
Even if
It meant
Dying in the process

I love you

OH, WONDER
Timothy C. Boardman
Lithography Print
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AKIN

Jo Williams
Banks, screws, zipties

CONCEPT ART:
VILLAINOUS BIRD MAN
AND HIS SON
Mark Boone
Digital illustration
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THE
TAPESTRY

Albany Shaul
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Kipp ran through the white halls of
the art museum. She hopped over a red
rope blocking off a recently closed exhibit.
She peeked from the corner, but saw no
sign of the man chasing her. He’d take her
back to the orphanage if she were caught.
She’d managed to elude him, but he’d always creep up unexpectedly around town.
He looked like a dog catcher with his white
uniform and squared cap. The orphanage
wasn’t a particularly bad place. It was just
some of the people that worked in that
one, really shouldn’t. She’d told some of
her friends on the inside she’d go back if
those adults left. They hadn’t. She took a
breath when she didn’t see the child catcher rounding the corner after her. Nearly
ten years of life, and she’d already spent
two of them on the lamb. Still, the dockworker Erik had promised to adopt her
a few months ago. But, she hadn’t seen
much of him lately.
This day, however, the art museum
was hosting a free exhibit and she strayed
inside to get away from the heat. The A/C
felt wonderful on her face. She hadn’t expected to see the child catcher inside the
building too, blending in with the white
walls of the museum. That’s when she ran,
and when she found herself alone in the
closed exhibit; surrounded by tapestries.
Several were encased in glass frames, but
one had already been taken from it’s glass.
It was rolled up and sat unceremoniously
on the dirty floor. Curious, and with nothing better to do, she unrolled it and feathered her tiny fingers over the pattern. A
marine blue full moon was woven into the
center. It was flanked on each side by a
crescent moon facing away from it. Be-

neath the trio of moons, there were black
silhouettes of a dancer and a drummer
both covered in thorny green vines. Surrounding them were white stars. The edges of the tapestry appeared to have been
dipped in red paint, rather than woven.
She could see where some splotches in the
corners had been haphazardly covered up
with woven black circles.
Kipp moved her hand over to the
full moon, she pressed her palm to it;
curious if it would feel different than it did
in her fingers. It didn’t. She rolled up the
tapestry and looked for cameras. It was
like her, alone. She knew it was wrong,
but she took it. She didn’t see any cameras or guards in the area, and she slipped
through a door nearby with an exit sign
labeled above it. The return to heat was
unwelcome and she quickly took refuge
beneath a pier with a roof on the docks.
When nobody was around, she unrolled
the tapestry to make sure she hadn’t damaged it in the getaway. She was surprised,
to say the least, by what greeted her.
She was face to face with a man in
red skin. His hair curly, long, and black,
pulled into a bun. He had black irises
with narrowed blue pupils much too small
for them. He had a nose like a beak and
an unamused scowl on thin lips painted
black. Beneath his chin, the beginnings of
a goatee were sprouting. An opened silk
robe was draped over his shoulders. It was
black with white stars embroidered into it
wherever they could fit. The stars themselves didn’t stay in one place, they moved
around as though animated by magic. She
could see the pattern of the moons etched
into the skin of his bare chest.“Well, come
in then child. Don’t stand there with your
mouth open like that.” The strange being
told her before grabbing her and pulling
her into the tapestry.
The little one found herself in a
grand kitchen. There was a new stove, a

shiny fridge, checkered tiles, and even an
open shelf filled to the brim with snacks
and cans. The countertops were all marbled and the sink was as polished as silver. She could smell green beans on the
burning stove. The red man was looking
into a pocket mirror and stroking his goatee. “Well, hurry it up, child. Tell me your
wish.” He told her as he put the mirror
away and walked over to the stovetop. He
shook the pot with the green beans a little
and started grabbing random seasons and
throwing them in. “I wish I knew what was
going on?” She asked, curiously.
The man finally turned over to her,
and smiled. “I’ll count it as a freebie.
You’ve summoned a genie. You get a single wish in return for your soul. Now, what
do you want?” He asked her. Kipp thought
for a moment. A wish would be nice, but
did bad children that steal have souls?
“How do I know if I have one to offer?”
She asked him in the curious way a child
asks questions. She’d put her finger to her
chin and tilted her head. The genie raised
an eyebrow. “Child, all living things have
souls. It’s that little bit of good in them.”
He told her. Kipp shook her head. “Even
if that were true, I don’t think you should
get nothing out of it. What if you reach in,
and I’ve not got one? How about I grant
you a wish too?” She asked him.
The genie laughed. He’d heard this
from others, older masters, but there was
something obscenely innocent hearing it
from a small child. He leaned down to be
eye level with her. “Very well. A wish, and
your soul, master.” He put out his hand
for her to shake. He felt her little fist in his
palm. He was happy to get someone this
time that hadn’t had ill intent. He could
still hear Dolf’s groaning in a backroom.
“Some rules, master. Usually, there are not
many of these. But, considering your age,
I think it best we add a few.” He started.
Kipp readily agreed. “First of all, you only
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get one wish. In return, I get your soul.
Secondly, I will not honor any wishes regarding your appearance. Thirdly, you may
ask for the return of the dead, but the
death must have occured within the last
three years. Ah, and one last rule, should
you be in danger, simply call my name. I
will not count this as a wish, as it is simply
to help protect you.” The genie explained.
Kipp nodded in agreement. He
supposed the terms sounded fair. It was
unusual for him, making the rules fair.
However, Kipp was just a little girl, and
he didn’t feel right tricking a small child.
Kipp spoke softly. “Uhm, I’m Kipp, by the
way. What’s your name?” She asked him.
“Asmodeus” He said as he bowed to her.
“Call me Kipp then!” She told him happily.
It was a genuine smile, and the first Asmodeus had seen in over a hundred years. He
couldn’t explain why, but he felt honored;
as if she were trying to share a secret with
him through that smile. “Alright, Kipp it is
then.”
He took the green beans from the
pot and tossed them onto a plate just as
Kipp’s stomach grumbled. “Now, tell me,
how did you find me?” He asked as he
handed her the plate and rushed her over
to a dining table he had appear from nothing. She thanked him and ate, explaining
about the orphanage, Erik, the child catcher, and the museum. He listened intently
while sipping from a jewel encrusted goblet made of gold. It had some dark liquid
inside. He’d called it ancient wine, and
offered Kipp grape juice so as not to be
rude. It appeared in a puff of blue smoke.
Her drink was in a plastic cup with a crazy
straw. She thanked him again and downed
the drink. He learned it was the first time
she’d eaten in two days. He made more
green beans.
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Asmodeus watched as she scarfed
down the second batch, and he offered
to show her the library of his abode; the

child didn’t have anywhere to go, and it
would be late night in the human realm;
time worked differently within the confines
of the tapestry. Kipp seemed to adore the
endless library, and Asmodeus made sure
to magic up a bowl of fruit or bread before
they entered each section of it.
It caught him off guard as he
showed her around, how small this human
creature was. It made him worry like a
mother whenever she wandered too close
to his books on necromancy or when she
ran down the spiral stairs. He was concerned she’d fall and break herself somehow. The little girl would ask hundreds of
questions, waiting for a response, then
immediately moving on to the next one as
soon as she got her answer. She’d found
some books she wanted to borrow too,
and attempted toting them herself at first.
However, they were very old and would
crumble if handled too roughly. He knew
each page by heart, and offered to recite
them to her instead. Thus, by the end of
their trip, he was reciting old tales of even
older gods to Kipp.
She yawned loudly. This presented another problem. Most of the rooms
were enchanted to be too dangerous for a
child. Instead, he used his magic to create
a big red sofa in the beginning room of
the library. He enchanted the doorway for
her, so that she could come and go from
the tapestry realm as she pleased. Kipp
bid him farewell and tried to leave as soon
as he created the path, but he turned her
around and sat her on the new sofa. He
snapped two fingers and piles of pillows
and blankets in all manner of finery fell on
to it. Kipp shook her head, trying to leave
again. Asmodeus raised an eyebrow and
shut down the pathway between the human realm and his home. “It’s dangerous
in that world at night, child. If you do not
wish to stay here, that is fine, but I must
insist you have somewhere to go. I will set
up the door to take you there.” She took

the hint and returned to the piles on the
sofa. She chose an olive green fleece blanket and a fluffy blue pillow with the trio of
moons sewn into it. “I just like it” she told
him when he asked why she chose it. He
told her the story behind the emblem, but
her eyes were closed long before he’d finished it. When he saw the child was asleep,
he cursed under his breath in the ancient
language.
He wasn’t a being of sleep, and
instead returned to a room where he
could experiment with the modernities
of science; a hobby he’d picked up from
a lab tech in the late 50s. His current experiment was one where he used Dolf as
a subject. Dolf had wished for someone’s
death, and so sacrificed his own body as
tantamount pay when it was discovered
he had no soul to pay with. The body itself
was frozen in time, a near cadaver on a
table. He played with Dolf’s hair and told
him about Kipp; he always told Dolf about
the new ones. Usually, it was telling him
how he hoped they’d join Dolf. Today,
though, he let the magic out of Dolf long
enough for the soulless fool to spark to life
on the gurney.
Dolf’s lower body was still frozen
by magic, his wrists chained. He let out a
scream that was soon muffled by Asmodeus covering the man’s hand with his
mouth. “Quiet, or you’ll wake the child!”
He screeched into Dolf’s ear. “I want your
advice. You’re human. What do humans do
with homeless children? She won’t go to
the orphanage, and I doubt Erik is coming for her.” He did not elaborate further.
Dolf sneered and spat at Asmodeus in
response. Asmodeus sighed and snapped
his fingers. Dolf would’ve paid for his insolence, but he didn’t want to wake Kipp up.
She looked like she hadn’t had much sleep
for a while.
After she met him, Kipp would run
into Asmodeus whenever she went into

town. He’d be out on some errand. He’d
be disguised as a tall human man in a gray
business suit. Usually, she’d tag along with
him when she saw him. Often, they’d wind
up in the realm of the tapestry. He wanted
her to try dishes and compare them to the
mundane human dishes she was used to.
He was an obnoxious sort of genie, but
she was curious what he could cook. To her
surprise, quite a bit; He especially enjoyed
making hot curry.
He’d let her read any book she
wanted as well. The little girl would sit in
the library for hours, munching on bread
and reading as Asmodeus spoke with her.
Though, she’d quickly noticed he had a
penchant for hatred. He’d speak ill of
everyone and everything. More than once
he’d made exaggerated comments about
just how horrible some people were. He
told her humans were worthless, and to
try to avoid them if she could. Then, he’d
remember she was human and nervously
excuse himself for a while.
After meeting the genie, She hadn’t
slept much aside from little naps in the
library whenever Asmodeus went to check
on his experiments in another room. She’d
heard muffled screaming coming from the
other rooms sometimes. It scared her into
staying awake. She asked Asmodeus if he
was going to hurt her, but he simply told
her in earnest what he’d done to those
without souls. She truly feared that would
happen to her, and no amount of reassurance from him made her feel otherwise.
He reminded her she hadn’t made any
wishes yet.
“I wish to adopt you, Kipp.”
This news came as a shock to
her. Kipp was spending her tenth birthday
in the library when he’d said it. He’d made
her a cake and had golems made of paper
waiting on her like butlers; they bumbled
around and failed at most tasks, but she
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enjoyed the extra company more than anything. Asmodeus spoke the words again
when Kipp pretended she didn’t hear him.
“For my wish, I wish to adopt you, Kipp.”
He said again. She shook her head and
reminded him of Erik. “I’m the one adopting you.” Asmodeus said again. This time,
much more gently.
Sometime days after that announcement, Kipp found herself attempting to
busker out on the street. She wanted to at
least earn her keep if Asmodeus was letting her stay with him. Kipp’s choice of skill
that day had been card tricks. Get people
to pick a card and rob bracelets. It was a
surprise when Asmodeus came across her
working about two hours into this routine.
He asked if she wanted to have lunch, and
it was the first day she’d told him no.
As she attempted to do her next
card trick, he loudly asked how the trick
was done. Kipp was mid theft and had
to let go of the woman’s bracelet. Kipp
ignored him. Of course, he did it again a
few tricks later. Once again, Kipp lost her
chance to grab the bracelet. He kept at
this for the better part of an hour. Finally,
when her stomach grumbled, she pulled
him to the side.
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“I can’t right now, Asmodeus. I’m
trying to-” Before she could finish, he had
picked up the money in her potato sack
she brought with her and walked off in the
direction of some restaurant with outdoor
seating. “Hey! Come back with that!” She
yelled as she chased after him. His only response was to sit at one of the tables and
shove the bag underneath it. Kipp climbed
under the table just in time to watch it
poof away in a cloud of red smoke. She
climbed up from the table, in time, too, to
hear Asmodeus ordering a baked potato, a
hot green tea, and a sweet iced tea. “Glad
you could join me for lunch Kipp.” He told
her with a pleased smirk as her stomach
growled.

“The food I can make in the tapestry’s realm would be ten times better
than the slop they’ll serve here. But this
way you can quickly get back to robbing
people of their valuables.” He told her as
he dabbed a napkin over the sides of his
cheeks. “You knew about that, huh?” She
sighed. “You could wish for riches.” He
offered his opinion. “That’s code for your
going to keep ruining my attempts to get
money. Isn’t it?” She asked him. She wasn’t
expecting an answer, but she got one.
“Pretty much, that is my plan. Yes.” Kipp
raised an eyebrow. “Why on earth would
you want to do that?!” She angrily whisper-yelled to him. “It’s simple Kipp,. If you
have no money and no home, you haven’t
any reason not to grant my wish.” He told
her. Kipp facepalmed. “I told you, I have to
stay here for when Mr. Erik comes back.”
She tried explaining. “He left you behind,
child!” He hated when she brought up that
man. He was an all powerful genie, what
did some promise breaking human have to
offer his child?
“He’s going to come back for me!”
Kipp shouted. “I’m sorry, Kipp. But you
must accept he left you.” He whispered to
her, patting the top of her head with his
palm.. He did this whenever she looked
upset. Usually, it calmed her down, but she
shrunk away from him this time. “You can’t
prove that!” She crossed her arms and
pouted.
“Very well.” When nobody was looking, he grabbed a blue swirl of smoke from
his forehead and placed it next to Kipp’s
ear. It creeped into her mind like a bug. It
showed her a vision of the genie’s recent
past. She watched as Erik summoned Asmodeus from his tapestry. Then Asmodeus
granted his wish; to be reunited with his
dead family. In an instant, Erik fell dead
onto the floor. “You really should word
your wishes more carefully.” The genie
spoke before stealing a blue soul from Er-

ik’s chest. He put it in the pocket of his robe get away from the timbering dead oaf and
and disappeared back into the tapestry.
something akin to anger came over him.
Why had she allowed these people near
The vision ended soon after that. “He her? She knew he’d be there in an instant
didn’t even mention you.” Asmodeus whis- with little more than the shout of his name.
pered into her ear before leaning back and He didn’t have long to think about it. He
shoving the smoke back into his forehead. watched the woman scream upon it finally
Kipp shook her head. She didn’t want to be- sinking in her atrocious boyfriend was dead.
lieve it. “I have to go.” She told Asmodeus The woman ran.
before running off.
Kipp sat silently in the sand as AsmoAsmodeus had let her go. After all,
deus approached her. He could see the tears
his was the only place she could run to. He’d dripping down to her chin. She sounded
set up a curfew for her long before this;
broken. All the life Asmodeus had seen in
back by the rising of the moon. Yet, as hu- her eyes was gone. She’d just stood there;
man’s night approached, Kipp didn’t resur- emotionless. He’d taken away the only thing
face back into the realm of the tapestry. It keeping her going. “I wish that man you just
worried him. He set out into the night soon killed was alive.” She told him. “Not Erik?”
after, that nagging worry at him growing
He asked her. She shook her head. “Erik
with each moment she was away.
doesn’t want me.” She wouldn’t even look
at him as she said it.
As he expected, she was near the
docks where Erik used to work. She wasn’t
That one admittance itself broke him.
alone. A man Asmodeus recognized from
Asmodeus leaned down and held Kipp close
the small crowd earlier was stomping on
to him as he granted the wish. He saw the
her back with a large black boot. A woman man run. But he kept Kipp from seeing.
clung to the man’s arm. The man stopped
He didn’t want her to see. As for the paystomping on her long enough to pick her up ment, he withdrew a big yellow soul from
and shove some sand in her face. He told
her heart. It still burned with her passion;
her to eat it. She spat at him.This earned herbut it was catching up with the turmoil of
a swift foot in the face from the man’s girl- her mind. He could feel the warmth of it
friend.
slipping lower, the longer he held her. Her
beautiful bright soul, the one she wasn’t
It was when Asmodeus saw the man sure she had, was going to fizzle out soon.
lean down to grasp Kipp’s throat that he’d “I guess I had one.” She spoke softly, a smile
had enough. He dredged up behind the
he was sure would be her very last stretched
man. He bit down onto his lip until he could on her face. He couldn’t stand it. He needed
feel blood and smeared his thumb over it. to do something.
He whispered some words older than the
human race, and wiped the blood onto the
She’d shown him what she thought
back of the man’s neck. The results were
the best places in her hometown were.
near instantaneous.
The alleys that were safest to sleep in. The
streets with the least crime. The buildings
Asmodeus spun the man
that let people in for free, and the ones
around to watch as the poor fool’s eyes
where people could sneak in through the
rolled into the back of his head, followed
back doors. It wasn’t much to others, but
soon after by his body going limp in Asmo- it was her whole world, and she’d shared it
deus’s arms. The idiot was dead. Asmowith him in return for him sharing his own.
deus saw Kipp as she rolled in the sand to He realized it then. He just didn’t want to
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be alone again. Even if the child didn’t
want him for a father, he knew she’d still
be here. Always happy to see him. Always
waiting for that damn dockworker.
He held out his hand to her.
“I’ll make today go away.” He said after
an uncomfortably long silence between
them. “I have to go.” She told him before
she turned to walk off. He used his magic
to stop her from taking the first step away
from him. “It wasn’t an offer.” He told her
as he reached out and slid fingers spitting green smoke over her forehead. The
entirety of her day disappeared from her
mind as he uttered the words of forgetting. Their argument, busking, learning of
Erik’s broken promise, the vile couple, all
of it vanished from her mind. It was too
much. She fell asleep.
After that ordeal, the genie
had whisked them away to a town high in
the mountains. He’d lied to her. He’d told
her that Erik had moved to the mountains,
and she’d believed him. He felt guilty
over the lie, but knew what the truth
would do. The child didn’t need to know.
She was happy. Her soul was bright and
shining again. He’d given it back to her.
Once Kipp was safely asleep in the tapestry, he’d hunted down the man from the
beach, and, well, he voided Kipp’s wish.
He couldn’t accept her soul under those
terms. At least, that’s what he told himself.
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In fact, Dolf was happy too. He’d
been given the soul of the vile man on the
beach, under the premise he would chaperone Kipp on her excursions out of the
tapestry. Asmoedeus constantly worried
something would happen, and she’d remember that horrible night, or someone
would try hurting her again. He knew he’d
have to tell her the truth eventually. In a
few human years, he’d tell her. Maybe. But
for now, he just wanted his child’s happiness.

UKNOWING
Jo Williams
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LILAC HELL
Nick Vetrone
Panoramic voice
Saying:
“Your life was someone’s choice”
Prochoice in the con of life
Feet still dangle over the wooden pier
That my grandfather built when he was alive
Not that I ever met him,
Except when I was maybe five

Style, Style, Style.

THE SHIP
Austin Garner
Digital Photography

Smile and hide for a while.

I can turn my back, and stare against the lilac walls
But I can’t climb up them, or down from them.
I hang like the old rust-colored clumps of dust caked on the living room fan
The same fan that spins out most of the hot summer days
Perfect to lie under
Except when
The dust gets in your eyes
A return to dust
But I think I’m still alive
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DEADOUT
Jo Williams
Would, Screw, Glue
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DIAGRAM
(HOW TO MAKE A
DIAGRAM OF A ROOM)
Timothy C. Boardman
Collagraph Monoprint
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CRYSANTHEMUMS
Whitney Lane
A vast plain
Cultivation
H2O2 C3H8O
Pour it down
A cocktail of chemicals
Bud the flowers
A midnight sky
Earthquake
Dark cloud eyelids
Gentle hail cheeks
Sprouting weeds
Pluck
Magnify the plain
Open up the Earth
Let the water in
Bright chrysanthemums bloom.

GOOD ENOUGH
Ailyn Pitt
Acrylic on canvas
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MAGENTA
Nick Vetrone
Stop the car
Stop the car
Stop the car
Stop the car
Magenta
Flash
And then
Nothing.
Life is like a
Roller coaster
I want to
Get off
But I can’t
I’m strapped in
Safe
And life
Fades
To Magenta

HEAD IN THE CLOUDS
Austin Garner
Digital illustration
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OCEAN

Whitney Lane
He kept me near land.
Kept his fingers dug into my arm.
My toes wiggling under the sand as waves roll by
Iridescent fish shimmer between our legs.
Sharp fins rise nearby.
Panic swells in his eyes.
Sharks are always close, waiting
Waiting for the first person to dive in without thinking.
Last time he got abandoned;
Had to face the bloody teeth, barred in his face
Sunk deep to the core, left to bleed out
Alone.
I tried to keep his fears at bay.
Remind him I would never swim too far away.
Held his hand to step out deep,
But fear kept it’s tentacles squeezed.
He held selfishly onto me…
I think I saw more in him than he saw in himself.
Definitely more than he saw in me.
He thought I would go out - leave him,
Shredded by shark teeth skin debris fish snack.
No matter how many times I told him we would face the deep together Carry each other The panic in his eyes never lightened,
His grip on my arm never loosened.

THE LAST STRAW
Austin Garner

Mixed Media, paper and straws

Maybe I was naive to believe
He had the capacity to carry me
When he was constantly being drowned,
The fear clawing in his throat.
He kept me near land.
Kept his fingers dug into my arm
Until my toes pushed out from the sand
And I joined the iridescent fish that swam near our legs.
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